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 “Master Woo?” The elven messenger called. He stood in front of a rather run down old 
house. It stood apart exceptionally from the surrounding buildings, which were built into the 
giant trees scattered about the city. The forestry nature gave him a sickened feeling, like the 
opposite of being homesick. He preferred the organization of Sohenberg. It had a higher sense of 
being, more respectable, if not fearsome. He impatiently tapped his foot, hoping the other elves 
would not comment on his U.S.E. uniform.  
 Finally the door opened, and an old monk stepped out. His gray-bearded face seemed 
contemplative, his eyes gazing into the messenger’s eyes, as if he was already probing him to see 
if he was “worthy”. Ha! Perhaps he would teach him his secret ways. There was wisdom in that 
old man’s stare, and something dangerous, too.  
 “Yes?” Master Woo questioned, although the messenger was positive that he already 
knew what was coming. 
 “Sir, a message from the U.S.E. in Sohenberg. Sonlen wishes to speak with you 
concerning… certain matters.” He handed the monk a folded envelope stamped with Sonlen’s 
seal.  
 “May I ask what the particular matter is?” Inquired Master Woo, slowly taking the 
envelope and folding it in his wrinkled hands, eyeing it with a chilling stare.  
 Quivering a little, the messenger straightened up and replied: “I cannot say, sir. It was a 
private matter. Only to be discussed amongst the higher-ups. I do not know myself.” 
 Master Woo was silent, then nodded, and unfolded the envelope and took out the papers, 
inside. He gazed over them for a second, then returned his eyes back up to the messenger, “I see. 
Tell Sonlen I will be there, and for no short period of time. I have many things to do there. 
Seeing as I am a Man and not an elf, will Sonlen be willing to tolerate that?” 
 “You have his word; he told me himself he would allow that.” 
 “Very well, then. You may go.” 
 The messenger breathed a sigh of relief at the thought of leaving. “Yes, sir.”  
 He turned and headed back toward the boat to depart, his boots crushing dry leaves and 
small twigs littering the path as he left. A few elves had been peeking out of their houses at the 
conversation, and as the messenger left, they too breathed sighs of relief at the thought of no 
trouble. Master Woo turned back and went inside. He sat down, turning the pages of the papers 
the envelope had contained.  
 “Hmm…” He grumbled quietly to himself, “I sense the falling of the first stone that sets 
in motion an avalanche of boulders draws very near. Brandis… I hope you are ready. I hope we 
are all ready…” 
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 Brandis Skyhunter opened his eyes. He lay in bed, the first signs of light beginning to slip 
in through the windows of his small house. Sitting up, he glanced around the room, rubbing his 
eyes and yawning. His bow and quiver of arrows lay in the corner, no doubt the fanciest thing he 
had, although its purpose never stretched farther than putting meat on the table. He got up and 
began getting his clothes on. Ranger wear, elven styled. Although he was a half-elf; at least 
that’s what the fellows at the nearest town, aptly named GrassFields, said. Not that it mattered 
what he was to himself. Brandis lived alone, far away from the other villagers. He didn’t know 
where his house came from, nor his bow, nor his prized possession. Thinking about it, Brandis 
reached down and held it up in front of him. A green jewel, glowing from within, hung from his 
neck wherever he went. Normally, Brandis likely would have sold it a while ago to get along 
easier, but something felt very special about it. So he held onto it. 
 Brandis got up, had something to eat, and grabbed his bow and headed outside. Those 
animals aren’t going to hunt themselves, he thought as he started heading down the fields. But 
today was special. Not a hundred yards from his house, Brandis caught sight of smoke on the 
horizon. Fire! The very edges of the fields were burning. Brandis had lived here twenty years, 
but he had never seen his fields on fire before. Littering the horizon also were tiny little black 
figures, coming closer. Brandis turned and ran back inside. Running to the shelf, Brandis tripped 
and fell. He scrambled back up and quickly grabbed a small red potion from the shelves. He felt 
around, wiping some of his hair from in front of his eyes, “Crap! Where is it, where is it…”  
 He searched around, finally checking under his bed, “Aha!” He reached under and 
grabbed a small blue ring he had bought at GrassFields. The shopkeeper had told him it was 
divinely protected, and that it was a fair trade for life any day of the week.  
 The scorching sound of pointless plants burning grew louder, and Brandis tore outside. 
Several armored figures lumbered around the flames. They were and wore all black, with silvery 
white hair and glowing red eyes. Other than that, they seemed to be elves. A blackened essence 
seemed to seep from their skin and weapons off and to the ground. They all had shields 
decorated with a spider design, and black blades gleaming with a purple liquid. One turned his 
head toward Brandis and then barked “Here’s one!”  
 The rest readied their swords and began charging for him. Brandis drew an arrow and 
fired without hesitation. It sailed through the sky and pierced one of the black elves through the 
eye. He lurched backwards and fell over. The others stopped their charge, recoiling in surprise at 
their fallen comrade. Brandis readied another arrow and pointed it at the remaining two. “Don’t 
come any closer or you’ll get it too!” 
 Brandis had killed plenty animals of the sky before, but never had he fallen an armed foe 
not too different from himself. He glanced down at the slain enemy. How fast he had reacted 
with violence! Perhaps he had warrior’s blood in him. Or maybe the creature was so hideous that 
he felt more pushed. Nonetheless, the kill had both startled and awoken something within him, 
and he felt less hesitation to fall another than he had expected. The black elves seemed surprised, 
too. One looked at the other with uncertainty, while the other looked back and nodded. Then the 
two of them raised their shields and rushed forward again. Brandis loosed another shot. However, 
the enemies would not be fooled twice, and the target blocked the arrow with his shield. Closer 
they neared; beads of sweat began to form at Brandis’ forehead. Thinking quick, he took two 
arrows and shot one at the black elf’s leg, then quickly shot another and his chest. Trying to react 
quicker than he could, the creature lowered his shield to deflect the arrow, only to be hit near in 
the face.  



 “Arrgh!!” He toppled over, clawing at the fatal wound.  
 Brandis moved swiftly to take out the third and final foe. Drawing as quickly as he could, 
he shot yet another arrow at the fast-approaching enemy. A sly expression came over the red 
eyes just behind the spider-decorated shield, and the black elf leaped forward. The arrow sailed 
straight through him. The armor and weapons vanished into thin air, and a split second later, the 
mysterious attacker burst into a dark wisp of air. Just as soon as he was gone, he reappeared 
behind Brandis and butted him over with his shield. Brandis landed on the hard earth with a thud 
and whirled around. The dark elf stood above him, sword in hand. He smiled with an expression 
of pure evil. 
 “You killed my friends, now you get the same, half-elf!”  
 Thinking fast, Brandis moved his leg up and kicked the attacker where he really 
shouldn’t have. The dark elf leaned over in pain, shouting out. Brandis leaped up and jammed an 
arrow up into the monster’s throat. The enemy gasped and slowly fell over.  
 “Whew!” Brandis dusted himself off. Abruptly he turned around. His fields and now his 
house were completely torched. All those years and now both were gone. Where would he sleep? 
How would he eat when the herds were migrating? Calm down, Brandis he thought to himself, 
You’re still alive, aren’t you? I need to get to GrassFields, provided it’s still there. Who are 
these guys? Reluctantly looking back, Brandis turned and began heading in that direction.  
 Lucky for him, Brandis could clearly see the line of fire ravaging the Sohen Plains he 
lived on (or just used to, anyway) had only just tipped his house. Most of the massive plains were 
still fine. The fires seemed to have been started at the Eastern end of the plains, by the Desert 
Mountains. Brandis had heard stories of demons living on the mountains, but he had never 
thought they’d attack. Regardless, if he kept heading North, he’d hit GrassFields before dark. 
Unfortunately, it seemed that his job wasn’t completely done yet. A group of four of the black 
soldiers was up ahead, going the same way he was. Three were bearing torches instead of either 
a sword or shield, and the last was wielding some peculiar lengthy chain and giving the orders.   
 Brandis didn’t waste any time. Drawing an arrow, he quietly took a shot at the leader. 
Luckless, however, as a wind blew and forced the arrow to sin. It curved and struck one of the 
torchbearers. He crumpled down and collapsed, and the others turned and faced Brandis.  
 “Looks like we start work early!” one of the dark elves shouted, and the two remaining 
ones began to move toward him, splitting apart to flank him. Brandis glanced back and then forth 
at the two foes. He readied an arrow, keeping an eye behind him. The enemy to his flank took 
advantage of Brandis’ preoccupation and rushed forward, sword raised. Reacting quickly, 
Brandis spun to face him and fired. The arrow sailed straight through the elf’s black armor and 
penetrated his body.  
 “Errk!” He straightened up and fell back over. The other quickly ran and swung at 
Brandis. He tried to move, but the blade still managed to slice his arm. Pain seared through his 
limb twice as the sharp steel burned its way through him and then a sizzling poison repeated the 
action. Brandis stumbled back as his enemy laughed simply letting the purple acid do its work. 
The half-elf quickly fumbled for his potion and drank the stuff as quickly as he could. It tasted 
like nothing he had ever had before; swirling down his throat cleansing every irritation and sore. 
As soon as his tongue had finished tasting its sweet red healing his body tasted it as the potion 
worked its wonders. As soon as he had felt pain it was gone, and his arm healed in a few seconds 
faster than it ever did after weeks. Looking back up, Brandis saw his enemy looking back in 
confusion at his surviving the attack, clearly uneducated in the ways of the healing arts (which 
were available at nearly every store for two gold coins). Being quick to strike back, Brandis 



lunged forward and tackled the dark elf. The two fell to the ground, and Brandis sprung right 
back up. He kicked the sword out of the soldier’s hand and hastily executed him with an arrow to 
the face.  
 “NO!” The leader enemy shouted, seeing the others defeated, “You lousy excuses for 
drow!” Drow? So that’s what you’re called. Promptly turning, he drew another arrow to finish 
the job and let it fly. The leader drow moved forward, swinging his head to the side avoiding the 
shot, then swinging his chain forward and lashing it at Brandis. It wrapped around his leg and the 
half-elf fell over, dropping his other arrow out of his hand. The drow reacted swiftly, yanking his 
weapon and pulling Brandis over. He tried to get up, only to get punched back down by his 
enemy. Laughing, the drow pulled the chain back away from Brandis’ leg and began swinging it 
around with force. Seeing what was coming, Brandis quickly rolled out of the way just before the 
deadly chain smacked the ground right where he was. Just as soon as he had avoided one attack, 
Brandis had to hit the dirt before the chainfighter swung his weapon around again.  
 “You elves don’t know true power!” The drow shouted, advancing on Brandis, “We will 
rule for a thousand years on this wretched plain!” Brandis looked up at the Drow, then leaned up 
and stuck his leg in the air halfway between the black elf and the end of the chain. It instantly 
wrapped around his leg and swung back around, smacking the drow in the face.  
 “Arrgh!!” He let go of his weapon and covered his face. Brandis grabbed his bow and, 
leaping back up, smacked the drow into the air with it. He then quickly shot an arrow up, striking 
the chainfighter mid-air. The enemy hit the ground hard, dropping a small bag. Brandis 
untangled his leg and went over, opening it up without caution. Finding a few gold coins, he 
shrugged and continued on his way, limping a little. Never hurts. 
 Brandis had to fight his way through a few more squads of the enemies. He managed to 
pull through all of them, but by the time GrassFields was in sight, he was tired and impatient. He 
began limping as fast as he could toward the small town, relieved to see that it was fine. Before 
getting any closer, however, he already saw another figure between him and the oasis. He gritted 
his teeth and simply moved closer. Surprisingly, though, it was not another wretched drow. It 
was a woman, an elf, by the looks of it. She couldn’t have been older than him, although it was 
impossible to tell with elves; they all looked the same age once they reached their twenties and 
stayed that way for a long time (or at least aged very slowly). Brandis had met Men before, at 
GrassFields, and they were hopeless when it came to looks. She was slender, seeming somehow 
different from other elves Brandis had met, and different from the drow as well, but he simply 
couldn’t put his finger on it. She had an orange coat, different from the usual elven green 
GrassFields elves often wore, and long, blonde hair, about the same color as Brandis’. Sly was 
the word for her expression, an untrustworthy casual vulpine look about her. Most peculiar of all, 
he had never seen her before in his life, undoubtedly not a citizen of the town. Thus, an outsider, 
Brandis concluded, like the invading drow. The drow! It couldn’t be a coincidence that both this 
stranger and the blackened elves had arrived here on the same day. Yet she was different from 
them. Perhaps she was here to help. Brandis supposed from this thought that it must have been 
the ugliness of the drow that had kept him unrestrained in his first kill. Normally he would 
consider asking her questions concerning why she was here, but today was not a particularly 
good day for Brandis, and he wasn’t in the most trusting mood. Hostile or not, he would keep his 
guard up. He had to get to GrassFields! 
 She had one hand on her hip, and while Brandis stood there, on his guard thinking about 
what to do, she moved the other toward her coat pocket, which clearly had something in it. 
Brandis took notice and held his bow up, stringing an arrow.  



 “Friend or foe?!” He asked loudly, “If you’re a friend, then get out of my way. If not, 
then you get this.” He readied the arrow, prepared to fire at a moment’s notice. Despite having a 
deadly arrow pointed at her, the woman seemed calm, if not cocky.  
 She smiled deceptively, then spoke: “I’m surprised you’re alive. The drow ought to have 
taken out all the weedy ones. This isn’t the day or age for defenseless weaklings.” 
 “Why, you!” Brandis wasn’t in the mood. He took aim. 
 “Luckily, I’m still here.” She reached in her pocket, pulling out a dagger, sharper looking 
than Brandis had ever seen at any weapon shops in GrassFields (not that that said much, that 
drow chainfighter’s chain was sharper than any weapon Brandis had ever seen at their weapon 
shop, if you get the drift). It shined in the partial sunlight, and for a second Brandis thought he 
saw it spark with static.  
 Brandis didn’t waste any time. He released the arrow and watched as it sailed through the 
air toward her. With lightning fast reflexes, she slid gracefully out of the way and then followed 
up by spinning back around, swinging her dagger. It sent a sharp bolt of lightning out, which 
shrieked toward Brandis, knocking him back. Pain racked through his body as the bolt sailed its 
way through him, dazing him for a bit. The woman smiled upon seeing that her counterattack 
had succeeded. She stood up straight again.  
 “Show me what you’re made of,” she taunted, before lunging straight at Brandis. But the 
half-elf was faster than she had expected. Brandis jumped back up and quickly blocked her mid-
swipe with his bow, which surprisingly survived the slice. Faster than he had expected too; why 
am I so… awesome? Brandis wondered to himself, or does everyone else just kind of suck at 
fighting?  
 Naturally, of course, there wasn’t time to think about what on earth was going on, so 
Brandis decided it was best simply to make use of this newfound skill to his advantage. He 
whirled the bow around and struck his attacker dead-on with it. Again, his own strength 
surprised him. Is fighting really this easy? He wondered. The strange elf flew back from Brandis’ 
attack, and hastily jumped back up on her feet. Brandis readied another arrow, preparing for 
another assault. Perhaps the woman’s overconfidence had given Brandis too high of an 
expectation, or perhaps the half-elf was more of a natural at battling than he had thought. Either 
way, the elf recollected herself with this revelation clearly in mind.  
 “Hmm,” She muttered under her breath, brushing some of her hair behind her ear “Is this 
the one I’ve been looking for?” 
 “That’s it.” The woman assumed another battle stance, “No more playing around.” 
 Who plays around in a life or death situation? Brandis thought. Either way, he was sick 
of this. He began to advance toward her, releasing another arrow as he walked forward. The elf 
leaped up in the air, vanishing. The arrow whizzed by, missing completely, and Brandis halted, 
looking around for her. Then, as soon as she had jumped up, her dagger flew back down, striking 
the ground with a sound like thunder. It immediately burst into a bolt of lightning, which slowly 
began advancing on Brandis.  
 “What on earth!?” He backed away from it, still looking around for the dagger’s owner. 
The lightning continued to advance on him, bursting into two bolts, then four. Brandis was 
running out of places to back up. Before long, he found himself surrounded by the pesky 
electrical objects. He gulped, and watched them advance at the same slow pace. Thinking quick, 
he looked up, seeing something gleam from far above him. He glanced back down at the bolts of 
lightning hovering toward him. Without a second thought, he sprung from the ground, leaping as 
far as he could. Time seemed to slow down as he slowly passed over the bolt, landing behind it. 



He immediately rolled forward, just as the bolts fused together where he just was, again forming 
that dagger. Seemingly only a split second later, the elf came back down from above, wreathed 
with electricity, and landed right behind the deadly knife. The force of the landing, or the 
combination of the electricity in that spot, or perhaps some giant spell, Brandis knew not, caused 
the spot right where he just was to literally explode with more of the devastating lightning. He 
could only assume that either her or her weapon had magic powers, and Brandis had never dealt 
with magic before. The elf instantly grabbed her weapon and leaped back into battle with him, 
swinging and slashing her weapon with just slow enough reflexes for Brandis to barely deflect 
each blow. He continued to block and evade the rapid deployment of each attack, waiting for his 
opportunity to counterstrike. Then she lunged forward in a stabbing motion, and Brandis saw his 
chance. He took his bow in one hand and an arrow in the other to finish what he started, and 
swung the former at her.  
 “Not so fast!” She shouted, moving her other arm quickly and catching the bow in her 
hand. Instantly an electrical current ran from her through the weapon to him. Brandis yelped with 
the pain of being zapped again and dropped his weapon, falling over.  
 “Ah ha!” The she-elf triumphantly advanced on him again, kicking the arrow out of his 
other hand and bringing the dagger down toward him. Brandis panicked and moved his hands 
over himself to defend. Suddenly the dagger was stopped mid-stab above him.  
 “Wha…?” Brandis opened one eye. His ring of protection! The ring was glowing brightly 
on his finger, the waves of light emitting from it seemingly holding the dagger back. Quickly the 
victorious smile vanished from his adversary’s face. Brandis wasted no time. He moved both his 
legs up and slammed his feet into her stomach, easily launching her off of him. His newfound 
chance at victory gave him extra energy, and he didn’t waste any of it. He leaped back up, rushed 
forward, grabbing his bow and arrow as he charged. The elf began to get back up, but Brandis 
was already there. He swung his foot forward and kicked her back again, then drew his bow and 
released an arrow. It zipped straight forward and easily clipped the dagger out of her hand. 
Following up, he jumped up in the air, and brought his bow down on her head, knocking her 
again onto the ground. Brandis promptly drew another arrow and pointed it at her. He couldn’t 
help but smile. Victory! 
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 “Ughh…” The elf groaned, sitting up and rubbing her forehead where Brandis had 
smacked her with his bow, “Alright, alright. I give up, or surrender… or whatever.” She got up 
and dusted herself off. Brandis kept his weapon pointed at her. 
 “Looks like you proved me wrong.” She admitted, looking back at him. Brandis slowly 
lowered his weapon. He nodded over toward the fires burning on the horizon.  
 “You with them?” He asked, keeping his eyes on her distrustfully.  
 She looked over, “Who? The drow? If I was, I’d be one.”  
 Brandis didn’t bother to ask what that meant. “Who are you? What do you want?” 
 She glanced back. “Sharwin Wildborn.” She extended a hand. 
 Brandis looked at it. Did you forget you just attacked me? Ugh, I don’t even care. He 
shook her hand reluctantly, “Brandis Skyhunter. What do you want?”  
 “I’m going to Sohenberg. I’ve got an important message for them. You?” 
 “GrassFields. I guess I’m living there now.” 
 “GrassFields?! You mean Dead-End City?” Sharwin laughed, “You’re way too good of a 
fighter to live there. You oughta join the U.S.E. in Sohenberg.” 



 “U.S.E.?” 
 She looked at him like he was stupid. “United Service of Elves. They’re fighting 
Othkurik the black dragon and his Guardians. I thought you lived on these plains. You know—
the Sohen plains. Haven’t you been to Sohenberg?” 
 Brandis had never been to Sohenberg. It wasn’t too far North of GrassFields, tipping the 
edge of the plains. He just never saw any reason to go. He had never seen any armies or wars, so 
why would he want to join one? Things had obviously changed now, though. “No…” 
 “Well, it’s only a few miles North of—” 
 “I know where it is!” 
 “You should go with me.” Sharwin suggested, “It’s dangerous to travel alone with all 
these drow around. Monsters, too. They say Krug’s army is prowling around these plains.”  
 “If you’re so worried, you should join the U.S.E. yourself.” Brandis mumbled. 
 “Yeah, right!” She replied sharply, “They’d never let me.” 
 “Because you’re a woman?” 
 She scoffed. “Where did you grow up?” 
 “At my house. By myself.”  
 “I see. No wonder. Anyway, they won’t let me join because I’m an eladrin.” 
 Brandis looked surprised. “You’re not an elf?” 
 “Close enough. Call me a High Elf of sorts.” She walked over and picked up her dagger 
and put it away. Then she turned back toward him, “Well, what do you say? Coming to 
Sohenberg with me or not? I’m stopping by GrassFields on the way; we may as well travel 
together there.” 
 Brandis looked over toward the village. It couldn’t be more than a mile. He shrugged. 
“Sure. But I’m not going to Sohenberg with you.”  
 “Whatevs. Whatevs. Let’s go!” She started walking on without him.  
 Brandis stood and watched. What am I going to do? Where am I taking this? 
 “C’mon, Mr. Skyhunter!” 
 He sighed quietly and followed cautiously. I am definitely staying at GrassFields.  
 
 GrassFields was the laziest town in the world. Even the construction was lazy. The entire 
town couldn’t have been more than ten buildings, maybe eleven, scattered around a small grassy 
plain. There was a square, but only because they had begun paving a stone path in the center of 
town before giving up. There were a handful of shops, mostly junk, and an inn. The rest were 
houses for the townsfolk. It had a population of around twenty or so, and half of them sat around 
town all day. It wasn’t exactly the pride of the nation. The lead shopkeeper was the mayor, and 
only because she was the single most active one in town. She stood by the front counter of her 
shop, dusting the shelves when Brandis and Sharwin came in.   
 Sharwin turned to Brandis, “The least you could do is spend the night at the inn and think 
about it, okay? Any life here is a wasted one.” 
 The shopkeeper, who was also a master eavesdropper, nodded with agreement. 
 “Alright.” Brandis agreed. He leaned back and watched Sharwin check her pockets for 
coins.  
 “How much for that glyph?” She inquired the shopkeeper while she searched. 
 “Four coins.” The shopkeeper replied, not bothering to go behind the counter, “It’s worth 
it, though. Gold coins don’t do nothin’ in battle. Three time use, too.”  



 Why would limited usage be a good thing? Brandis thought. He glanced down at his ring. 
It was completely wasted. Oh no! They never said it only worked once!! Sharwin licked her lips, 
rubbing a mere two coins together in her hand. Then she turned toward him.  
 “Can I have two coins, Brandis?” She asked, trying to sound sweet.  
 Brandis was unmoved. “Let’s pretend I need them.” He replied sarcastically.  
 “You won’t in this town.” Sharwin countered. The shopkeeper nodded.  
 Brandis groaned under his breath and tossed her the coins he took from the chainfighter, 
“There. Buy your fantasy items. Happy now?” 
 “Contently so.” She quickly swapped the money for the glyph; a small, blue trinket that 
resembled a shield. Normally Brandis would consider the money wasted, but he knew now from 
his ring that these small objects might be of considerable use, and he knew what might happen if 
Sharwin blocked or evaded an attack, especially with help from that little charm.  
 He stretched and yawned. “Well; I’m going. I’ll let you know tomorrow if I’m going to 
Sohenberg.” He mentioned, turning and heading for the door.  
 “Right. I’ll be waiting at the center of town in the morning.” 
 Brandis headed to the inn. Various elves lined the buildings, reclining and twiddling their 
thumbs out of boredom. He could hear small talk exchanged behind some of the buildings as 
some of the townsfolk gossiped.  
 “You think Sohenberg will send troops if this place gets attacked, too?” Brandis glanced 
at one of the reclining elves as he passed.  
 “No way. They only care about themselves, now. Besides, who’d attack here? Not worth 
the trouble.” The elf looked back up.  
 “Yo, Brandis.” He croaked.  
 “Yo.” Brandis replied. 
 “What brings ya here?” 
 “Drow. And this crazy lady.”  
 “Where are ya gonna do?”  
 Brandis ignored the grammatical error and answered where the latter was going. “I’m 
thinking about going to Sohenberg.”  
 The elf’s face lit up, and he hopped right up. “Take me and my boys with ya!” He 
suggested, “We’ll help you with anything! Get us outta this town! You just gotta pay us! Five 
coins, man; we’re a sight to see in battle!” 
 “I’d believe you,” Brandis replied, “But I just gave all my money to that eladrin. I got 
nothing.” 
 The elf looked surprised. “You gave all your money to an eladrin? Brandis, you sap! You 
know what that is?” 
 “Uh, what? Eladrin? What?” Brandis asked, beginning to become alarmed. 
 “Oooh. Master thieves, and worse. I’d rather not say. But don’t give them yur money.” 
The elf whispered into Brandis’ ear.  
 Brandis clutched his hair, “What’s worse!? What you’d rather not say?”  
 “Well, what was she wearing?” 
 “Orange.”  
 The elf shook Brandis back and forth. “Brandis you fool! You’ve been had!” 
 “How?” 
 The elf kept going. “Sometimes they wear red. Sometimes they have certain things in 
their hair. Orange. Simply genius.” 



 “What? WHAT!?” Brandis shouted.  
 “You’re not safe, here, friend.” The elf whispered, “You need to get out of this town 
before you become a scoundrel to everybody. Let me and my boys help you to Sohenberg.” 
 “Wait a minute…” Brandis began to figure it out.  
 He got up, “You’re lying! You don’t know what an eladrin is! Forget it!” The half-elf 
hurriedly continued on his way.  
 “Rats.” The elf laid back down and continued twiddling his thumbs, “Oh, well. Maybe 
next time.” 
 Brandis continued back to the inn and got himself a room. He flopped down onto the bed 
and stared up at the ceiling.  
 “Ridiculous,” He muttered to himself, “Sharwin? No way.”  
 He lay there for a long time, finding it hard to sleep. Uggh. He sat up in bed and looked 
out the window. It was pitch black out there, with a thin line of orange dancing on the horizon 
where the fires continued to burn. He remembered the earlier conversation he had overheard. 
Perhaps he should go to Sohenberg. There were too many questions. Why were drow attacking? 
What was so important about Sohenberg? What the flip is an eladrin, anyway? Brandis had lived 
a life of comfort without caring about the outside world, but now his lack of knowledge was 
beginning to bug him now that the outside world was beginning to directly affect him. That’s it, 
he thought, there’s too much I don’t know. I’m going with Sharwin to Sohenberg. And as soon as 
he had that thought, he felt contented to go to sleep.  
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 Sharwin was most pleased to hear that Brandis was indeed going to Sohenberg with her. 
The two didn’t dawdle long in GrassFields, as the drow would be nearing the town. Even if it 
wasn’t worth attacking, anyone travelling near it certainly was. It took a whole day’s travel 
simply to have Sohenberg in sight. Luckily, any enemies weren’t much trouble. Brandis was a 
master of the bow; he took down any animal that might get in the way, and that took care of 
dinner, too. Sharwin was a natural with the dagger and with lightning magic. Even when they ran 
into any drow squads, her countering ability took care of most of them. Still, as they neared the 
edge of the plain, a vast difference in landscape began to take shape.  
 “Have a look at that!” Sharwin told Brandis as they viewed the edge of the plain. Before 
them lay a near wasteland of sand and rock. Off in the distance a massive sandstorm ravaged a 
narrow passageway between a giant lake and a small mountain range further North. And to the 
West, behold! A giant crag of ice shot into the air. 
 “That Glacier Mountain is the biggest mountain in the world!” Sharwin boasted, “They 
say it is where the Sentinels live, winged beings blessed with incredible defense! According to 
legend, the dragon Nilfheim used his powers and a spectacular jewel to create that mountain for 
his fortress. They say no one has ever trespassed the ice high enough to reach that place…” 
 “Huh.” Brandis replied. He looked down at his jewel. I wonder… 
 “Huh!? That’s all you have to say!? You live on a plain. Something like this ought to 
seem amazing to you.” Sharwin scolded. 
 “I guess so (I could kinda already see it from my house before, so).” 
 “Forget it. Sohenberg is just ahead.” They continued walking. In the distance a great wall 
loomed. Brandis had never seen a full-blown city before, and even for those who had, Sohenberg 
was a sight to behold. The city took a triangular shape, with a large castle right in the middle. 
The buildings increased in size closer toward the middle of the city, and then shrunk back down 



at the back. While some parts of the city clearly bustled with voices and commotion, other parts 
were rather silent. Is something going on there? Brandis wondered. As they neared the front gate, 
the noise came back, more than before.  
 The front gate was a simple wood design, with four elves in front of it. All armed with 
elven bows, the guards cast an eye upon the half-elf and eladrin as they approached. One held up 
his hand upon their arrival, before asking, “What do you want?” 
 “To come in of course.” Sharwin replied matter-of-factly. 
 “Let ‘em in.” another guard commanded the first, “Anyone can see that they’re not drow.” 
The guard muttered something, and the rest began to open the door.  
 “C’mon, let’s go.” Sharwin told Brandis before entering. Brandis slowly followed, gazing 
around. He stood in a large courtyard filled with elves bustling back and forth. To the left and 
right were passages leading deeper into the city, and shops lined many of the walls. To the front 
was a giant wall, with a balcony on top and two smaller ones lining the sides lower down. 
 “Whoa…” He gasped as he looked around. He turned and looked for Sharwin but she 
was already gone. Oops.  
 He walked forward a few feet and instantly bumped into someone. “Whoops. Sorry.” The 
man turned around. He was a short, muscular man in near full armor and armed to the teeth with 
all manners of weapons, more than half of which Brandis had no conceivable idea what on earth 
even did. His face was almost entirely hidden by his stone helmet and his thick, gray beard. Only 
his nose and eyes managed to get through. Brandis really had to wonder who the man was, as he 
stuck out so much from the crowd. He took a few steps back, “Sorry.” 
 “No; you’re good.” The bearded man replied, “And who might you be?” 
 “Brandis. Brandis Skyhunter.”  
 “Mogrimm Forgehammer.” He responded, “What are you doing here? U.S.E.?”  
 “No, no. Not yet. Just passing through.” Brandis stole Sharwin’s story. 
 “Makes two of us, boy!” Mogrimm laughed, “Adventurer, I am!” He grabbed and 
squeezed Brandis’ arm, which hurt. “Adventure makes the world go round! Battle and treasure 
don’t come to me, ya see. And us dwarves love both!” 
 “Never met a dwarf before.” Brandis offered, “I’m a half-elf. Apparently.” 
 The dwarf raised his eyebrows, “Half-elf, eh? Well, it’s a pleasure, Mister Brandis!”  
 “Likewise.” 
 Just then, some commotion stirred the courtyard. A trumpet blew, and various elves 
began moving around. Several elves already clad in armor and other ware seeming ready for 
battle already came out from the streets and began to form ranks. Anyone else got out of the way. 
Another trumpet blew.  
 “Ah; looks like another briefing. Gonna rally the townspeople.” Mogrimm observed, 
“War’s brewin’, Brandis. I’d better be on my way.” He turned and began to leave. “See ya 
around, eh?” 
 “’Kay.” Brandis turned back to the small army gathered before the front post. All eyes 
seemed glued to an elf who now stood on top of the highest balcony. Another elf had assumed a 
post at his right. The third balcony was empty. The elf at the top wore a dark gray hood, standing 
triumphantly in front of all the warriors below him. He held a staff in his left hand, and a small 
red dragon was perched on his right shoulder. He wasted no time, speaking in a powerful voice 
to all those below: 



 “Othkurik the black dragon has made his move!” He shouted, “His pitiful minions have 
begun their advance to the South of the Sohen Plains. He plans to wipe Sohenberg off the map, 
and he thinks he has the power to do it.” The audience was silent.  
 “But!” He continued, “He’s about to see… the power of Sohenberg! The power of 
Sonlen… of myself, and my forces! He’s about to see the strength of the U.S.E.!” 
 The audience roared with approval. Sonlen continued, “Othkurik deludes himself and his 
armies! The age of dragons is over! The Great War proved that! The Elven Revolution proved 
that! He will come here not to see some weak mystics hiding in trees but an army ready for war! 
There is nothing on this earth as strong a race as the elves are; and, united, we will not just drive 
him out. We will destroy him and his Guardians forever!” He raised his staff high in the air, and 
the end of it glowed brightly. His dragon spread its wings and squawked loudly (although it 
likely had no idea what was going on, Brandis figured). The army before Sonlen continued 
cheering. The elf on the balcony below Sonlen remained silent.  
 “We will continue to grow and get ready.” Sonlen went on, lowering his staff, “Soon 
Othkurik will come to take this city. He will be surprised when he does though, for he 
underestimates the U.S.E.! Onward to victory for Elvenkind!”  
 “U.S.E.!” The crowd cheered over and over again. Brandis waited for them to stop. 
Before long, it seemed that the speech was over, and many of the warriors began to take their 
leave. He then moved on forward to the front, before Sonlen. The elf looked down from his wall 
at the half-elf.  
 “Who are you?” He questioned with a somewhat demeaning voice.  
 Brandis gulped and responded, “Brandis Skyhunter, sir. I’d like to, uh, join the U.S.E.” 
 Sonlen laughed, “You?! Join the U.S.E.? As if I can’t see straight through you, half-elf!” 
Brandis couldn’t help but notice many of the other elves looking at him strangely. No one at 
GrassFields ever did that.  
 Sonlen continued, “We only accept pure elves here. Period. Everyone else does not 
deserve to be a part of the U.S.E. They are weaklings.” Now Brandis had just finished fighting 
drow, and Sharwin the other day, and that kind of got a little under his skin. 
 “What!? What’s wrong with me!?” 
 “I just told you, half-elf. You’d plague the name of the U.S.E. It’s not the U.S.H.E., you 
know.” 
 Brandis got angry. “Are you joking!? Look, my house got burnt up not two days ago by 
an entire army of drow! I was there! You think you’re little army of only elves is gonna do 
something against that, then fine! You’d think any extra help would be greatly appreciated!”  
 Sonlen smiled. “Let me show you, half-elf!” He leaped down from his perch atop the 
wall and landed in front of Brandis, uninjured from the fall. His dragon flew down and landed on 
his shoulder. Sonlen rose to his feet, motioning for the half-elf to bring it on. Brandis knew that 
this was his big chance to prove himself, so he readied his bow, beginning to draw an arrow. 
Sonlen watched, smiling confidently, and let Brandis take the shot. Brandis rushed forward and 
quickly loosed an arrow at the U.S.E. leader. Sonlen merely raised his arm and a protective 
barrier appeared in front of him. The arrow hit the bubble and shattered instantly. Sonlen then 
held out his arm and his dragon took flight. It swooped forward and slammed into Brandis’ chest, 
knocking his weapons out of his hands and sending him flying. The half-elf careened back and 
hit the ground hard. 
 He felt blood beginning to soak his tunic. “Uggh…”  



 Sonlen strode over, holding out his arm for his dragon to land. “Foolish and ignorant boy.” 
He boasted, “Who do you think you are? This city and these plains are named after me.”  
 The elf turned to what remained of his army, “These are the kinds of people we will 
triumph over in this war! Those who lack the blood of elves, those who—” He looked back down 
at Brandis, “—don’t have all theirs, and some who deny their own heritage by becoming those 
wretched drow. Watch what becomes of those people!” He raised his staff above Brandis.  
  “Stop.” an elderly voice spoke out. Both Brandis as Sonlen glanced over. From one of 
the passageways leading deeper into the city streets, out stepped an old man. He was clearly not 
an elf, or at least ridiculously old for one. He wore a faded old monk’s cloak. The old man 
slowly walked over to Sonlen, who backed away from Brandis slowly.  
 “You’ve done enough damage here already,” The monk croaked, “Disperse.” 
 “What do you want?” The elf commander sneered, glaring over at the old man. 
 “I said disperse.” Was the only reply.   
 Sonlen gritted his teeth, a look of disgust crossing his face as he gazed at the old monk. 
The elf looked back down at Brandis, caught a glimpse of the half-elf’s green jewel, and slowly 
backed up further.  
 Finally backing down, he turned and walked back over to the wall from which he had 
leaped down from earlier, “Fine; take him, alien. Syvarris! Meeting!” The other elf seated at the 
right hand of Sonlen’s balcony nodded and left, disappearing from sight behind the wall. The 
empty third post on the wall rumbled and shook, and then a passageway opened up below and 
Sonlen promptly took his leave. The other elves began to disperse too, a few casting concerned 
or disgusted looks at Brandis. 

 
 “Uggh…” Brandis sat up and felt his throbbing forehead. He glanced around, finding 
himself in some sort of chamber made of stone. Must be a house in Sohenberg, he figured.  
 “Don’t move too much, yet.” An elderly voice spoke. Brandis looked over. The old monk 
from earlier was next to him, holding his hand over Brandis, casting some sort of healing magic. 
Beside the old man was an elf, holding a wooden staff and wearing mostly red. Unlike many of 
the other elves Brandis had already met in Sohenberg, he seemed concerned about the half-elf’s 
well-being, giving the wound anxious glance. Brandis slowly laid back down.  
 He looked back at the old man, “Who are you?” 
 He was silent for a while, still focusing on his work. When he was done, he finally looked 
up. Brandis sat back up, too, rubbing his eyes. At last the monk spoke: “I am Master Win Chiu 
Woo. Most call me Master Woo. What has brought you here, Brandis?” 
 Brandis stopped rubbing his eyes and looked at the monk with surprise. “How do you 
know my name?” 
 Master Woo answered as if it was obvious, “Of course I know your name, Brandis. I was 
the one who gave it to you; I am your true father.” Brandis sat up quite a bit more. You’re 
kidding!? My real father!? This guy?  
 “What?” was all he could muster to say. 
 The old monk breathed a heavy sigh and sat down.  
 “It is a long story,” He began, “A very, very long story. I will try to keep it brief. I used to 
live in the great elven city, very far Northeast of here. It was before this city here even existed. 
After my services in a Great War, the elves allowed me to live there, for I loved the city and its 
people. It was thanks for the war efforts. I was very young back then. Just before the dragon 
leader of the city, Charos, died from a terrible illness,” His eyes began to glaze a little, “he had 



decided to give me his most prized possession. A green jewel, as bright as the sun and lovely as 
the forests of that city.” Brandis glanced down at the jewel hanging from his neck. As he looked 
back up, he saw that Master Woo was looking at it too. 
 The old man continued, “As you may know, none of the dragons of old lived long after 
the Great War. Nilfheim died in the solitude of the great Glacier Mountain when he was very old. 
Charos died of illness, and Zelrig died in… combat. Each possessed a differently colored jewel, 
and each gave it to another just before death. I was honored to receive the jewel from Charos out 
of all the people in that city. Sonlen, on the other hand, was disgusted that the dragon would give 
that jewel to a Man. I believe that Charos had scolded him earlier on his discrimination, but that 
elf’s ideals had too much hold on him. They still do. Sonlen believes that the elves are the 
superior race on this earth and that they ought not hide in their forests as they did back then.  
 “Ha!” Master Woo cackled, “He had never served in the Great War. Anyway, he wanted 
control of the elven people, and that jewel. So he led the Elven Revolution, claiming that the 
elves should be their own masters, not Men or dragons. Either way, I’d say the war was a draw. 
Sonlen and his elves were able to leave the forests and go downriver to the Sohen Plains, where 
they built this very city. The other elves stayed behind in the Elven City, and they remain there 
today. But the effects were drastic. I had to hide you from Sonlen during the war, you and that 
jewel. I decided that it was safer with you than it was with me, and I didn’t want the effects of 
Sonlen’s racism to get you hurt. Under normal circumstances, a half-elf child would have been 
fine in the Elven City, but the war sure messed that up.” 
 “So, wait.” Brandis began, “Why are you here if Sonlen hates you? Doesn’t he want you 
dead?” 
 Master Woo chuckled, “Sonlen has far bigger problems than me. He has Othkurik’s 
Guardians to worry about. In fact, he asked me to come here several years ago. I would have 
declined, but after finding out that Sonlen had built his city so close to where I left you, I had 
little choice. Sonlen had begun picking fights he couldn’t win with the dragon to prove himself. 
And when he realized the trouble he had gotten himself into, he asked for my help in the war 
against Othkurik. Not that any of the U.S.E. besides him and Syvarris, his second-hand man, 
knew about it. Sonlen is still fighting a losing battle, but his pride is too much for him. He’d 
never let any of the other elves know. And he’s far too arrogant to ask any of the neighboring 
kingdoms for help. If it stays that way, Othkurik will destroy him.”  
 Brandis was quiet for a while. Finally, he got up.  
 “So, what do we do now?” He asked the monk.  
 Master Woo only smiled, “What else? We help this doomed city in our own ways. We 
need to fight Othkurik as soon as we can. He is a far bigger threat than Sonlen could ever hope to 
be.” 
 “And who’s your friend?” 
 “Oh! I nearly forgot!” Master Woo helped the elf over to Brandis. “This is Chardris, a 
good friend of mine. He’s here from Elf City too, along with a few of his friends and his teacher.” 
 Chardris extended a hand toward Brandis, “Pleased to meet you, Brandis. I hope your 
view on Elvenkind isn’t totally screwed over yet, is it?” 
 Brandis couldn’t help but smile as he shook Chardris’ hand, “No, not quite yet.”  
 “That’s good to hear. My friends and I are already working on Master Woo’s goal of 
assisting Sohenberg against the Guardians. But it’s hard work. Perhaps in the future, we’ll be 
able to help each other out?”  
 “I hope so.” Brandis turned back to his father, “So, what should I do?” 



 Master Woo looked back, “Well, first off, you’d better not wear that out in the open. 
There are a lot more people than just Sonlen who’d like to get their hands on it.” 
 “Oh.” Brandis tucked the jewel out of sight. “What now?” 
 The old man stroked his beard, “Did you not have a friend in the city earlier? I couldn’t 
help but notice.” 
 Brandis slapped his forehead, “Sharwin! I totally forgot!” He hopped off the table and 
dashed toward the door and out onto the street. Master Woo breathed a sigh of relief and sat 
down again.  
 “Glad to see your son alive and well?” Chardris inquired.  
 “Very much so.” Master Woo replied, “I’ve waited for so long, knowing either Sonlen or 
Othkurik would smoke him out eventually and lead him here. Still, I am glad to see that he is 
well. Let us hope he stays that way.” 
 “It takes more than hope to accomplish the impossible.” Chardris cast a concerned glance 
and Master Woo. The monk stroked his chin.  
 “How right you are,” He remarked, “I will try my best, for his sake.” 
 

* * * 
 

 Sonlen trudged over to his throne room. It was a wide-open room, completely 
symmetrical, and marble on all sides. His shoes made an echoing sound just walking on the floor. 
He went over to his seat, which could hold a small dragon on it, and flopped down on his side. 
Syvarris came in behind him and stood before the great throne. Sonlen put down his hood and 
looked into Syvarris’ eyes. He did not look happy. Syvarris was silent for a moment, before 
giving his comment. 
 “Sir, about the speech…” 
 Sonlen sat up, “What about it? The audience seemed pleased.”  
 “Why didn’t you give them the full report? About Krug? His forces have already moved 
past Sohenberg and occupied the ruins at Rokdecia. I suspect it is an attempt to surround us. 
Krug himself is there.”  
 “Today’s speech was good news.” Sonlen answered, “To tell them all that could have 
caused panic. We will inform the soldiers on the front line before battle. Then they’ll know.”  
 “No one has ever slain a Guardian of Othkurik.” Syvarris continued, “How will they?” 
 “It doesn’t matter.” Sonlen countered, beginning to get angry, “Once I have that jewel, I 
will be able to kill as many Guardians of Othkurik as I please. I just need that half-elf to drop it. 
Cursed Man! Why would Charos give him the jewel and not me? How quickly I had risen 
through the ranks of the army at that time! The old dragon’s illness had made him insane and 
irrational! I heard him at night, you know. The great dragon would turn in his sleep, groaning 
‘J36,’ over and over and what not! Complete nonsense! It made me sad to think that an animal 
like that would lead the elves.” He sighed and leaned his head on one hand.  
 Syvarris was silent for a while. Finally he continued, “Yes, sir. And what about the jewel; 
this…Brandis Skyhunter person. It seems Master Woo has taken a liking to him.” 
 “Yes,” Sonlen grumbled, “Which means we can’t touch him. Unless…” He sat up 
straight. Turning to Syvarris, he exclaimed, “I think I’ve figured out a way to solve both our 
problems at once! Come, let us waste no time!” He got up and headed for the hallway.  
 Syvarris interrupted him on the way out: “Sir. One more thing… I have a message from 
Thorns’Side.” 



 Sonlen turned around, looking surprised. “Thorns’Side? …Eladrin, I presume.” 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 “And you turned them away, I assume.”  
 “I knew you’d care not for their affairs, sir.”  
 Sonlen smiled, “Syvarris, my friend, that is why you are my finest man. Come.” He 
continued on out, with Syvarris not too far behind. 
 

* * * 
 

 Brandis found Sharwin in the courtyard. She was sitting on a counter of some vacant 
shop, hanging her head. Some envelope sat unopened beside her. Brandis walked over quietly 
toward her, “There you are. How’d the, uh… thing go?” 
 Sharwin shrugged, without looking up. “They wouldn’t take it. Just because I’m an 
eladrin, they said.” 
 “Funny.” Brandis offered, “Because they wouldn’t let me in because I’m a half-elf.” 
 “What am I supposed to do now?” Sharwin asked, glancing up. 
 Brandis shrugged, “Well…” 
 Another voice called out from the high wall. “Brandis Skyhunter!!” Brandis and Sharwin 
looked over to find Sonlen coming out onto the balcony.  
 He smiled mysteriously, “Come here. I have something to say to you.” Reluctantly, 
Brandis walked over to the wall, Sharwin getting up and following him curiously.  
 Sonlen gazed down at the two of them, “I must apologize for earlier, Brandis. It seems 
that I really am in need of your services.” He reached up and scratched his dragon behind its ear, 
“I have a slight problem…”  
 “As if we’d want to help you!” Sharwin yelled. Brandis ignored her and walked up 
toward Sonlen. Perhaps this was his chance to help Master Woo.  
 He thought for a minute before responding, “What do you want?” 
 Sonlen seemed pleased to hear this. “I am in some trouble. You see, as you had said 
earlier, I am a little understaffed. Othkurik has taken advantage of this to move some of his 
forces West of the city. If you could use your fighting skills to eliminate them, then I’d be more 
than happy to reconsider your offer of joining the U.S.E.”  
 Sharwin looked back at Brandis, “Don’t tell me you’re listening to this? Don’t buy into 
that jerk’s scheme!” 
 “Hold on,” Brandis whispered back, “I’m thinking.”  
 He put his attention back on Sonlen, “I don’t want to join the U.S.E. anymore. But I’ll do 
it if you read my friend’s message here, and if you reconsider your elitist view on your choice of 
soldiers everywhere. Of course, that will help you even more than me.” 
 “Brandis…” Sharwin began.  
 Sonlen interrupted quickly, “It’s a deal, then. If you succeed, it will be done. Go now, and 
don’t waste any time. Othkurik’s forces are stationed at the Rokdecia ruins, but not for long, I 
suspect. Hurry!” 
 Brandis nodded and turned to leave, post-haste. Sharwin grabbed his arm as he turned, 
“Brandis, wait.” 
 The half-elf looked back. Sharwin continued, “It’s dangerous, you know. One of 
Othkurik’s Guardians will be there.” 
 “How do you know?” 



 “Othkurik is… predictable. Anyway, no one has ever killed one of his Guardians before. 
How do plan on winning?” 
 Brandis thought for a minute, maybe less. “Well, there’s a first time for everything.” he 
responded thoughtfully, “I’ll find a way.” I’ve got something special, anyway, he thought, 
thinking of Charos’ jewel. 
 “I’m going with you, then.” Sharwin replied decisively.  
 “You don’t have to.”  
 “I know, but we have a better chance to succeed together,” She added, “And if you go 
and die, my message won’t get read.”  
 A third voice called out, “Well, then! Let me lend a hand as well!” Brandis and Sharwin 
looked over to find Mogrimm walking over. He thumped his breastplate, “Any chance to help a 
friend is one that oughtn’t be overlooked! Not to mention there’s tales of treasure at them 
Rokdecia ruins! I’m comin’ with ya; ya can’t turn me down now.”  
 Sonlen laughed, “A half-elf, an eladrin, and a dwarf! A perfect chance for you all to 
prove me wrong. Now go.”  
 Mogrimm turned back to Brandis, “Right, then. We’d best be on our way. Onward to 
victory! And hopefully money, as well!” 
 

4 
 “So…” Mogrimm started the conversation on the long walk to Rokdecia, “What’s 
Sonlen’s big deal? He seems to have had a bone to pick with the both of ya.” 
 Brandis didn’t bother to look back. “Basically, I’m not entirely pure elven whatever and I 
also happen to have a magic jewel that Sonlen wanted but Charos gave to his rival instead. So 
either he wants to have it in effect by teaming up with me or he wants to scavenge it off of our 
corpses.”  
 Mogrimm and Sharwin both looked at him strangely, and the dwarf couldn’t help but 
comment, “So, then why did you take his offer?” 
 “Because Master Woo said that as big of a pain as Sonlen is, it seems Sohenberg stands 
in the way of a bigger threat.” 
 “Othkurik…” Mogrimm growled. 
 “Brandis,” Sharwin asked, “Can you be certain that Master Woo was telling the truth 
when he said he was your father? I mean, how can you be sure?” 
 He thought for a bit, “Well, he seemed trustworthy. Him and that Chardris guy. Anyway, 
if they’re enemies of Sonlen—which it sure seemed that way—then they’re friends of mine. I 
suppose, for the time being, I have to assume he is.”  
 “That’s a dangerous philosophy, Brandis.” Mogrimm warned coldly, “There are always 
those trying to take advantage of others. Don’t make a fool of yourself.”  
 Sharwin was silent and Brandis rubbed the back of his head, “Well, maybe you’re right. 
But what else am I supposed to do, sit around all day and wait for someone to win without me? I 
don’t trust Sonlen, and I don’t trust Othkurik either (especially if those drow on the Sohen Plains 
were his soldiers), so I’ll have to go with who I trust most now.”  
 “Eh, I suppose you’re right,” Mogrimm grunted, “I’ve been to my fair share of towns and 
cities, and neither Sonlen nor Othkurik have ever seemed to do any of them any good. You’ve 
gotta know who you can trust. And I have heard the name of Win Chiu Woo spoken here and 
there with many good words, so I suppose he sounds trustworthy. Heard he served a decent role 
in one of the old wars. Famous guy, in some circles.”  



 “What old wars?” Sharwin questioned, “He’s a Man; they don’t live that long.”  
 “Like I’d know,” Brandis mumbled, “I feel like I hardly know anything after all I’ve 
heard today alone. I hope this doesn’t get any more complicated than it needs to be. Let’s just 
handle this job now and then see where it takes us. I’m sure then we’ll get some answers.”  
 Mogrimm looked up, “Speak o’ the devil. Here we are.” Looking ahead, the trio saw a 
small mountain, jutting up into the sky (although somewhat belittled by the adjacent Glacier 
Mountain). It was flat at the top, where some aging ruins were already visible. No camp was in 
sight, so it could only be assumed that the mountain had several caves and tunnels within it, 
leading up to the ruins themselves.  
 Mogrimm laughed, “Ha ha! There’s a sight for some sore dwarven eyes! Think of how 
much loot could be holed up in those ancient buildings!”  
 “Where will the enemies be?” Brandis had to ask, “Will they be hiding in the ruins?” 
 “Not likely,” Mogrimm answered, starting to head for the mountain, “If that’s the 
Guardian there I think it is: Krug, namely, then he’ll be hidin’ in those caves. Those trolls and 
ogres and pretty much every other oversized brute that follows him will be likin’ the prospect of 
darkness after all that hulkin’ about in the sunlight on these plains. I believe the Rokdecia ruins 
are connected to the tunnels, so I’ll help ya all along the way with yer problem. Now let’s waste 
no time.” 
 A giant gaping cave entrance quickly came into sight as the three approached the 
Rokdecia Mountain. Two particularly ugly cave trolls guarded the mouth of the cave. Both were 
a sickly green color, covered with warts and strange bumps all over their bodies. Their black hair 
was scraggly and all over, although both seemed to have at one point tried to make it look 
relatively in order. Both the monsters squinted hard at the sunlight, disgusted looks crossing their 
faces as they stood out in the open. Brandis couldn’t help but wonder how such hideous creatures 
could live with themselves. Perhaps that was why they were evil—no one would ever live with 
them knowing how they looked. But the animalistic nature of the beasts gave Brandis the feeling 
that their unity was somewhat more blood-oriented.  
 He looked over at his companions. Mogrimm, of course, wasn’t too good looking himself, 
but his friendly personality and wisdom (despite being a reckless adventurer at first glance) made 
Brandis like him anyway. Sharwin, well, Brandis would never tell her straightforward that she 
was pretty; especially since she was rather fearsome in battle, not to mention that her personality 
simply creeped him out sometimes. Besides, if eladrin were indeed that much like elves, then 
Brandis frankly had no idea how old she actually was.  
 “Brandis.” Mogrimm’s whisper broke Brandis’ thoughts, “Ready your bow, boy.” Slowly 
the dwarf reached behind him and took out a crossbow off of his back. The thing was wood and 
looked finely carved, albeit old. Looks like you’ve already found lots of treasure, old man, 
Brandis thought to himself as he readied his own weapon quietly.  
 “I hope you can shoot well enough without walking forward,” Sharwin whispered 
mockingly to Brandis as he prepared to shoot.  
 “Shut it.” Brandis whispered back, “I can handle fine. I’m just no coward, that’s all.” 
 “How about both of you quiet down?” Mogrimm growled, “Trolls like these won’t go 
down easy. We’ll need to aim between the eyes to kill with only one shot. Can you do that, 
Brandis?”  
 “You bet I can.” 
 “Good. Sharwin, get them to both look over here.” 



 “Can do.” Sharwin smiled craftily. She promptly stood up and waved her arms back and 
forth, shouting out. “Hey! We’re attacking you!”  
 Four squinted black eyes turned toward the eladrin as the monsters heard the unsuspected 
battle cry. A deep growl rumbled in both the monsters’ throats, quickly replaced by a loud roar 
of pain as two deadly projectiles whizzed through the brisk evening air and planted themselves 
within the creatures’ skulls. The trolls fell on their back—dead as they could get. Brandis and 
Mogrimm quickly got up and hurried to the entrance, Sharwin casually following. Mogrimm 
checked the bodies for anything useful and was disappointed.  
 “Poor chaps.” He grumbled, “Had no idea what was coming.” 
 “Does anyone?” Sharwin asked, walking over, “Soldiers never know how often they’re 
being sacrificed and used for the sake of others. All for the greater good—I suppose.”  
 Brandis shrugged. “That doesn’t make any sense,” he disagreed halfheartedly.  
 Sharwin turned and went over to him. She held her hand out and harmlessly knocked the 
half-elf’s forehead, “Neither does your brain; you’ll understand one day. Now let’s not waste any 
time.” Turning, the two discovered that Mogrimm had already gone inside.  
 Sharwin shrugged, “Looks like the old man thinks this entire conversation is a waste of 
time. Unappreciative!”  
 “I’d have to agree with him.”  
 “Alright, alright! I get the point! Fine, fine, fine.”  
 The cave was dark, but not for long. Various fires lined the sides of the walls, and many 
natural sources of light appeared to have been there as well. Many stones as well as some growth 
glowed, lighting several places the fires did not. Brandis figured that those must have lit the way 
to the ruins above back in the day. Now they served only as a way to meet the enemies in the 
dark caverns early. It made him wonder if the Rokdecia ruins had once been a great civilization, 
or another small town trying to be safe from invaders. Why did no one know? Don’t delude 
yourself he thought, I’m sure somebody out there knows all about them. More importantly, he 
could already see Mogrimm up ahead, locked in combat. He was fighting some ogre, a great, 
hulking beast that clumsily swung about a large stick. Mogrimm lunged back and forth between 
the swings, striking back. He was dual-wielding some sort of mace and a small sword, although 
Brandis could see that the dwarf had several other weapons he wasn’t using.  
 Mogrimm looked back, “There you are! Lend an old dwarf a hand, will ya? This’ll go a 
lot faster with three of us, ya know!”   
 “Sure thing!” Sharwin quickly responded, sprinting toward the lone enemy. She swiped 
the side of her orange coat, taking out her dagger as she ran. The monster roared, revealing only 
a few, misshapen teeth. It swung its weapon down at the advancing eladrin, but Sharwin was too 
fast for it. She leaped back, the oversized branch slamming down on the ground before her. 
Taking advantage of the ogre’s slow reflexes, she sped straight up the weapon and the creature’s 
arm. She placed one hand on the monster’s shoulder, sending multiple waves of electricity into 
its body. The ogre fell over, paralyzed by the sudden blow. Sharwin quickly jumped off the beast 
and landed beside it, brushing some of her hair out of her face. Mogrimm nonchalantly walked 
past her and finished off the monster with a swift slice to the neck.  
 “Good. Follow me.” He added as he continued onward. Brandis followed, quickly 
becoming eager for his chance to show off his skills in combat. After all, he did defeat Sharwin. 
The path became less rocky and more paved as they continued onward. A few stairwells and 
bridges past streams became noticeable. Brandis got the feeling that they were going higher up, 



especially when they crossed one bridge in particular. Brandis peered over the side to find that 
the stream below was over a hundred feet down.  
 “Whoa!” He backed away, “We’re over quite the gorge!” Sharwin and Mogrimm both 
couldn’t help but look. 
 “Wow! What’s with the sudden change? I thought this was pretty solid ground going up.” 
Sharwin wondered.  
 Mogrimm stroked his beard. “It was likely caused by the earth shifting when Nilfheim 
used his jewel to create the Glacier Mountain.” He hypothesized.  
 Suddenly, an unnatural growl rumbled through the air. The three turned to the other side 
of the bridge. A huge, hulking monster with the horned head of a great dog lumbered out from 
the shadows, its eyes glowing with hostility and its jaws grinding against one another as it 
snarled. Another bone-chilling cry echoed from the other side of the bridge, and another of the 
monsters approached the group from behind.  
 “Blast! Dumutefs! I thought they were under Cyprien!” Mogrimm cursed, readying his 
weapons, “Heads up, everyone!” The first of the monsters burst forward in an energized assault. 
It raced up to the group and swung its mighty arm, its giant claws gleaming. Brandis and 
Sharwin leaped back, but Mogrimm was a tad too slow and was knocked on his back. 
Fortunately, the dwarf was a tough one, and he didn’t seem too hurt at the blow. Sharwin leaped 
back up and lunged at the beast. The Dumutef Guard reacted faster than the ogre from before, 
swinging its other claw at her. Sharwin turned, spinning as she moved, and slid behind the 
creature. She whirled back around and stabbed the beast in its spine with her razor sharp dagger. 
It let out a blood-curdling howl and collapsed. The other Dumutef seemed enraged at this and 
charged across the bridge. Brandis flinched and braced himself, but the creature leaped right over 
him and raced toward Sharwin. It landed with a crash, making the bridge shake a considerable 
amount.  
 “Whoa!” Sharwin fell over from the vibration, and the monster lunged forward with 
another attack. Brandis thought she was a goner, but at the last second a bluish glow came 
between the Dumutef’s claws and her. It broke the momentum of the blow and sent the monster 
reeling. Brandis was quick to react—he drew an arrow and shot at the creature while it was 
stunned. The small projectile landed in the Guard’s shoulder, but it seemed more irritated than 
anything. It turned and roared at him, beginning to charge at him. It raised its other arm and 
swung at him. Mogrimm ran and blocked the blow for Brandis.  
 Gritting his teeth as he held his sturdy weapons forward, holding the beast back, he 
shouted back at the half-elf, “Now! Take the shot!” Brandis wasted no time; he readied another 
arrow and took the Dumutef out with a shot to the head.  
 The ground shook again as the monster fell over. Sharwin sat up and made sure she was 
okay. She reached into her pocket and took out the glyph she had purchased earlier. The tiny 
glowing shield now had a few little cracks in it, but it had clearly done something. Brandis 
salvaged any arrows he could, and then walked over to her and helped her up. He looked down at 
the small charm. “I guess I’m glad I gave you those two coins.” 
 “Yeah. I guess I owe you.” She replied. 
 “Yeah; you owe me two coins.” Brandis joked. He glanced back at Mogrimm, who was 
just making his way over toward them.  
 “We’d best hurry,” The dwarf warned, “Those creatures often guard important posts. If 
they’ve made that much noise, then the enemy will be alerted more than we desire. We need to 
move quickly.”  



 “I bet you just want that treasure.” Sharwin criticized, dusting herself off. 
 Mogrimm crossed his arms. “I’ll have you know that I enjoy a lot more about this stuff 
than treasure. I am an adventurer, after all, not a treasure hunter. But yes, the loot awaits.”  
 “Hey, speaking of loot…” Brandis chimed in, “What do you suppose this is? The 
Dumutef had it.” The dwarf glanced over.  
 “It’s a good thing you’re wearing gloves, boy. That’s a rock. A poison one. Be careful.”  
 “Really?” Brandis looked back down at the small slab. It felt smooth, and it was tinted a 
green color. He gradually got an idea. Taking out a few arrows, he began to carefully sharpen 
them on the object.  
 “Weren’t you listening?” Mogrimm barked, “We gotta move, Brandis!” 
 “Coming, coming…” Brandis followed the two further in, working on his arrows as he 
walked. It was clumsy work, and he wasted several arrows in the process. Before long, he 
ditched the rock for the sake of not ruining any more of them. In the meantime, the group entered 
room after room. They avoided most of the groups of Krug’s soldiers, who didn’t seem alarmed 
from the Dumutefs’ roars. Infinitely more likely, however, was the obliviousness of the monsters. 
Even when making multiple mistakes trying to slip past with stealth, Brandis and his friends 
found the creatures ignoring them or simply not listening for intruders.  
 Finally, the group entered another room. It was a large space for a cave, and well lit as 
well, unlike the others. Yet another corridor led onward, although it was pitch black, for there 
were no lights within. From this darkened hallway, a low screeching could be heard, as well as a 
deep humming. Slowly the screeching became louder and louder, and finally the humming burst 
into a roar. Several small goblin-like creatures raced out into the open followed by a giant 
Cyclops. The smaller enemies easily outran the larger one, but Sharwin only took one step 
forward before slicing the air with her dagger. Out from the weapon burst a bolt of lightning that 
shrieked across the room and electrocuted one of the goblins. The others screamed in terror and 
scrambled for the dark tunnel again, but it seemed that the bolt of lightning was still bloodthirsty. 
It left the singed body of the first monster and continued for the others, taking them out one by 
one. Finally, upon striking the last goblin, the electric pursuer fizzled out.  
 Not intimidated at the death of its comrades, the Cyclops raised its axe and continued to 
rush forward, holding a giant shield in front of itself. Brandis drew a sharpened, poisoned arrow 
and released it, aiming for the eye of the beast. Out of nowhere, the creature lowered it shield 
and stared straight at the incoming projectile. A flash of light went off and the arrow sailed back 
toward Brandis. He jumped and threw himself out of the way. That was close! Gotta be more 
careful with these poisoned arrows… he thought, getting up. Mogrimm stepped in front of 
Brandis, looking back, “Close range only; got it?” 
 Nodding, Brandis put his bow away and took two arrows in his hands. Mogrimm rushed 
at the Cyclops and he followed. The monster raised its axe and swung at Mogrimm, but the 
dwarf slid under the weapon. He jumped up and bashed the creature in the knee with some sort 
of fancy club weapon (who knew where from) and striking its belly with some shortened 
harpoon with what appeared to be ancient elven writing on it (see previous parenthetical 
statement). The creature bellowed out in terrible pain, leaning over. Mogrimm released the 
weapons and drew his sword, turning back to Brandis.  
 “Now! Attack the side of its right arm!” He commanded. Brandis obeyed, running over 
and jamming his arrows into the Cyclops’ arm. It cried out again, leaning to the left and grasping 
its wounded arm. Mogrimm took advantage of its leaning over so much and leaped up, bringing 



his weapon down on its neck. The blow did not behead the creature, but it was enough to finish it 
off. The monster crumpled down onto the floor with a thump.  
 “Ha, HA!” Brandis shouted with a victorious tone. Sharwin smiled and Mogrimm put his 
weapons away, a grin forming somewhere behind his beard.  
 Another voice called out, “Good work. I see you have the fighting skills to challenge me.” 
 Brandis stiffened and turned back toward the dark hallway ahead of them. Slowly, from 
the shadows crept a giant green troll. Nearly half of its body was covered in armor and the other 
half stained with blood that had dried long ago. Much of its teeth were visible, despite its mouth 
being closed. In one hand it wielded a giant sword that could easily cleave a person in two. Its 
eyes glowed red. Normally, the monster would appear to be quite dumb, but there was something 
about it that gave it some look of intelligence, even wisdom or cunning. It stomped out into the 
open, held one hand up and clenched its fist, several cracks and pops sounding off as it did so.  
 “I am Krug.” The beast spoke in a deep, serious voice, “One of the Eight Guardians of 
Othkurik. He told me about you, Brandis, but I never suspected you’d be enough of an idiot to 
come to me. I’ll be taking that jewel of yours to Lord Othkurik, now. Give it to me, and I’ll give 
all of you a quick death.” He held out his hand and beckoned for the jewel.  
 Brandis drew an arrow, “How did you figure I wouldn’t be stupid enough to come here 
while at the same time thinking I’d ever be stupid enough to just fork this over to you just like 
that!?”  
 Krug chuckled in a low voice, “All right. Enough chit-chat, then. I was hoping I would be 
able to fight you, anyway. Let’s see how a foolish young half-elf and an old decorative relic do 
against a Guardian of Othkurik, shall we?” He raised his weapon and screamed an ear-piercing 
roar that shook the cave back and forth.  
 The Guardian rushed forward toward the trio, swinging his blade back and forth. 
Mogrimm and Sharwin leaped out of the way, while Brandis hit the dirt and slid under the troll. 
He jumped back up and, stringing three arrows at once, fired into the monster’s hulking back. 
Krug laughed, turning around.  
 “You’ll need to do better than that if you want me to feel pain.” He boasted, lunging 
forward with more velocity. Brandis jumped back, and back again as the Guardian swung a 
second time. Taking advantage of the single enemy, Sharwin ran forward and sliced Krug’s side 
as she leaped over him. He turned to face her but she was already past him, and all he got was a 
bolt to the side from Mogrimm’s crossbow.  
 Turning again, shouting out, Krug swung harder, hitting the side of the wall with his 
blade, missing again. Brandis ran along the side of the beast, shooting more arrows into his side 
whenever he could get the shot. Another crossbow bolt struck the Guardian, and he roared louder. 
Sharwin leaped over Krug again, sending multiple arcane bolts down of his spine, and landed 
behind him again, taunting him. “I’m over here!”  
 Krug’s eyes burned with rage. He turned and began slashing at the eladrin. She laughed 
confidently, leaping back and dodging the swings with her superior speed. But the troll was more 
enraged than she thought, and Krug continued swinging, advancing and attacking more rapidly 
and more furiously. He reached out with his free hand and grabbed Sharwin, throwing her down 
onto the ground. Screaming, he began slamming his sword into the ground at her. Sharwin 
yelped and rolled out of the way right before being smashed by the Guardian’s terrifying weapon, 
instantly having to move out of the way again to avoid another attack.  
 Krug, having seemingly endless energy, continued slashing at the eladrin. Moving one 
foot down, the troll pinned her down and began swinging his sword down repeatedly. Another 



burst of energy from the defense glyph knocked the strike back away from Sharwin, but Krug 
simply brought the weapon back down with equal velocity. Again, a burst of dark blue energy 
prevented the blow. The Guardian roared with rage from the denial of his attacks and raised his 
blade again.  
 “Oh, no you don’t!!” Mogrimm shouted, racing over and jumping onto Krug’s back. The 
troll roared again and began swinging back and forth, trying to throw the dwarf off. Mogrimm 
held on for dear life, countless weapons amongst other junk falling off of him. He pulled back, 
bringing the Guardian along with him. Krug stumbled and fell over. Gasping, Sharwin crawled 
away and took a minute to recollect herself.  
 Wasting not a moment, Brandis raced over and readied another poison arrow, taking 
more time to aim. Drawing a knife, Mogrimm leaned over and sliced a leather cord on Krug’s 
armor, causing some of it to fall off the bloodied but still alive beast.  
 “Take the shot!” He called to Brandis, still fighting to stay on the wild Guardian. 
 Brandis steadied his bow, aimed, and released. The arrow sunk into Krug’s chest, and the 
troll straightened up, clenching the wound. His eyes seemed to cool down from their fiery red 
burning, and his mouth slowly hung open.  
 “My… my heart…” He began, “But… that’s impossible…” 
 He dropped his sword and collapsed. The body made a loud crashing sound on the hard 
rocky floor and was still. A Guardian of Othkurik was dead. 
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 Mogrimm promptly checked the corpse to see if it was really dead. He then checked all 
the monster’s pockets for anything useful.  
 “Well, I’ll be!” He roared, withdrawing a small sack from the body, “There’s gotta be at 
least twenty coins in here! Heh heh heh…” Brandis normally would never consider carrying that 
much money on him, but he supposed the Guardian had never suspected to actually die in battle.  
 There were twenty-four coins total, so the group decided to each take eight. After all, 
Brandis and Sharwin had just completed their job, and Mogrimm would likely be going home 
with enough treasure to break a normal person’s back. On that subject, the dwarf quickly put his 
share of gold coins away and continued onward into the dark tunnel.  
 “Come on,” He reminded the others, “I helped ya with yer job; I’ve still gotta do mine.” 
 
 The Rokdecia ruins were a sight to behold. Several rows of terraces were home to 
multiple decimated stone buildings. The wind cut through the buildings and chilled everyone 
present to the bone. But the dwarf didn’t seem bothered.  
 “Ah!” He breathed in the brisk air and sighed, “I can smell the treasure just waiting to be 
found. You all do as you please. I’ll be back.” With that, he turned and wandered off on his own, 
eagerly looking back and forth at the mysterious buildings. Brandis shrugged and sat down on 
one of the stone walls lying on its side. Sharwin slowly laid down on the wall as well, reclining 
against the rubble.  
 “So…” Brandis began, “I guess there is a first time for everything—I mean the Guardian 
and all.”  
 “Well, I can’t say I know anyone who’s tried, even.” Sharwin replied as if it had no 
significance, “Nowadays, Othkurik lets fear and rumors handle most of his work. I don’t even 
know what he’s really invaded, recently. Except for those drow on the Sohen Plains.” 



 “The drow.” Brandis mumbled, “What are they? They seem like elves by the sound of it, 
but then, why…?”  
 “That’s because they are elves.” She explained, “Elves, mostly. Even Men and eladrin, 
too. Anything human, really. Within every one of us exists two forces. One of light and one of 
darkness.”  
 “I assume that the drow are darkness, then.” 
 “Yes. In instances of extreme concentration, one can amplify the darkness within 
themselves to a point where it becomes physically visible. This is known as a dark form. It 
causes the user to have amplified speed and strength, as well as durability. But doing this costs a 
lot of energy, afterwards.”  
 Brandis thought for a while, “So… could I technically use a dark form?”  
 “Well, if you wanted to. However, those who use it too much, too often can get stuck. 
Sometimes people can’t go back to their original selves. Those are the ones we call drow. They 
have become addicted to it, formed their own society, species even. Those are the ones that work 
for Othkurik, under one of his Guardians.”  
 “I see. So… what are the Guardians, then? Why are they so powerful?”  
 Sharwin laughed, “Believe it or not, most were actually descendants of clans that lost in 
the Great War. As punishment, they were assigned to the service of dragons. Every dragon is 
given up to eight Guardians at birth, by tradition, for protection and a base to begin building their 
kingdom. Of course, some recruit more during their lifetimes. There just haven’t been any 
dragons alive in so long, people just… I don’t know. Panic, I suppose.”  
 “I guess so.” Brandis sighed, “Then it’s up to us to kill off Othkurik’s Guardians and 
restore order then, isn’t it?”  
 “Hey, who said that was my job to help you?” 
 “I don’t know, I just assumed that—” 
 She laughed again, “It’s okay. I’m just messing with you. I’ll help; it’s not like I have 
anything better to do. You did help me with my message problem, after all.”  
 “Well, I suppose.”  
 Gradually it got darker out. After a while, Mogrimm returned, both his arms full of all 
sorts of junk. “Alright!” He roared, trying not to drop anything, “We all ready to go?”  
 “You look ridiculous.” Brandis couldn’t help but mention. 
 “You’re going to look ridiculous when I’m outrageously rich and you got nothin’, boy!” 
The dwarf barked, “Now let’s hurry on out of here. There are still enemies around!”  
 Well, the last thing Brandis wanted to do was fight anyone else, so he got up and 
followed the dwarf out of the ruins. He couldn’t help but grin on the way back. We’ve done it! I 
hope we’re doing the right thing here. 
 
 “Sonlen is busy right now.” Syvarris told the group upon their arrival back at Sohenberg, 
“I’ll tell him you’re here.” The fancily dressed elf turned from his post and went further back, 
out of sight.  
 Mogrimm turned to the others, “Well, I’d suppose we’d best part ways here. I’ve got 
places to go and money to spend.”  
 “I suppose,” Brandis replied, “Thanks for all your help.” He shook Mogrimm’s hand and 
watched the dwarf go off and vanish into the crowd.  



 “On that note,” Sharwin suggested, “We’d better spend our share, too. Sounds like 
Sonlen plans on taking awhile.” The two took their share of eight and wandered off to the 
marketplace.  
 Brandis looked around, amazed at all the stuff for sale. Potions and glyphs and weapons 
and all manners of things were available. There must be all sorts of consumers that pass through 
here he thought, wondering how he could possibly make a mere eight coins work out. Suddenly, 
someone caught his eye.  
 “Hey, buddy…” It was a man dressed in all black, wearing a strange mask and lurking in 
the shadows; a ninja. He beckoned Brandis over. Brandis was curious so he walked over toward 
the mysterious merchant. Something sinister lurked in the eyes of the ninja as he glanced down 
at the half-elf’s gold.  
 “You have a lot of cash there, don’t you?” The man inquired. 
 “Well, yeah. I guess I do. What of it?”  
 The ninja stroked his chin, “And yet… you could always use some more, could you not?”  
 Brandis couldn’t really see how more money could be bad at a marketplace. “I 
suppose…?” 
 The ninja suddenly lit up, “Well, then! You’ve come to the right place, my friend! This is 
your chance to win big, and I’m your man!”  
 “Wow, really?” Brandis was blown away at the kindness of the sinister looking salesman.  
 The ninja nodded, “Yes, oh yes! For only one coin, you’ll have the chance to get three!” 
He whipped out a small table and four small cups and slammed them down on the ground before 
him. He held out his black-gloved hand, waiting on Brandis. 
 “Oh.” The half-elf dropped a coin into the ninja’s palm. The shinobi quickly dropped the 
coin on the table and placed two additional coins on top of it. He then put a cup upside-down on 
top of that, and begun to spin the four cups with unimaginable speed. Brandis tried to keep track 
but it was impossible. Finally, the ninja stopped.  
 “There!” He crossed his arms confidently. “Pick the right cup and it’s yours. If not, well, 
sorry.” He laughed diabolically.  
 Brandis thought for a while. He could not decide for certain which cup had the valuables 
in it. They all looked the same. It was mind-boggling to think that his one coin was at risk—not 
such a low chance but not such a high one, either. Arrgh!! He reached out and randomly picked 
one of the cups, hoping he would get lucky. Quite the opposite, however, proved to be the case 
as the cup soon showed to have nothing under it.  
 “Ah ha!” The ninja gloated, lifting up another cup and revealing the three coins 
underneath. He swiped the gold and pocketed it, before looking up and asking, “Try again?” 
 “Yeah, right.” Brandis scoffed, “After that? I just wasted my coin.” He turned to leave.  
 The ninja spoke up, “You’ll never get it back unless you win it back.”  
 “What?”  
 “Can’t win if you don’t play.” This was true, and Brandis did want his money back, so he 
reluctantly walked back over to the table and put two coins down.  
 “There.” The ninja bowed and placed an additional four coins off to the side. He then 
repeated the game, spinning and moving the cups all around. Brandis watched, dumbfounded, as 
the ninja continued the process. Finally he stopped and crossed his arms, waiting for the half-elf 
to choose. Brandis didn’t waste any time over evaluating the situation. He picked another cup 
decisively and lifted it up, only to find it empty.  



 “What!? Grrr…” Now he had three coins he had to win back. Sighing, he placed his 
remaining five gold coins on the table and waited for the ninja to do his part.  
 “Fufufufufu…” the black-clothed man cackled as he placed ten coins off to the side and 
continued his spinning game. Brandis watched with extreme concentration. Come on, he thought, 
You just killed one of Othkurik’s Guardians; you can win a game of chance, can’t you? 
 Before long, the ninja ceased the spinning of the cups. Brandis was certain this time 
which one contained his precious money. He proudly picked the cup he had chosen and lifted it 
up, only to find it empty again. The ninja laughed and lifted up the cup just next to the one 
Brandis had chosen, revealing the coins.  
 “Hey!” Brandis challenged the master gambler, “You ripped me off!” 
 “Perhaps, but it seems you are penniless. Good bye!” The ninja picked up the table and 
vanished into a puff of smoke.  
 Brandis shook his fist, “Why, you!” 
 Just in time, Sharwin showed up again, “Oh, there you are. Did you find something to 
spend your money on?”  
 Brandis clutched his head with his hands, “You could say that.”  
 She became alarmed, “Did you lose it?”  
 “You could say that.” 
 “Did it get stolen!?” 
 “You could say that.”  
 “Brandis,” She began, “Tell me, what did—” The U.S.E. signal trumpet sounded, cutting 
her off. Brandis was eager to change the subject.  
 “That’ll be Sonlen,” He turned to leave, “We’d best go.”  
  
 “Behold!” Sonlen shouted from his post at the top of the great wall to all those gathered 
below, “The first signs of victory have made themselves very clear to us. Othkurik, in his pitiful 
state, has realized just now the power of the U.S.E.! As we speak, he withdraws his forces from 
the Sohen Plains! Today, we have victory without need of bloodshed. Soon, then, it will be time 
for us to overpower him, and reverse his stranglehold over Ensterek! This country will cease to 
belong to the likes of him and will soon belong to us! The power of the U.S.E. knows no bounds!”  
 The crowd cheered loudly as Brandis and Sharwin shouldered their way through to get to 
the front. The half-elf pressed his way through the crowd and burst out in the open in front of the 
U.S.E. leader. He stood up straight and dusted himself off. Finally he looked up and called out, 
“We made it, Sonlen. Wanna put a word in for us in that speech of yours?” 
 Sonlen looked down as if he’d seen a ghost. “What are you doing here? I thought even 
you weren’t a coward!” 
 “What!? Thought we’d run?” Sharwin walked up and stood next to Brandis, “We killed 
Krug. It’s done, just like you asked.”  
 “Won’t you reconsider, now?” Brandis asked, “We had a deal.”  
 Sonlen laughed. “I did reconsider. But, you know, with all these victories, as of late, I 
seriously doubt I need help from the likes of you or anyone else!” He turned to Sharwin, “And as 
for your message, I need not concern myself with your dying species. If you need help, then why 
don’t you ask Othkurik? He seems awfully kind towards all of you.” 
 “Brandis!” Master Woo and Chardris appeared from the crowd. The old man ran over 
toward the half-elf. “You’re okay? I heard what happened. You need to be more careful, son.”  



 “Quiet!” Sonlen shouted, “You think I didn’t know what was going on? I don’t need your 
help, old man. I don’t need anyone else’s help. Species can survive on their own! Just because 
yours can’t…” He spat, turning toward Sharwin.  
 “Forget him, Brandis!” Master Woo turned and began heading back toward the street 
leading to his house, “Come with me.”  
 Brandis cast a hateful look up at Sonlen, and then he turned and followed his father. It 
was a relief to get out of there and back to the old monk’s place. Sharwin followed him, not 
saying anything. The door was unlocked to the building, so Brandis walked right on inside. 
Master Woo was standing by the table in the middle of the room. He looked up as Brandis came 
in. He seemed tired but eager to get to business. To the monk’s right Chardris stood along with 
another elf garbed in white and bearing a strange looking staff with a large gem on the top, 
glowing with a strange power.  
 Master Woo wasted no time, “Forget Sonlen, Brandis. I’m afraid he’s a hopeless case. 
We’ve got bigger problems. Chardris, Emiroon, what can you tell me?”  
 Chardris glanced over at the other elf, who promptly replied. 
 “Not good. The enemy has retreated back to the Desert Mountains, but I’m sure they’re 
only regrouping. The Guardians in control of those regions are beginning to mesh together. 
They’re amassing a larger army. Which means…”  
 “Othkurik plans on sending them over to pay Sohenberg a visit.” Chardris finished, “The 
U.S.E. can’t handle Othkurik’s Guardians if they work together. Sohenberg needs more soldiers, 
and a little sabotage wouldn’t hurt, either.”   
 “But Sonlen won’t accept any assistance from any neighboring kingdoms.” Sharwin 
objected, “How can we change his mind?”  
 Master Woo stroked his beard. “We may not have to. Whether he likes it or not, Sonlen 
will need help. If a time of crisis does come, I’m sure the people of this city would more than 
welcome a friendly army or two.”  
 Chardris smiled, “So then we get some assistance without Sonlen’s knowing, and when 
the time is right, we bring them in.” 
 Master Woo nodded, “Precisely. I doubt Othkurik would see it coming, either.” 
 “But the closest kingdom North of Sohenberg is blocked off by that sandstorm.” Emiroon 
pointed out, “And any cities just to the Northeast of here would be behind enemy lines. New 
Sanctuary to the South in Crommica would be too far a journey to reach in time. That just 
leaves…” 
 “The Glacier Mountains.” Sharwin finished, “Concan and the Sentinels.”  
 “Concan?” Brandis asked. 
 “He was assigned leadership after Nilfheim passed away.” Master Woo replied, 
“Regardless, that would require climbing the Glacier Mountain. A treacherous effort. Hmmm…”  
 Brandis thought long and hard, “Well…” He began, “Sharwin and I just finished off a 
Guardian of Othkurik not too long ago. That’s one ‘impossible’ thing accomplished—what’s 
another?” 
 “What do you say, then?” Master Woo asked Sharwin, “They say the climb is impossible.” 
 Sharwin didn’t seem to put much thought into the answer, “I’ll go. We didn’t come all 
this way for nothing, did we?” 
 “Quite a valiant effort.” Chardris remarked, turning to the monk, “Shall I go with them?” 
 “No.” Master Woo replied, “You need to continue back to the Eastern front. I’ll go with 
them.” 



 The elf looked surprised. “Are you sure? Are you positive you can make the journey?” 
 Master Woo nodded, “I’ve got more fighting spirit in me than you’d think. I’ll be fine. 
Besides, they’ll need someone who can convince the Sentinels to help us.”  
 “Very well,” Emiroon got up and went to the door, “I wish you luck, Brandis Skyhunter. 
At this rate, you and Sharwin may be the only thing between life and death in Sohenberg.”  
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 The Glacier Mountain represented a severe change in climate along the Western side of 
Ensterek. The terrain had been simple flat grasslands for a long period of the walk from 
Sohenberg. Along the way, the green of the land began to wither away as one neared the 
Rokdecia Mountain. Not too far ahead of that, the grass stopped abruptly and was near-instantly 
replaced by thin layers of snow and ice that gradually increased as one continued toward the 
Mountain. Then, wham! A near vertical wall of ice shot straight into the air and kept going 
onward, spiking out at multiple points along the slope. 
 “Wow.” Brandis remarked, staring up at the Glacier Mountain, “How the heck are we 
going to get up there? It’s just a straight shot all the way to the top. Are you sure there’s an entire 
city of people holed up in there somewhere?”  
 Master Woo didn’t seem intimidated, “I am certain. I have met them before, long ago.”  
 “Dude, you’re only a Man.” Sharwin noted, crossing her arms, “Where on earth did you 
get that chance? They’ve been up there, isolated, for so long…”  
 “It’s a long story…” the wise old monk replied. 
 “That’s just your response to everything, isn’t it? Forget it.”  
 “Very well. Anyway, there is said to be a path up the slope, somewhere around here.” 
 The old man began walking along the edge of the ice-covered wall, feeling along the side. 
He looked back as he walked. “They say this used to be a regular mountain. Nilfheim used his 
blue gem along with his powers to turn it into what it is now. Even the blazing sun that has made 
the area North of here a desert cannot melt it down to this day. It was to act as an impenetrable 
fortress in the Great War against the invading enemy. Of course, that was in the early parts of the 
War. His armies built many tunnels in the ice and rock. If one can navigate them and the 
mountain paths correctly, we should be able to reach the Sentinels’ fortress. Ah, here we are.”  
Master Woo ran his elderly hands along a portion of ice jutting out from the side of the mountain. 
He got a grip, and then a foothold and began climbing up. He climbed over the side and dropped 
down. “Aha! A path. Come, you two.”  
 Brandis followed the old man and climbed up as well. Sure enough, there was a small, 
worn path leading upward. He shrugged, “Well, that was easier than I thought.”  
 “The climb will be more difficult, Brandis. Let us go with haste. Chardris will be waiting 
on us.”  
 Sharwin climbed up and dropped down next to Brandis. “Looks like someone walked on 
this path recently.” She noted curiously. 
 “Many have tried to scale the mountain.” Woo explained, “The path will become less 
worn as we continue.” Not wasting any time, the old man turned and began the long walk up the 
mountain. Brandis and Sharwin followed him. It was a lengthy trek. It was also a very cold one. 
Before long, both Brandis and Sharwin were shivering and trying to warm themselves. This 
made the walk seem even longer and more painful and aggravating.  



 “Why is it so cold? Surely Nilfheim could have made his invincible fortress seem like, 
desirable to live in. Those Sentinels must be miserable.” Sharwin complained, wrapping her coat 
closer around her.  
 Master Woo, who seemed perfectly fine, answered as if she was legitimately curious to 
find out, “It is because Nilfheim was an ice dragon. It was his choice environment. Besides, if it 
were desirable to be here, people would try to invade in order to gain access. That was not the 
point.” He continued climbing upwards.  
 “Master Woo doesn’t seem too affected by the weather.” Brandis noted. 
 “That’s because he has facial hair.” Sharwin replied sharply, clearly in no mood for 
logical discussion, “Flipping gender differences. You think they’d have us dress more warmly, 
but nooo…”  
 “Actually,” The monk replied, “My lack of hair on my head makes me colder. It is 
because of my spiritual harmony. I don’t feel the cold, for I have mastered the cold in my soul. It 
has given me inner peace of mind and body.”  
 “Is that what makes you so old, yet able to climb mountains with the rest of us?” Brandis 
asked. 
 “Not quite.” 
 “Fantastic! Teach me how to not be cold, then.” Sharwin snapped, still shivering. 
 “Why, it takes years of practice and concentration.” Master Woo added, “I could not 
teach you in a moment’s notice. But I can teach you the first step. Does anyone have any buckets 
of paint?” 
 Brandis sighed, “What’s annoying me is all this climbing. How long does this take? And 
it just keeps getting steeper going up.” He almost slipped just taking the time to talk and climb at 
the once.  
 “Patience, son,” the old man assured him, “Soon we will reach a tunnel. It will even out 
there.” 
 “Yeah, at least these aren’t stairs.” Sharwin added. 
 “What?” Brandis asked, confused. 
 “Ah, nothing…” 
 Sure enough, not too far ahead, an icy cave entrance could barely be seen. Master Woo 
noticed it first. He got a good foothold and then suddenly sprung up high into the air, flipping 
and spinning as he did so. He gracefully landed at the mouth of the tunnel and turned, waiting for 
the other two. Brandis sighed and looked down at his green jewel; another of your kind makes 
this blasted mountain; why can’t you make me do a flip like that? Determined, he scrambled up 
the slope until he was next to his father. The old man extended a hand and helped the half-elf up. 
Sharwin was right behind him and soon all three were headed into the cave. The weather wasn’t 
so bad in there, so it felt a little better. Brandis and Sharwin promptly got down to catch their 
breath and warm up a little. Master Woo sat down and assumed a meditative position.  
 After awhile, Brandis looked toward the other side of the cave. He couldn’t see the other 
side’s exit. “How much longer!? This is ridiculous.”  
 “If it weren’t, it wouldn’t be considered impossible.” Master Woo reminded him, 
beginning to get up, “Let us not linger long. If we do, we might—” 
 He was cut off by a deep growling that filled the air and echoed throughout the icy cave. 
Brandis looked up and glanced around. Sharwin jumped up and drew her weapon. Master Woo 
was silent and waited patiently. Looking to the walls, Brandis could see shadows silently moving 
toward the group. He strung and shot an arrow into the darkness, but it merely sailed into the 



tunnel and vanished. The sound of quiet footsteps could be heard, but Brandis couldn’t see any 
enemies. Ghosts? It couldn’t be any soldiers; they’re supposed to not reach this far. I think. 
Brandis shot another arrow, and heard another clink further in the cave—a solid miss.  
 Hearing another footstep, Brandis turned and looked at the wall right next to him. It 
seemed perfectly normal, but there seemed to be a thin outline on the ice. Brandis leaned forward, 
looking a little closer. Suddenly, the outline moved and turned toward him. In a fraction of a 
second Brandis began to realize that it was some sort of creature that so resembled the pattern on 
the icy wall that it blended in perfectly. The monster turned and leaped on top of him, screeching 
terribly. It lifted up its arm and swung down at him with lightning quick reflexes. Master Woo 
was quick to react to the situation. He turned and held out both his hands at the monster. In an 
instant a bright blue beam of energy burst forth from his hands and sailed through the creature, 
knocking it aside and killing it instantly. Brandis sat up and looked over. The creature resembled 
a giant, white monkey. Its black eyes were void and empty, and it appeared very menacing. In 
one limp arm it held a sharp-looking rock.  
 Immediately the cave was filled with more screeching as several shapes along the walls 
began rapidly approaching the group. “Dzu-Teh!” Master Woo shouted, “Take them out!”  
 Brandis and Sharwin responded quickly, shooting multiple arrows and arcane bolts at the 
incoming horde of the monkey-like creatures. The volleys felled several of the monsters, but 
many hugged the sides of the wall to appear harder to see while other continued to rush forward 
in their superior numbers. One of the Dzu-Teh lunged for Brandis, howling with rage and 
swinging a club-like rock. The half-elf moved down and rolled out of the way, before hopping 
back up and retaliating by striking the creature with his bow. The monster roared and began to 
get back on its feet, but Brandis hastily executed it with a shot to its neck.  
 “Ha HA!” He boasted, “How now—Arrgh!” Another of the Dzu-Teh had run up from 
behind and smashed his arm from the side. Brandis fell over and clutched the limp limb.  
 “Brandis!” Master Woo shouted. He jumped forward and blasted the Dzu-Teh out of the 
way with another blast of energy. He then began to combat the rest of the monsters 
singlehandedly over where Brandis lay. He was a sight to behold—arms flinging, feet kicking. 
The Dzu-Teh around the monk were sent flying, crying out in pain. One last monster ran at the 
old man, swinging another club, its eyes burning with rage. Master Woo turned and leaped up in 
the air before spinning back down, flipping. Almost in slow motion, his foot landed on the 
creature’s head, instantly knocking the fight out of it.  
 All the monsters defeated, Master Woo and Sharwin hastily ran to Brandis’ side. The 
half-elf’s arm was badly wounded. “Uggh…” Brandis sat up and looked down at the wound, “Ah, 
crap…” 
 “Brandis! Are you okay?” Master Woo inquired. 
 “Looks like his arm’s hurt. How is he supposed to fight now?” Sharwin asked, checking 
Brandis’ forearm.  
 “Don’t you have healing arts, old man?” Brandis looked down at his now useless arm. 
 “Well, that was actually…” 
 “Actually what?!” 
 “A Glyph. Healing.”  
 Sharwin looked over at Master Woo. “I could try shocking him. They say that sometimes 
works with, uh, stuff.” 
 “Wait, WHAT!?” Brandis yelled, “I’m hurt enough already, can’t you see!?” 
 The old man nodded, stroking his beard. “Yes, that may work.” 



 “How on earth does lightning relate to—OWW!!?!” Sharwin’s electrocuting him cut 
short his complaints. It didn’t take long for Master Woo to lose faith in the healing process. 
 “No… That doesn’t work.” He decided. 
 “NO DIP!” Brandis shouted, “My arm…”  
 “Sorry, Brandis.” Sharwin apologized, “Should we go back?”  
 “No…” The half-elf shakily got to his feet, “We go on. No turning back now.”  
 He continued stumbling along the icy path through the cave, determined to make sure it 
was all not a waste. His friends followed and before long they were on the right track again. It 
was a long walk, then a long climb, then a long walk, and so on. Brandis had exceptional 
difficulty throughout the process, but he remained vigilant. He had to depend on Sharwin and 
Master Woo for protection when the Dzu-Teh attacked, which was often. The wind howled, and 
the temperature dropped even lower with each cliff they had to scale.  
 As the hours rolled on, Brandis was almost on the verge of giving up when, at last, the 
sound of voices could be heard just up ahead. There! Brandis started heading toward the sound. 
Further up ahead was yet another wall of ice. Unlike the previous walls, however, this one 
seemed different: a strange glow emitted from the other side, lighting the ice in a way most 
unlike the others. Sharwin caught up to Brandis and gazed at the wall in wonder.  
 “Bingo.” Master Woo walked up to the wall and looked around, “Here you are… now, 
where’s that front gate? There we go…” He walked over to an opening in the ice—a gateway 
carved into the cold, its front doors open, light pouring out. Brandis and Sharwin followed. 
 The door led to a great snowy opening. There was a statue in front of a dragon—
assumedly Nilfheim. To the sides were some shops and streets leading further in, not too 
different from Sohenberg, with many winged people standing about. Lastly, to the front, was an 
icy throne on top of some now-covered steps. Standing in front of the mighty chair was a fully 
armored knight with wings—a Sentinel. He had no helmet, and dark long hair, and a bold look 
about him. In his hands he held a mighty sword. Two other winged beings were beside him, both 
women, and bearing decorative spears. Below them, at the feet of the stairs was a squad of 
peculiar armored machines and metal-clad wolves. At the head of the metallic group was a 
human-like machine, not much taller than Brandis. It stood defiantly before the Kyrie, speaking 
to them. Sensing danger, Master Woo ran over to them. Brandis saw him and followed. The 
machine turned as they approached, its one glaring red “eye” analyzing them on the spot. It had 
the insignia “DeathWalker 10000” on the right side of its chest, with a peculiar looking letter L 
below it. On the other side of its chest was a strange looking letter O stamped on it.  
 Instantly, the red eye lit up, and the machine spoke in a surprisingly human voice, “J36 
detected, both of you.” It clenched one of its fists before continuing, “Then you must be Brandis 
Skyhunter. I’m surprised to see you made it up here alive.”  
 “I should say the same of you, machine!” Master Woo objected.  
 The machine only laughed, if you could say that. “Nowhere is safe from Othkurik.” He 
tapped the O emblem on his chest. “Not even this place. I was sent to retrieve a jewel from the 
people here. Then you showed up. Good luck for me—I’ll bring back two.”  
 “Who are you to want to take my jewel?” Brandis asked.  
 “Oh. I am sorry. Allow for me to introduce myself. I am DeathWalker 10000, another of 
Othkurik’s eight Guardians. I am told you offed Krug. Most unfortunate.” The machine turned to 
the other cyborgs before him, “Kill them.”  
 One of the wolves growled menacingly, and then rushed forward, barking. Many of the 
other wolves followed, ravenously biting the air as they ran. The first two leaped at Sharwin and 



Master Woo. Sharwin reacted first by dodging the attacker just before turning and finishing it off 
with a swift counterattack. Yet another dove at her. Sharwin turned back and sidestepped. As the 
beast sailed past her, she plunged her dagger into its spine and ripped it the other way. A loud 
snapping sound followed, and the beast’s metallic spinal cord ripped out, many of its wires still 
sparking. The wolf yelped and fell on its side and began to bleed out as all of its machine-
working parts ceased to function. Master Woo spun and kicked his attacker on its side before 
turning and karate chopping its neck, resulting in a loud cracking sound that finished off the 
monster. Another wolf raced up and, barring its fangs, lunged at the monk. The old man moved 
his arm to smack it aside, but something about the ferocity of the monster’s attack gave it the 
strength to push forward. It bit down on his arm and began to pull away at it. Master Woo was 
quick to react—he lifted his other hand up and chopped the wolf’s neck just like before. 
Growling, the monster let go and backed up a bit. Master Woo moved both his arms and blasted 
the beast with another wave of energy.  
 The last wolf roared and charged toward Brandis. The half-elf panicked and backed away 
from the monster, slipping and falling over from the ice. The wolf jumped up toward him, its 
half-metal teeth gleaming as it lunged. Brandis took his bow in his good hand and smacked the 
creature on its side. The beast growled and began to get back up. It turned and leaped for him 
again. Having more time to react, Brandis grabbed an arrow and jammed it up the monster’s 
throat. It collapsed and landed on him.  
 “Oof!” He gasped, squirming out from under it, “These things need to take a few pounds 
off!”  
 DeathWalker 10000 sarcastically clapped his hands.  
 “Good work,” He jeered, “You can manage a few unarmed hounds. Now let’s see how 
you manage against the firearms division of Othkurik’s forces, half-elf. The only surviving 
technology of Doctor Lecter in Ensterek! Zettians!”  
 The rest of the machines in front of the Guardian took a few steps forward and begun 
spinning their weapons. A strange buzzing filled the air. Suddenly Master Woo’s eyes lit up.  
 “Everyone get down!!” He shouted. Brandis didn’t question the old man’s wisdom and 
obeyed. The air above him was instantly riddled with bullets. A devastating bang sounded off as 
the machines continued to shoot their weapons at the half-elf. Brandis hid behind the body of the 
wolf he had slain, its armor and hide protecting him from the projectile onslaught.  
 DeathWalker 10000 laughed and applauded the smaller war machines, “How does it feel 
now? Do you think your cells will save you from me? I was designed to destroy you! Othkurik’s 
way will be the new age! Your time is over! Keep shooting!” The Zettians silently obeyed, 
continuing to fire off an endless supply of bullets at the group. Sharwin crawled over to Brandis 
and whispered into his ear. 
 “Brandis, we’ve gotta do something.”  
 “No duh.” Brandis replied, “How do we do that? They’re not running out anytime soon.”  
 “I’ll buy us some time. Can you shoot?”  
 Brandis looked at his arm, “Not exactly. What will you do? You’ll get shot.” 
 She only smiled, “You just leave that to me.” She gave him her dagger. “Take the shot 
when I say.”  
 “But I—” It was too late. Sharwin jumped up and held her hands out. Instantly a volley of 
the deadly shots sailed toward her. Right when Brandis thought she was dead a barrier appeared 
in front of her, projecting from her hands. The projectiles slowed and stopped in front of her. 



When she had a decent collection of the bullets, Sharwin released the energy holding them back 
and they shot out in the opposite direction.  
 “Now!”  
 Brandis leaped up and, without hesitation, threw the dagger as hard as he could. It sailed 
through the air and sunk into the glowing red light at the center of the machine. At the same time, 
the other machine was riddled with bullets as the reflected shots all slammed into it. Both 
Zettians fell to the ground, completely wasted.  
 DeathWalker 10000’s eye lit up, “Oh Bravo! It seems I am out of soldiers. Well played.” 
 “It’s over,” Brandis limped over to the Guardian, “You’re surrounded, outnumbered, and 
it seems you have no weapons. Give up.” Sharwin went over and picked up her knife, and Master 
Woo got up from his cover and went over to Brandis as well, assuming a battle stance.  
 “You think a Guardian would be so stupid!? Well, you win today, Skyhunter. Since it 
seems Krug has proved that we Guardians can indeed perish, I conclude the proper strategy for 
now is retreat.” With inexplicable speed, the machine flipped over the half-elf and sped for the 
front gate, knocking the sentries aside as he went. He turned at the doorway, “Farewell; if you’re 
decently intelligent, then this won’t be the last time we meet.”  
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 “Thank you.” The Sentinel in front of the throne told the group after the Guardian had 
fled, “It seems Othkurik has penetrated our defenses here. We didn’t know what to do against 
their weapons.” 
 Master Woo went up the stairs and got on one knee, “Concan. It’s been too long.”  
 Concan nodded, “Win Chiu Woo. What brings you here? I see you are no longer the 
bearer of Charos’ jewel.” He looked over at Brandis.  
 The monk nodded as well, “Yes, the jewel was no longer safe with me. Sonlen wanted to 
get his hands on in the Revolution. My dear son, Brandis, has it now. He has already felled one 
Guardian.”  
 “I see. Yet it seems now that he is hurt. Have you no healing arts or glyphs?” 
 “No. I’m afraid we don’t.”  
 Concan turned to one of the Kyrie next to him, “Well, our city is very friendly to you and 
your allies, Master Woo. After all, you had to climb all the way up here. Kelda, get our guests 
some healing, and somewhere to stay the night while the Master and I talk. Ah, it seems you are 
injured as well, Woo. Very well, we may talk later.”  
 Brandis looked over at his father’s arm. It didn’t look nearly so bad anymore, for some 
reason. The monk didn’t seem worried, “No I am fine. We can talk now.”  
 One of the Kyrie walked over to Brandis. “Follow me.”  
 
 Brandis had a pretty decent room. It was small, but plenty cozy—of course, it had to be 
considering the conditions outside. It was well lit, with a desk on one side, and a mirror, too 
(Brandis had never really seen a full-blown glass mirror, before, so they seemed pretty nifty to 
him). On the other side of the room was a bed, with plenty of covers (which were plenty warm, 
but Brandis tried not to think about them, as they were all-too-conveniently the same colors as 
those Dzu-Teh). There was, best of all, a fireplace, which kept the room warm (the most 
important thing up here, after all). Brandis sat on the bed, with Kelda sitting beside him, waving 
her hand over his arm, casting healing magic completely without a glyph. She looked particularly 
strange, even for a Kyrie, but she was giving him his shooting arm back, so he didn’t care.  



 The half-elf couldn’t help but be amazed at the magic as it worked its wonders.  
 “You’re really good at this healing stuff!” He noted as he watched the wound vanish. 
 “Good now, perhaps—I made a terrible mistake once, long ago.” Was the reply. 
 “Oh. Um, I’m sorry.”  
 “You need not worry. What’s done is done.” 
 “But now you’re, what, Concan’s second in charge?” 
 “Third. Raelin is Concan’s second in charge.”  
 Brandis rubbed the back of his head, “Oh. I see.”  
 “We represent the powers of the blue jewel of Nilfheim. Raelin and the other Sentinels 
amplify defense, while I am solely in charge of healing. I am… different.”  
 “And Concan?”  
 “He is Nilfheim’s chosen heir to the jewel, and thus our leader.”  
 Brandis looked to the door, “So, then he…”  
 “Yes, he has it. If you ask, perhaps he will show it to you.”  
 Brandis looked at his green jewel. “Did, uh, Zelrig have a jewel?” 
 Kelda stopped healing his arm, “Yes. A red one.”  
 “Who has it now?”  
 “Othkurik.”  
 Brandis’ heart skipped a beat, “What? How?”  
 Kelda got up, “I do not know how he obtained it, but he has it. Your arm is healed; 
forgive me, but I must tend to Master Woo. He underestimates the danger of the cold.” With that, 
the Kyrie left Brandis alone to think to himself.  
 The half-elf laid down on the bed, staring at the ceiling, yawning. Othkurik already has a 
jewel? Then why does he want the others? Will he get something from it? What do these things 
do anyway…? He took the green jewel in his hand and looked at it. The mysterious gem glowed 
peculiarly. Why did dragons of the old days have these, anyway? Was it… was there any reason 
they each had one? Was it to keep them apart on purpose? Are these dangerous?  
 “Uggh!” He tore the thing from his neck, got up and put it on the desk. He looked at 
himself in the mirror for a long time, and slowly looked down at the jewel on the desk. It still 
glowed from within, a strange essence coming from it. He looked at the jewel in the mirror, only 
to find that the shiny surface reflected a glowing blood-red gem, not a green one. Gasping in 
surprise, Brandis looked up at his own reflection, only to see a hideous, horned black dragon 
with glowing red eyes looking back at him.  
 “Ahh!” Brandis shouted, backing up. The dragon snorted and began to climb out of the 
mirror on top of him, its eyes glaring into his. The dragon opened its mouth and lunged toward 
Brandis.  
 “Traitor to life!” it sneered at him as it went for him.  
  
 Brandis sat up in bed, blinking, as someone knocked on the door. He recollected himself, 
looking around. Everything seemed normal, his green jewel still hung from his neck. Thus, it 
must have been a dream. Getting up, Brandis scolded himself for falling asleep so easily as he 
put the jewel down on the desk. He moved it away from the mirror, just in case, and walked over 
to the door. It was Sharwin.  
 “Hey,” She greeted, walking in without permission and sitting down on the bed, “Concan 
agreed to help. Said that he was threatened by Othkurik now, anyway. We just send the signal 
and he’ll send his army at a moment’s notice.”  



 “Great.” Brandis walked back over and sat next to her, “How’s Master Woo’s arm?” 
 “Fine. Kelda healed him up real fast.”  
 “His arm seemed pretty good just after the battle. How’d he heal so fast, anyway?” 
Brandis asked, looking into the mirror.  
 Sharwin held her arms out in front of her and spoke in a mock elderly voice, “It’s a long 
story.” 
 He laughed, “Hey, he seems alright. Not a bad fighter either.” 
 “True. Hey, speaking of all right, how’s your arm? Are you useful, again?” 
 “Much better no thanks to you!” Brandis retorted, “Great idea, zapping. Isn’t that what 
you use when you attack, out of curiosity? “  
 “Hey,” Sharwin defended, “It’s what I specialize in. All I can do to help. I’m no healer.” 
 Brandis became curious. “Specialize?” 
 She sighed and stared into space, “Battle mages like me always specialize in an element 
of magic during apprenticeship. The arcane arts. My master specialized in fire. He was darn good 
at it too. Good at being cynical, might I add.” She smiled just thinking about it, “Anyway, I went 
with lightning. A good choice, right?” 
 “Right.” Brandis had no knowledge on the subject. 
 “And from that moment on, that’s what I did. Master said never to think about anything 
else. Combat, lightning, combat, thunder, combat, etcetera. He was a bit much, I think. Everyone 
else did plenty of other stuff in their lives, so I tried to go with that. But he told me that I had a 
special purpose, different from the others.” 
 “What?” 
 “He… he never said.”  
 “I see.” Both were quiet for a moment.  
 “So…” Brandis looked over, “How extensive are your powers?” 
 “Good enough,” She replied. 
 “Got any tricks?”  
 “Sure.” Sharwin lifted her hand up and ran it above Brandis’ head. His hair lifted up a bit 
and followed her hand.  
 “Wow.” Brandis was astonished, “That is so messed up.” Sharwin moved her hand back 
down and touched his arm, shocking him.  
 “What can you do?” She asked.  
 Brandis quickly fixed his hair to the best of his abilities and shrugged. “Well,” He began, 
“I dunno really. I’m fast—faster than I thought I was. Stronger, too. Ever since I beat Krug I’ve 
been feeling better. I doubt I’d normally be able to climb the mountain before and yet I…” 
 “Yeah, I saw you with that wolf, earlier. Your reflexes are fast for someone of your non-
expertise. But I meant anything you can do.” Sharwin reminded him. 
 “Well, I can take down a winged beast pretty well. I even killed a Wyvern in one shot 
once; I—” 
 “I figured that much out rather early, Mister Skyhunter.” 
 “Look, it’s just a last name!” 
 “Oh, I’m sure Master Woo’s last name is Skyhunter.” 
 Brandis shrugged.  
 “Alright. It was coined by the folks in GrassFields. But it’s what I do best.” He confessed, 
“Besides, what about you Wildborn? You must have had active parents.”  



 “Look, look! That was derived from a long time ago, okay!? It’s got nothing to do with 
me at all!” Sharwin made clear, pointing a finger at Brandis. 
 “Right, right.” Brandis yawned, “Well, anyway, not that I climbed a mountain today or 
anything, but I’m kind of tired, y’know?”  
 “Oh, sorry to keep you.” She hopped up and went for the door, “Well, good ni—hey, 
what’s your jewel doing over here on the desk? I thought you were supposed to keep that 
hidden? You’ve got flipping Guardians of Othkurik clawing for it everywhere we go, oughtn’t 
you keep it safe?”  
 Brandis looked over at it, “Oh… no big deal. I think it’s safe here.”  
 “You’re sure? Master Woo gave that to you.” That being said, Sharwin left, closing the 
door.  
 Brandis looked over at it. Master Woo… my father gave that to me… Charos gave it to 
him… How much dependence are people willing to put on me? 
 He got up and went over picked up the jewel and put it back on his necklace. Then he 
turned and went back to bed.  
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 “All is in order, then.” Concan assured as the group prepared to leave the next day, “We 
are in your debt, Brandis. It’s the least we could do to return the favor when you need us. I wish 
you luck.” 
 Master Woo bowed, “It is the least we could do. We must return to Sohenberg, now. 
Farewell.”  
 Concan nodded, “I will send you an escort down the mountain. My Sentinels know the 
way best. You will find the climb down much easier. Farewell.”  
 It was much easier. Concan’s Sentinels led the way down the icy paths, clearly expertise 
at their job. Any place that could not be descended by foot the Kyrie simply flew them across, as 
they were plenty strong enough to carry Brandis and his friends across the dangerous glacier 
gorges. Before long, Brandis found himself at the foot of the Glacier Mountain. 
 The Sentinels turned to him, “You will be okay from here?” 
 The half-elf nodded, “Yes, thanks for your help.” 
 The winged beings turned and flew back from where they had come. Brandis turned to 
his friends, “So, where now?”  
 His father began walking East, “We return to Sohenberg. Chardris will be waiting on 
news of our success.”  
 “Works for me.” Sharwin began to follow the old man. Brandis shrugged and went along 
with the plan. The route back to Sohenberg did not pose nearly as big of a problem as the long 
climb he had just endured. The squads of drow that had been there earlier were now gone, 
leaving only the occasional group of monsters to pose any danger. Luckily, Brandis specialized 
in hunting many of the beasts, and Sharwin and Master Woo could well enough take care of 
themselves. It didn’t take long to reach the city.  
  
 Chardris was in Master Woo’s house, pacing back and forth and seemingly talking to 
nobody when Brandis came in. 
 “Yes. Of course. Tell Emiroon I’ll be there. Oh, hold on a second. Brandis just returned.” 
The elf turned to greet them, “Brandis! I trust everything went well.” 



 “Indeed,” Master Woo walked in and took a seat, “Concan assures us that we can count 
on him, but it looks like Othkurik has found a way to get to his secret fortress. We must be 
quick…” 
 “Of course,” Chardris looked back at Brandis, “On that note, it seems that we have 
trouble to the East. The Desert Mountains, naturally.”  
 “What’s so important about those?” Brandis couldn’t help but ask, “They’re in the desert.”  
 “They also act as a natural barrier between the Sohen Plains and Othkurik’s headquarters 
in Drow City by Mount Bejottin. If Othkurik controls them, then it will be much easier to move 
an invasion force through than by having to squeeze them through the area North of the 
Mountains by the city of Romenus. Also, the town of Tirrej lies at the foot of the Desert 
Mountains. They might be able to help us a bit; Emiroon is there, along with the rest of my 
group.”  
 While Brandis stood there, trying to make sense of all that, Chardris looked up again and 
seemed to speak to someone else, “Don’t worry. We’ll see what we can do. Really?”  
 “Who are you talking to?” Sharwin asked him. 
 “My teacher and leader. He can communicate with us elves through mind links. He’d like 
to meet both of you.” He got up, “It seems we’re in trouble. Emiroon’s going to summon me to 
Tirrej.”  
 And with that, there was a burst of bright light and he was gone. Brandis fell down, 
“Whoa! How’d he do that?”  
 Master Woo helped him up, “The elves can do many things. Chardris and his friends are 
wizards; they specialize in a great many magical abilities. I’m afraid you wouldn’t be able to 
learn them due to your lack of pure elven blood. Anyway, you ought to go help him. Othkurik 
will have many forces stationed on the Desert Mountains. I fear Chardris’ help will not be 
enough.”  
 Brandis thought about it, then nodded, “I suppose. This isn’t the time to start getting lazy. 
What are you going to do?”  
 Master Woo got up and headed for the door. “I have friends I must meet at Lakeside, 
North of here. DeathWalker 10000’s actions have worried me about something, and I must 
attend to the problem post-haste. If I am not at Sohenberg when you return, then you should look 
for me there. Understand?”  
 “Yes.”  
 “Very well. You should go, then.” The old man left. 
 Sharwin watched him go and then shrugged, “Busy, busy, busy… Can’t someone else 
handle all this stuff?” 
 Brandis got up and walked for the door, “I guess that’s what we’re doing all this stuff for. 
We could use a few more allies, after all.”  
 “Well… yeah, I suppose.” She followed him out. 
 
 Tirrej wasn’t too far from Sohenberg, but it sure felt like a long way. The boiling sun was 
near unbearable, and the terrain became unmanageable as Brandis and Sharwin ventured closer 
to the town. The monsters also became more and more pesky as the two travelled closer to the 
mountains. By the time they even reached the town, Brandis felt more like he was going there for 
help than he was to help them.  
 It was a small village, with an open marketplace that was mostly deserted (lololololol…) 
and another passageway leading to a different part of town. Other than that, it didn’t seem too 



different from GrassFields, only more hot and dry. The town had obviously seen better days than 
today, however, as the street before Brandis was littered with several red, devilish Kyrie. Many 
were wielding deadly looking axes and had sinister armor. They may have been the same species 
as the Sentinels, but Brandis didn’t like the looks of them. Lucky for him, they were already dead. 
Other than that, the town seemed relatively empty.  
 “Brandis, I presume.” An elf came from the other passageway. He was wearing a yellow 
cloak and had a staff, just like Chardris and Emiroon. He was a little shorter, however, and more 
friendly looking than the other elves—less serious, if you will.  
 “Ah, yes.” The half-elf straightened up, in the event that this elf was Chardris’ leader or 
perhaps the leader of the town, and he didn’t want to disrespect either. Sharwin was less willing. 
 “Why’d you call us all the way out here if you didn’t really need our help!?” She 
demanded, motioning at all the bodies littering the ground. Brandis assumed that the evil looking 
Kyrie were indeed some of Othkurik’s soldiers and that Sharwin knew more about the situation 
than he did. Of course, that seemed to apply in all areas of life with all people, nowadays. Except 
fighting, naturally.  
 The yellow cloaked elf shrugged, “Sorry ‘bout that. We got a bigger problem, anyway. 
Ulginesh will brief you at the town sanctuary. He’s our leader. Arkmer’s the name, by the way.” 
He extended a gloved hand toward Brandis.  
 Brandis had shaken several hands over the last few days, but he always appreciated some 
extra help, so he went on ahead anyway. “Brandis Skyhunter, as I’m sure you know. This is 
Sharwin Wildborn.”  
 Arkmer grinned, “It’s a pleasure; both of you. Now come right this way. Time is of the 
essence.” He turned and walked down the hall from where he had come from before.  
 Brandis looked at Sharwin, “Well, I guess we should follow…” 
 The eladrin was already walking on ahead, “No dip. This place is a ghost town. What’s 
here worth saving, anyway?”  
 Brandis hurried after her. She had already caught up with Arkmer, who was headed for a 
peculiar looking building in the center of that part of the town. It appeared to be of more 
significance than the other structures from the design, perhaps serving some noble or religious 
housing. The other buildings seemed empty and dusty as well. The only other presence was two 
other elves by the entrance of the main structure, one of which Brandis recognized to be Emiroon. 
The other was female; she had brown hair and was dressed primarily in blue. Like every other elf 
Brandis had met that was with Chardris’ group, she had a staff: wooden, and far less fancy than 
Emiroon’s or Arkmer’s. As Arkmer approached the important looking building, he held out his 
hand and motioned toward the other two. 
 “I’m told you have already met Emiroon, have you not, Brandis?”  
 “I have. Good to see you, Emiroon.”  
 Emiroon nodded, “And you as well, Brandis.” 
 “Yeah, yeah.” Arkmer pushed Emiroon aside and then turned next to the other elf, “This 
is Jorhdawn. She specializes in fire magic, just like Chardris.”  
 Jorhdawn bowed a little, “It’s a pleasure to meet both of you.”  
 “Likewise,” Brandis turned back to Arkmer, “What do you specialize in?”  
 “I specialize in BEATDOWN!!” He replied, jumping up and elbow-dropping an invisible 
enemy.  
 Emiroon laughed. “No, you specialize in being short.” He corrected, holding his hand 
over Arkmer’s head, noting the difference in their heights.  



 “I’m not short!” Arkmer complained, jamming his staff into Emiroon’s stomach, 
knocking him over, “I’m perfectly normal! I just slouch, that’s all! You’re just freakishly tall!”  
 The door opened to the building just then, and out stepped Chardris. He promptly turned 
to Arkmer and Emiroon before saying a word to Brandis. 
 “Cut that out, you two.” He snapped, “There’ll be plenty of time to mess around later.”  
 “It was him,” Emiroon gasped, starting to get up, “Not me…” 
 Chardris ignored him and turned his attention back to Brandis, “Glad you’re here, 
Brandis. You as well, Sharwin. I assume you’ve already met Arkmer and Jorhdawn, my 
apprentice, here.”  
 Brandis nodded. Sharwin looked around and then back at Chardris, “Hey, since we seem 
to be done with the introductions: why’d you have us come all the way up here? I can see you 
didn’t need our help with these Kyrie. It’s really hot, if you didn’t notice.” 
 The elf only turned and began heading back inside the building, “Yes, we did handle the 
Minion problem here in Tirrej; they were harassing the townspeople here. But it seems that we 
have a bigger problem. Othkurik may not need to control this town, after all. Follow me, 
Ulginesh wishes to meet you both.”  
 Without saying a word, the other elves followed Chardris. Arkmer turned back as he went, 
“Well, come on, then!”  
 Brandis looked at Sharwin and shrugged, “I guess so.” The two ventured into the building 
right behind the elves. It was dark, but not for long. The structure seemed to only have one room: 
a large, dome-like chamber lit by several candles scattered about the sides of the walls. In the 
middle of the room was an elf on some sort of white, winged horse. He turned slightly as the 
half-elf entered the room. 
 “Greetings, Brandis Skyhunter and Sharwin Wildborn. I’ve been waiting for you.” The 
horse turned and faced them. The elf riding it continued to speak. “I am Ulginesh, the leader of 
our little band of wizards. We are at your service against the black dragon. Unfortunately, I am 
not quite so fit for battle as my friends. Come, I have something for you, Brandis.”  
 “Okay.” Brandis walked over to Ulginesh. The other elves stood off to the side, eyes 
closed and silent. He figured they were probably talking to Ulginesh in their minds, though, not 
some religious silence. He looked up at the elf. He seemed to have some sort of wisdom in his 
eyes, much like Master Woo, but not so old-looking.  
 “Much depends on you, Brandis. We should be good friends, then. However, as you are a 
half-elf, our communications by mind are broken.” He extended a hand, holding out a golden 
amulet, “This will fix that. As long as you keep this amulet, we will be able to talk, even if a 
thousand miles are between us.”  
 Brandis reached out and took the strange object and slowly turned it in his hands. It 
didn’t seem to have anything magical about it, but he held onto it anyway. Ulginesh smiled and 
was silent.  
 Can you hear me, Brandis? 
 Brandis jumped at first, the oddity of having someone else thinking in his own head 
startling him. Having recollected himself, the half-elf closed his eyes and thought. 
 Yeah, I can hear you.  
 Excellent. We can communicate anytime. Call to me, and I will assist you however I can, 
whenever I can. 
 Okay. Sounds good to me. 



 Very well. We must talk openly, now. I’m afraid your friend Sharwin cannot partake in 
these conversations.  
 Brandis opened his eyes and glanced back at the eladrin. She was looking at him weird. 
He shrugged and mouthed the word “what?” Ulginesh and the other elves opened their eyes and 
the former broke the silence.  
 “Forgive us, Sharwin. It seems that you have no pure elven blood in you. Without that, I 
cannot craft a working amulet for you, too. Regardless, let us talk strategy. It seems that 
Othkurik has a base further up the mountain, South of this place. It may serve as a passing point 
through the mountains for Othkurik’s forces. We cannot allow that. Lucky for us, we had a 
chance to see our adversaries with this recent attack. Those red Kyrie—the Minions of Utgar 
they have long been known as. They are one of the regiments of Othkurik’s army, led by the 
Guardian Taelord. I suspect that they have been tasked with control of this base, as they have 
long guarded the Desert Mountains for Othkurik anyway.” 
 “Therefore?” Sharwin asked, “How does this involve us, then? It’s clear that you can take 
care of yourselves.”  
 “Simple,” Chardris replied, “We go after this base and Taelord. Minions of Utgar are 
winged creatures. Brandis can help us with that. It is his area of expertise, after all.”  
 “Besides, Arkmer and Emiroon are too scared to try unless we have someone who’s 
already killed a Guardian.” Jorhdawn added.  
 Arkmer shook his fist at her, “That’s not true! We’re fine—really!”  
 Brandis rubbed the back of his head, “Look—that was more Sharwin and Mogrimm than 
it was me. I just, well, finished the job.” I guess I should have thought more before killing Krug, 
he thought, It’s made me way too famous. People shouldn’t really put that much faith in me. It 
was only one of eight, after all. 
 Care to make it two? We really do need your help. Ulginesh’s thoughts poured into his 
head, And people ought to put faith in you. You are the bearer of that jewel; a half-elf who stands 
between the U.S.E. and Othkurik himself. Who else could stand in his way more?  
 You could. You seem to have quite the merry band here. 
 Perhaps, but I cannot fight, and my elves cannot lead themselves. Chardris is a good man, 
but he is not a complete leader. Who will lead the group when I am gone or not there to tell them 
where to go, what to do, what to believe in? I sense that you are the one for this job—not just for 
my elves, but for everyone in Ensterek. Why else would Master Woo give you that gem? There 
were far safer places than in his young son’s hands when he needed to hide it.  
 Look, let’s not get carried away here. I will help you, but to say I am destined to lead the 
entire country against Othkurik—well, that’s just ridiculous.  
 Many things on this earth are ridiculous. All of them are still real. Brandis looked up at 
the mounted elf. He seemed to have a strange glow about his eyes as he looked down at the half-
elf. Brandis was silent, finally nodding.  
 “We’ll go. I’ll help.”  
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 The journey to the Desert Mountains was hot, sticky, dry, and generally unpleasant. 
Travelling up the mountains, however, was surprisingly different. The crags of rock everywhere 
aside the mountain trail cast shade everywhere, often hiding the sun and its heat. This did create 
a new problem, though. Enemies. Every time what little sunlight could be seen splotching the 
path was momentarily covered, all eyes went to the sky to see if the passing thing was an animal 



or a pack of Minions. Every time a rock fell somewhere, everyone had to lay low while someone, 
usually Emiroon or Sharwin, would see what had caused it. Everywhere Brandis felt uneasy. As 
he looked about, he could see he was not alone in his suspicions. Chardris looked back and forth 
increasingly often. Emiroon jumped at nearly every sound, which caused Arkmer to soon begin 
coughing or sniffing on purpose to startle him. He strode on casually, as if nothing was wrong, 
but Brandis was sure that he was frightened, too. The elf’s hood prevented Brandis from seeing 
his expression, though. The entire walk, Sharwin had her dagger out, and her eyes often darted 
back and forth at anything suspicious.  
 Regardless of all this, it was eerily quiet, which soon turned into peacefully quiet. 
Brandis spent most of the long walk up the mountain talking to Jorhdawn, as he didn’t get too 
much time to know about her from the visit in Tirrej alone, and he would rather do that than find 
out about Arkmer. That conversation might get too loud.  
 “So,” Brandis began as he did most conversations, “You’re Chardris’ apprentice, huh?” 
 “Yes,” The elf replied, “Just as Chardris was Ulginesh’s apprentice.”  
 “Was?” 
 “Of course, he passed the rite of mastery and became a full elven wizard. That was many 
years ago, before I was alive.”  
 “So then Arkmer and Emiroon… are they apprentices, too?”  
 “No. They are Chardris’ friends. From Elf City. They also completed their training many 
years ago.”  
 Brandis became curious, “Well, how long does that training take?”  
 “Sometimes as long as thirty years. Chardris says I have potential, but still a long way to 
go. And with Othkurik around these days, I fear there may not be a rite of passage to go to when 
we return to Elf City.” She sounded sad. 
 Brandis did the math. “So then you’re really young for an elf.” He figured, “How old is 
Chardris?” 
 “He is almost three hundred years old. And Ulginesh is so old, he served in the Great 
War over five hundred years ago. That is when he lost his ability to fight; he can barely even 
walk.”  
 “He doesn’t look it.” 
 “Some elves may live a very long time. If all goes well, Ulginesh will live many more 
years, but he is one of the last elves alive from the Great War.”  
 “What was the Great War?” 
 “It is very much what it sounds like: a war between two major countries many, many 
years ago—Ensterek and Crommica. They say the enemy had very advanced weapon technology, 
but limited numbers and resources. The three dragons united Ensterek and defeated them. Then 
they split up again, and Ensterek dissolved into the many kingdoms it is today.” 
 “Why?” 
 “I don’t know, but it was a terrible war. Never before or again were so many elves and 
Men lost.”  
 A terrible war, huh? Brandis thought. 
 Ulginesh’s voice came into his head with a reply, Yes, even Othkurik could not reanimate 
the destruction I saw in my service. Nearly everyone in my battalion was killed.  
 I’m sure he intends to try. 
 The technology as well as the population and territories had grown too large—the 
dragons ended the war more than they won it. No plunder or lands were taken.  



 “Anyway,” Jorhdawn continued, “After the war, the elves pulled all the way back to Elf 
City, where they were safe, before Sonlen led most of them back out.” 
 “Safe?” 
 “The forest is dense and nearly impassible by those who do not know the way. The only 
other access point is the river. Only the elves that live there and the animals that live in the 
forests and jungles around the city can navigate their way through. Othkurik could never get us 
there.”  
 “Well, what if one of the elves there became drow and switched sides?” 
 “The elves who live there are too wise to do that, Brandis.” 
 “Just a thought…”  
 Chardris held his arm up to signal the rest of the group. “Hold up,” He warned, “We may 
have a winner here.” 
 In front of the group was a small cave entrance. Far above the cliff where the tunnel was 
there was a small fortress, jutting out from the rocks. It didn’t look too accessible—all the way 
up there and no front door in sight.  
 “How the heck do we get in there?” Brandis asked, “We’re gonna have to climb, aren’t 
we?” 
 The castle is built into the cliffs. The caves are connected to the fortress basements, 
Ulginesh explained, That way more than flying soldiers can pass through. 
 I see. 
 Chardris nodded toward the cave entrance and the group silently went in. Very much 
unlike the tunnels in Rokdecia, the cave floor almost instantly became pavement, and before long 
the walls were lined with torches, lighting the area significantly. Clearly the castle above had 
been built further down than it seemed.  
 Sharwin looked around and shrugged, “How could no one figure out they were building 
this? Sonlen could have wrecked this place long before it was completed! Is everyone West of 
here suicidal?”  
 “Sonlen has far less control over this region than he likes to have everyone think,” 
Chardris reminded her. 
 “That’s why Tirrej was nearly defenseless,” Arkmer added, “The coward has nearly his 
whole army holed up in Sohenberg; because they’ll need them if Othkurik attacks, but mostly to 
make him look more impressive to the people living there.” He spat.  
 “There’s no need for spitting,” Emiroon told him. 
 “I know, but this is their base. I don’t care.” 
 “But it’s still disgusting.” 
 “We’re on the verge of freaking war! I think it’s okay to spit just once.” 
 “Shut up, both of you!” Sharwin snapped, “They’re coming…” 
 Everyone went silent and listened. The sound of footsteps could be faintly heard at a 
considerable distance, although Brandis had a harder time hearing than everyone else, probably 
due to his non-elven blood. Chardris looked over his shoulder at everyone, “Out of sight! Hurry!” 
 The group scrambled for the darkest corner available. Luckily the part-cave, part-castle 
hallways were full of darker spots, and the six friends hid easily despite their numbers. Growing 
louder by the second, the sound of footsteps continued to advance toward them until finally a 
group of devilish Kyrie walked past. They seemed at ease, but they looked quite menacing. Dark 
helmets covered nearly all their faces, much unlike the other Kyrie Brandis had seen, and they 



carried large shields and axes. They looked dangerous—even their shields looked dangerous. 
Brandis caught some of their conversation as they passed by. 
 “Stay on your guard,” One grunted to the others, “The squad sent to Tirrej perished, and 
Taelord thinks we might get some company soon. Keep your eyes peeled.” 
 “They told me it was only a few elves—not even U.S.E. soldiers.” One of the other 
Minions boasted, “They wouldn’t ever think of assaulting us here. It’d leave the town wide open 
for attack.”  
 “Regardless, Othkurik wants this fortress in tip top shape. I heard he said it was very 
important for something—I mean other than acting as a base for us Minions.”  
 “Hmph. Let the dragon do what he wants. As long as I get some blood on my hands 
before this is all over. Blasted elves—they’ll pay for thinking they can mess with us.” 
 The group of Minions were now standing still while they talked, hardly any distance from 
the elves hiding from them. It soon became obvious that they planned on halting the patrol till 
they finished their conversation. While Brandis somewhat enjoyed listening to what soldiers on 
the other side were thinking, they weren’t about to make any progress at the rate they were going.  
 Sharwin reacted first. She silently slipped through the shadows without so much as a 
creak or echo. Quietly slinking out of the darkness, the eladrin soon had moved behind the 
Minions without drawing their attention. Brandis wondered why she didn’t take the opportunity 
to arcane bolt them all on the spot, but she seemed to know what she was doing. Maintaining her 
silence, Sharwin crept down the hallway and out of sight. Brandis had no idea what she was 
doing, but he figured that he’d probably cause less destruction if he stayed put.  
 Only a moment later, in spite of all the stealth, he heard the unmistakable sound of 
Sharwin tapping her foot on the floor up ahead. The tapping sound echoed through the halls, 
making a considerable amount of noise. Immediately the Minions ceased their casual chatter and 
turned. 
 “Over there! It might be them!” The devils began heading in that direction, their backs to 
Brandis and his elven friends. Jorhdawn wasted no time. She held her staff out in front of her and 
instantly the group of Minions burst into flame in a giant explosion that nearly made Brandis 
jump out of his skin, if that’s entirely plausible. The Kyrie howled with pain, clawing at their 
bodies and writhing around. But the beasts were tougher than Brandis imagined. They whirled 
around and roared, raising their singed weapons and rushing forward. Arkmer and Emiroon 
leaped out from their hiding places and responded to the attack quickly.  
 Arkmer rushed into action, swinging his staff and slamming it into a Minion’s stomach 
and then whirling around and finishing it off with a swiftly cast burst of magic. Emiroon ran in 
and, ducking to avoid the Kyrie’s deadly blade, drew a sword and sliced the soldier open. The 
last foe spread his wings and flew straight for Arkmer. The elf reacted lightning fast, spinning 
and kicking the monster back and, again, blasting it with more magic. The effective 
counterattack finished off the squad, and the hall grew quiet again.  
 Sharwin walked back out into the open. “You couldn’t take them out more quietly, could 
you?” She complained. 
 Chardris walked out, “I’m sorry. Jorhdawn can’t control her magic quite as effectively as 
I can. I’m afraid the fight was unavoidable.” 
 Jorhdawn hung her head, “I apologize. I thought it would be enough to finish them in one 
blow.” 
 Sharwin glanced at the bodies, “Minions of Utgar are very hard to kill. Even magic can 
sometimes be too weak for their defenses. Anyway, let’s keep going. Where will Taelord be?” 



 Emiroon took the lead, “Ulginesh says it’ll be further up and ahead of here. Near the top 
of the castle. Above ground. Keep an eye out for windows.”  
 Brandis followed, “Right.” He felt a little unsettled by the winged creatures’ stamina, but 
he may as well help while he was there. The group moved quickly along, and before long 
Emiroon happened upon a smallish spiral staircase. 
 Here we are, Ulginesh confirmed. 
 “Right, then.” Brandis proceeded cautiously up the stairs. It was a particularly long climb. 
It was also eerily quiet, despite the struggle not too long ago. Only the occasional flutter of wings 
far off in the distance broke the silence. Chardris peeked around every corner with the utmost 
watchfulness.  
 He looked back at the group, “It’s too quiet. I suspect they know we’re here.” 
 “I’m sorry. I didn’t think we would make that much noise.” Jorhdawn apologized. 
 “It doesn’t matter,” Sharwin whispered, “They’d find out sooner or later, anyway.” 
  Brandis stopped and listened intently. He could hear the faint sound of footsteps in the 
distant background, and the slight noise of armor clinking quietly. “Hold up,” he murmured, “I 
think we’ve got company…” 
 Everyone shut up and quieted down to listen. Sure enough, there was indeed something 
headed in that direction. The sound of voices soon followed. 
 “Hurry it up! The last thing we need right now is trouble. Lord Othkurik’s not pleased 
with the current progress as is.” A group of seven Kyrie walked by, six Minions surrounding a 
seventh red Kyrie. She seemed different than the others, having black wings and different armor. 
Something about her made Brandis feel uneasy, at least unlucky. She had three glowing glyphs 
on her arm, shield shaped ones even brighter blue than the ones he had seen earlier.  
 Be careful, Brandis, Ulginesh warned, That’s one of Taelord’s officers. Keep your guard 
up. 
 But it’s not the Guardian, right? 
 No, but it doesn’t have to be. Some foes are stronger than others. 
 Right… Should I take out the others first?  
 You have friends… make good use of them, and you will find your fights much easier. 
 Brandis looked at his friends and nodded, and then he readied an arrow and took aim at 
the passing squad. He waited a moment, then took the shot at one of the passing Minions. The 
arrow whizzed through the air, quickly accompanied by an array of other sorts of magic. Another 
fiery explosion ensued as well as an arcane bolt and yet another fireball. The group of devilish 
Kyrie dispersed immediately, three of the minions dead and two of the others severely wounded. 
Emiroon quickly ran over, slashing at one of the devils to repel him and then lifting his staff high. 
A burst of light flashed from the holy gem on the top and out of nowhere there was Arkmer. He 
didn’t waste a second, kicking, punching, jabbing, and even smacking at the enemies around him. 
The elf was like a whirlwind, Minions flying this way and that around him (well, not really). 
 “Ho boy! I rule!” He boasted, “Check it out!” 
 Suddenly he stopped and clutched the sides of his head and began screaming in pain. The 
elf fell to his knees, seemingly unable to control himself.  
 “Arkmer!!” Emiroon ran over and tried to help his friend, quite unable to find the 
problem. The black-winged Kyrie had risen to her feet, a strange glow emitting from her. She 
floated over slowly, pieces of the defense glyphs falling from her arm. Arkmer stopped clutching 
his head and collapsed. The Kyrie drew a black sword and pointed it at Brandis.  
 “Fools,” she proclaimed, “Taelord will have your souls for this.”  



 Sharwin leaped at the enemy without bothering to reply, swiping her dagger rapidly at all 
the least armored spots. The Kyrie dodged each swipe in stride, blocking some with bursts of 
bluish energy from her glyphs. Brandis hopped up and dashed over to assist. He caught up just as 
the devil swung her blade at Sharwin, moving in the way and blocking the attack with his bow 
(since it seemed durable enough to block most attacks). Sharwin took this in stride and instantly 
ducked down and swung her leg around in a tripping motion.  
 “Ack!” Brandis jumped, barely avoiding the sweeping attack himself. The Kyrie fell over 
and Sharwin leaped back up, flipping over Brandis and bringing down her weapon onto the 
devilish warrior. Another burst of energy blocked the attack, but it seemed that the glyphs were 
now out of steam, and the charms continued to crumble until there were none left. The Kyrie’s 
eyes widened as she realized she was out of defense spells. 
 Sharwin turned around again, “Now Brandis!” she shouted. Brandis lowered his bow and 
aimed an arrow directly at the fallen foe. He released the projectile and then turned and walked 
over to Arkmer, not sticking around to see what he had done to the enemy. The other elves were 
gathered around Arkmer’s limp body, all with concerned looks on their faces. 
 “Is he okay?” Brandis inquired, gazing down at the poor chap. 
 Jorhdawn looked up, “He’s dead.”  
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 Brandis recoiled in surprise, “Dead!? How?”  
 Chardris got up, “Mitonsoul, I’d presume. That Kyrie’s armor had runes all over it, cast 
in with the ore when they crafted it.”  
 “What are we going to do? Leave him here?” 
 The elf got up and walked back to the stairs they had just came from, “There may still be 
time to bring him back…” 
 Confused, Brandis looked at the body, “But he’s dead…” 
 “We’d need Sturla potion. If the body hasn’t been dead for too long, we can use it to 
resurrect him. I should have thought to buy some before we came—these are the Minions of 
Utgar and Taelord we’re dealing with, after all.” 
 Sharwin walked over, clearly pocketing some scavenged gold without telling the others, 
“But we don’t have any Sturla.” 
 “Wait; how long have there been potions that can bring back the dead?” Brandis asked, 
wondering why nobody ever told him about these things.   
 “We’ll send someone back with him,” Jorhdawn proposed, everyone ignoring Brandis, 
“And when he’s all good and fit again, Emiroon can summon both of them back here.”  
 “Good thinking. I will take him back to Tirrej” Chardris decided. Turning to Brandis, he 
nodded, “I’m counting on you to take care of Taelord if we don’t get back in time. Ulginesh will 
inform Emiroon when we’re ready.” 
 “‘Kay, you got it.” The half-elf assured him. With that, Chardris took Arkmer and then 
his leave, hurrying out quickly. Jorhdawn and Emiroon got back on their feet and glanced over at 
Brandis.  
 “Uh…” He scratched the side of his head, glancing over at Sharwin to see if he was 
supposed to be doing something, “Let’s go. Keep going, I mean.”  
 “No dip,” Sharwin went on ahead. Brandis shrugged and followed her, his elven friends 
right behind him. The castle seemed even bigger on the inside, its halls winding this way and that 
long before the stairs would appear. Luckily, Sharwin was at the head of the group and thus most 



movement was spent being stealthy and avoiding trouble. It still took awhile, but eventually 
some particularly important looking stairs came up. It even had two Minion sentries in front, 
guarding the entrance. The two looked up as soon as they sensed they were not alone. 
 “It’s them! The party of elves Runa said were here!” One shouted in alarm. 
 “Retreat further back; they outnumber us here. Protect Taelord!” The other ordered. They 
both promptly fled further in.  
 Sharwin approached the now vacant stairway without caution, “Smart move. Too bad it 
won’t matter.” 
 “Let’s not get cocky,” Brandis reminded her, “We just killed one Guardian. We’re not 
guaranteed all of a sudden.” 
 “Ah, yes… of course we’re not.” She mused, “Let’s be going, then.” 
 The group continued up the stairwell without any further ado. Brandis took the lead and 
headed up first. He came out into a large room, most highly decorated, with bright torches and 
gold ornaments every here or there. There was a large platform making up most of the room 
where another black winged Kyrie (male this time, presumably Taelord) sat on a throne 
decorated with bat wing and spider web designs. The other two Minion sentries were there also, 
weapons drawn and shields raised. Brandis would have guessed that the room was meant for 
Othkurik should he be there, but the throne was too small to seat a dragon, so he figured that this 
Taelord must be tidier than most Minions.  
 The Guardian looked up and laughed, “Ah! Brandis Skyhunter! I was hoping I’d get a 
chance to get you, but I never expected you to come here for me. I am Taelord, one of the Eight 
Guardians of Othkurik. I’ll be taking that jewel now… Othkurik has many plans for it, and I see 
you don’t seem to be in need of it.” 
 “What does Othkurik need my jewel for!?” Brandis asked, getting ready to fight. 
 Taelord laughed, “Heck, I don’t know, but what Othkurik wants Othkurik gets. And he’s 
asked me specifically to take it from you and bring it to him. As if that wasn’t enough, you killed 
Krug, a sacred Guardian of Othkurik and one of my closest friends. Now, enough talk! Give it to 
me!!” the Kyrie rose from his throne, which then sank into the ground and vanished. He drew a 
sword and held it out in front of him. 
 “Althreti fos threnrir kin GREDULIKAI!” He shouted in some foreign tongue, several 
bursts of red energy surging forth from the blade in his hand. It then continued to glow the 
bloody shade of color, a strange aura ebbing and flowing from it.  
 “I’ll show you the ancient unrivaled power of Utgar!” The Guardian boasted. 
 Immediately he took to the sky and dove for Brandis, slashing at the half-elf as he flew. 
Brandis recoiled and fell over, the Kyrie’s blade barely missing him. Even then, he could hear 
the sound of the sword slicing through the empty air, and it made him shudder. It was clearly an 
incredibly sharp weapon. The Guardian soared overhead and circled back around, landing by his 
Minion sentries. Brandis looked back at his companions, “Don’t get sliced.”  
 Everyone climbed up onto the platform and got into position—Sharwin and Emiroon in 
the front and Brandis and Jorhdawn in the back. Taelord spat and began advancing on the group, 
“C’mon, half-elf! Fight like a man! Face-to-face!” 
 Brandis responded by firing an arrow at the Kyrie. The Guardian laughed and deflected 
the arrow with his sword, starting to charge forward. Sharwin reacted fast, rushing to meet him 
and slipping behind him while spinning back around. She drew her dagger and stabbed Taelord 
in the back, continuing to electrocute him. He howled with rage and fell over, breathing heavily 
but not done yet. The other Minions of Utgar ran up to Sharwin, swinging at her with their 



deadly axes. The eladrin ducked down and hopped back up, kicking one under his chin. Emiroon 
ran up beside her and blocked the second attack with his sword. 
 While the sentry was recovering from the deflected attack, the elf turned to Jorhdawn and 
yelled, “Rain or Fire! Now!” He then grabbed Sharwin’s hand and dove out of the mess of 
enemies. Jorhdawn raised her staff and a volley of fireballs burst forth and flew at the group of 
enemies. The fire smashed into the red Kyrie and exploded, sending smoke and flames 
everywhere. 
 “Taelllooooorrrrrd!!!” The two Minions were flung back against the wall. They fell down 
and crumpled down, unable to fight further. As the smoke cleared, the Guardian slowly rose to 
his feet, amazingly able to fight.  
 He wiped his mouth and spat blood, “You shouldn’t have done that.” 
 He spread his wings and burst into the air again, flying over Sharwin and Emiroon and 
straight for the others. Brandis shot another arrow at the airborne enemy, but the Guardian 
swerved out of the way and flew past him. Taelord spun around as he flew and slammed his legs 
into the half-elf’s stomach, knocking him on the ground. The devil then continued to fly at 
Jorhdawn. The elf panicked and began to back up while trying to blast the Kyrie with more 
fireballs, but he was too swift in the air for that. Flying down and grabbing the elf, Taelord took 
to the skies once more and threw her back down.  
 Jorhdawn hit the ground, cried out in pain and did not get back up. Brandis staggered to 
his feet and groped around for his bow. Taelord made another pass around and flew in toward 
Brandis again. He stopped in front of the half-elf and flapped his mighty black wings, blowing 
the archer over again before slashing at him again with his sword.  
 “Brandis!” Sharwin rushed forward and barely blocked the attack with her dagger. 
Taelord laughed and pressed his sword down harder, beginning to overpower the eladrin. 
Sharwin gritted her teeth and held her weapon in both hands, trying not to get knocked over. A 
cruel smile crept over Taelord’s face as she did so, and he reached down and punched her in the 
stomach before hitting her head with the handle of his sword.  
 The Guardian raised his weapon and was again cut short, this time by Emiroon. The 
summoner raced up and swung his staff sideways into the Kyrie’s stomach, then followed up the 
blow with a quick slash to the arm. The devil barely flinched from the attack and immediately 
turned to face him. Emiroon stumbled back and assumed a defensive stance. This was good; 
because Taelord wasted no time: he began slashing and stabbing at the elf continuously. Keeping 
his distance, Emiroon managed to maintain blocking each attack. With each failed blow, the 
Guardian swung harder and harder, growing angrier.   
 “Get out of my way!!” He finally shouted, swinging his sword forth once more. Emiroon 
raised his sword to block, only to have the weapon knocked clean from his hands, the blade split 
in two. The elf backed up further, now only armed with his staff, against the wall as the Kyrie 
continued to advance. Brandis struggled to get back on his feet, grasping at his bow. 
 Now! All of you! Ulginesh’s voice popped into his head. 
 Grunting, the half-elf staggered to his feet and rushed at the Guardian, grabbing a handful 
of arrows from his quiver. He ran up and jammed the arrows into Taelord’s back, then ripping 
them out and stabbing again. The Kyrie’s skin was tougher than he thought, and he had trouble 
pulling the arrows out, so it was hard work, needless to say. But having arrows plunged into his 
back must have been a proper distraction, because the devil stopped advancing on Emiroon and 
began clawing at his back. This gave Emiroon the time he needed. Raising his staff the elf spoke 



some nonsense in an ancient language Brandis did not understand and a bright light burst forth 
from the weapon.  
 “Did ya miss me!?” A yellow blur shot out from the light and began pummeling Taelord 
with punches and jabs.  
 Brandis smiled, “Arkmer! Glad you’re back!”  
 The elf grinned obnoxiously, “You’ll find I don’t die easily when my friends lend me a 
hand. Now let’s finish this sucker!” He stopped his attack and hit the dirt, just as a large fireball 
flew from the light and smashed into the Guardian.  
 Chardris walked forward, dusting himself off, “Sorry I’m late…” 
 The sudden change from two to four proved quite effective on Taelord. Unable to deal 
with so many, the group began to continuously beat him down. Chardris launched fireballs into 
the air and brought them down on the Kyrie, and Brandis and Arkmer continued to pester him 
whilst Emiroon stood in the back and occasionally took the opportunity to hit the devil on the 
head with his staff. Finally Taelord dropped his sword and staggered backward, falling on his 
knees.  
 He shakily reached up and tore off his helmet, “Impossible… I cannot die here… in my 
own throne room… I am one of Lord Othkurik’s executives…”  
 Brandis picked up Taelord’s sword and glanced down at the warrior before him. Then he 
took a stance and cut the Guardian down, and turned away, dropping the sword. Taelord looked 
down at the deadly wound, “Lord Othkurik… I bleed this blood for you…” 
 His eyes closed and he collapsed. The second Guardian of Othkurik was dead. 
 “All right! Yes! All us men are so powerful!!” Arkmer cheered, jumping with glee. 
 “My sword…” Emiroon sighed, picking up the weapon and staring at it sadly.  
 Chardris walked over to Jorhdawn and helped her back on her feet. Brandis remembered 
Sharwin and decided to go help her out too. The eladrin was sitting up now, rubbing her head. 
 “You alright?” He asked, walking over to her. 
 “Owww…” She mumbled before looking up at him, “You hold pretty good in a fight, 
you know?” 
 He shrugged, “I had some help from Emiroon.” 
 “But you didn’t really need my help. That’s a first.” 
 “As if! I can hold my own in a fight! I beat you, after all.” 
 She smiled, “Ah, I let you win. Help me up, will you?” 
 Brandis helped her onto her feet and cast a glance at the elves. They were standing in a 
small group off to the side, as if they were in some sort of prayer. He figured that they were 
confirming the mission’s success to Ulginesh. Of course, Sharwin couldn’t partake in those talks, 
so he figured he’d best not join in their silent chatter.  
 “Look,” he offered, “you wanna, y’know, go outside for a breath of fresh air? There’s, 
um, dead people here, and all.” 
 “Sure, there’s gotta be some way to get on the roof of this place. I think this is the top 
floor and all.” Sharwin glanced around, examining the four corners of the room.  
 Sure enough, there was a small staircase in the corner of the room leading upward. The 
top of the castle stood tall above even the small surrounding mountains. The sun was just 
beginning to set, casting an orange shadow over the darkened terrain. In the distance, the faint 
flutter of wings could be heard as the Minions of Utgar flew around in the distance on their daily 
tasks. Sharwin walked over and sat down on one of the spaces between the dusty battlements, 
leaning back and rubbing her head. Brandis sat down next to her.  



 “How’s your head?” He inquired. 
 “A Guardian of Othkurik hit me with the handle of his sword,” she replied sarcastically, 
“It hurts.” 
 “Well, I suppose,” He gazed out at all the landscape before him. He could see Sohenberg 
from here, but it looked so small and insignificant. This place is merely a passageway to there? 
 He sighed, “So now we go back to Sohenberg and then to Lakeside to help Master Woo?” 
 Sharwin stopped rubbing her head, “Yup. Sounds that way.” 
 He rubbed his eyes, “Ugh… how many Guardians are there, again?” 
 “Eight.” 
 “And we’ve only killed two. And then there’s Othkurik. Man, we haven’t even scratched 
the surface.”  
 “Well, hey, we’ve killed two. That’s one fourth. I’d say we’re well on our way to 
becoming and Guardian-killing team! You and me!” 
 “You and me?” 
 She shrugged, “Well, yeah. I figured we were basically a team, now. Travelling the land, 
helping Master Woo and Ulginesh… you know? We got what it takes, I say.” 
 Brandis thought about it for a moment, “Yeah, I suppose…” 
 Sharwin looked thoughtful, “Now we just need a team name for us. Yeah! How about… 
like… ThunderStorm?” 
 He glanced over, “ThunderStorm?” 
 “Well, you know, I’m like all lightning… and you hunt flying beasts… like sky-oriented 
stuff. Sky and lightning. ThunderStorm, right?” 
 He didn’t think about it as much as she did, “That’s a dumb name.” 
 “What are you talking about!? That’s a great name!” 
 “I think you’re still not entirely well from getting hit on the head.” He leaned over and 
tapped the side of her head. 
 “Hey!” Responding rationally, she leaned over and pushed the half-elf over (don’t worry, 
not off the edge—the other side).  
 “Ow… you know, I’m not entirely well from that fight, either.” He got up and dusted 
himself off. 
 Brandis, where are you? Ulginesh’s voice called, We best be on our way… Taelord is 
dead, but it is still wise not to linger here. 
 Oh. Yeah, sure. He turned to his friend, “Chardris is ready to get going.” 
 “Hmm? Oh, yes. Your brain waves and stuff. I hope you don’t have any bad hidden true 
opinions of your elven friends…” the eladrin got up and began heading back. 
 Brandis stood by himself for a second or two, “Yeah…” 
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 “I can’t thank you enough for your help, you two.” Ulginesh welcomed Brandis and his 
friends back in Tirrej, “I’m glad you’re all safe.” 
 “Yeah; I wasn’t momentarily dead or anything.” Arkmer coughed. 
 “Beg pardon, Arkmer?” The mounted elf asked. 
 “Nothing, nothing. Please continue.” 
 “Regardless, I am afraid that we must part ways here, at least for the time being. We have 
business elsewhere, far from here and Sohenberg, and we need to get our friend Emiroon here a 
new sword.” 



 “Bummer,” Brandis shook his head, “Ah, well.” 
 Chardris crossed his arms, “Don’t be sad. We will meet again, I assure you.” 
 “Well then,” He shook the elf’s hand, “Until next time, guys.”  
 “Do not fear,” Ulginesh reminded him, “I will still be with you as long as you keep that 
amulet. Through me, you will be able to stay in touch with your friends. But for now, you must 
go. I sense that our work in the regions surrounding the Sohen Plains is far from over. Your 
father may still be in need of your assistance.”  
 “Fantastic,” Sharwin concluded hastily, “Well, since we are indeed seeing each other 
again, I suppose there’s no reason to drag out the good-byes. C’mon, Brandis. We’d best be 
going.” 
 Brandis nodded, “All right. See ya.” 
  
 Sohenberg was as busy as ever. The streets were bustling with all manners of elves, 
mostly U.S.E. soldiers. Brandis felt a little discredited knowing that none of them probably knew 
that he had just saved them all from Othkurik being able to travel through the Desert Mountains 
instead having to go around. It may have only bought time, but he still felt like he deserved some 
credit. Walking toward the alley where Master Woo’s place was, the half-elf and eladrin were 
stopped by Sonlen’s voice calling from the high post, “Brandis! Stop!” 
 “Ugh.” Brandis groaned before turning to meet the elven leader. Sonlen was up in his 
usual spot, with Syvarris at his side, the second-in-command elf looking contemplative while 
holding his decorated green bow in both hands.  
 Smiling mischievously, as if he had just found out something crucial to his plans or what-
not, Sonlen beckoned them over, “My scouts tell me that enemy activity around Tirrej has been 
suppressed and that the soldiers around the Desert Mountains have began to disperse. You 
wouldn’t happen to have had anything to do with that, would you?” 
 “Yeah,” Brandis answered boldly, “Othkurik had a castle-passage through the mountains. 
We liberated Tirrej and took out the forces controlling the region. Taelord is dead.” 
 The common chatter around the area quickly died down significantly as several of the 
elves nearby began to realize that the one stating this was the same half-elf who killed Krug. 
Sonlen glanced around at the bystanders, seemingly disappointed that they would concern 
themselves so with a half-elf.  
 He reached up and stroked the side of his dragon’s head, “I see… you’re getting yourself 
quite the reputation around here. Well, with two Guardians down, what do you plan on doing, 
now? I still won’t allow you to join the U.S.E.” 
  “You think I still want to join you? We have our own thing going, here. There are more 
people trying to fight Othkurik than you think.” Brandis countered.  
 “If you’re doing your own thing, then stop trying to interfere with mine.” Sonlen replied, 
turning away, “The U.S.E. can take care of itself. I will not allow inferior beings to help us when 
we don’t need it.” 
 “Forget it,” Sharwin turned and began heading back toward Master Woo’s house, 
“C’mon Brandis. Let’s not waste any more time here.”  
 Brandis turned and followed her. Master Woo’s house looked fairly deserted when the 
two came up to it, and the door was unlocked. Brandis cautiously went in and had a look around. 
Checking every room, the half-elf called out, “Hello? Master Woo?” 
 Sharwin walked over, “Blast. Looks like he’s not back yet.” 
 Brandis glanced back and shrugged, “Off to Lakeside, then?” 



 “Yup. No real reason to stay here…” 
 “How far away is it?” 
 “Ah, not too far. We should be fine.”  
 “All right, then.” The two proceeded to leave the old man’s dwelling.  
 
 Lakeside was North of Sohenberg, so the two had to travel all the way around the city 
wall just to begin heading up toward the town. The terrain stayed relatively grassy for most of 
the journey, splotches of dry ground and sand beginning to pop up the further North they went. 
Sure enough, Lakeside wasn’t too far a trek from Sohenberg. Before long, the area surrounding 
the town became visible. To the Northwest was some unnamed mountain range, anything West 
of there indistinguishable due to the sandstorms. Right by the mountains a giant lake stretched 
across much of the land before them, sparkling in the sunlight. To the East of the lake were a few 
more mountains scattered about, following along the side of the water then further onward till 
they hit the great river far to the East, by Romenus. Right by the lake (as the name implies) was 
the town of Lakeside. It was a decently small town, consisting of only a few buildings 
surrounded by a small outer wall. This far from the Sohen Plains, it was a desert town; although 
it was colder here than in Tirrej, the wind carrying the chill of the lake.  
 “Bingo.” Sharwin declared upon laying eyes on the town. Turning to Brandis, she gave a 
brief description, “Lakeside: small town neighboring the great lake. A province of Romenus, it 
serves as an oasis town for people passing through to Empiritet. Since it’s cut off right now from 
those storms, I can’t imagine there’s too many people there right now, so finding the old man 
shouldn’t be a particularly trying ordeal.” 
 Brandis glanced over at the storms hiding everything beyond them to the West, 
“Empiritet?” 
 She shrugged, “Oh, yeah. It’s you. Um… it’s a city North of here. Biggest city in 
Ensterek.” 
 “Elves?” 
 “No. Men, and some Kyrie, too.” 
 Brandis stroked his chin, “I don’t suppose they’re friendly?” 
 The eladrin gestured at the storms, “Well, I’d guess they could lend a hand. That is, once 
those sandstorms clear up. But, no, they’re not with Othkurik; they’re technically neutral. 
‘Course, everyone who’s not U.S.E. or with Othkurik is.” 
 Brandis looked back at Lakeside, “You seem to know a lot about this area. Been here 
before?” 
 “Huh? Oh, yeah.” 
 “Well, then lead the way. I don’t know anything about this town.” 
 “Fine.”  
 It was a short distance to the town from there. Two armored guards stood at the entrance 
to the town, casting suspicious looks at the two outsiders upon entering. They looked different 
from the Men at GrassFields, with decorated silver and red armor. But, they didn’t say anything, 
so Brandis kept his mouth shut. The town had a small dusty courtyard upon entering, with an inn 
to the left a ways, and a path forward and to the right, leading further in. It was fairly deserted, 
with a few people walking around, mostly some more of the armored Men, lighting the 
lampposts as it got darker.  
 Sharwin gestured toward the path leading right, “The shops are over that way. Interested 
in having a look?” 



 Brandis thought about it, “Sure, but let’s not go on a spending spree. I don’t have much.” 
Sadly, the Minions of Utgar had yielded little wealth in their fall, but the half-elf was certain that 
Sharwin would share the money she had taken earlier.  
 The eladrin agreed and so the two started off in that direction. The marketplace, too, was 
fairly vacant. There were a few shops here and there, shelves almost void of glyphs and potions. 
In the corner of the place stood another ninja. Sharwin turned to Brandis, “Look, since you have 
a thing with spending recklessly, I’m going to give you three coins. It’s not much, but it’s 
enough for something. Okay?” 
 “I don’t spend recklessly. I’m just… uh, unlucky.” Brandis explained. 
 “You’re an unlucky shopper?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Well, that’s not enough to convince me to give you more. Here ya go.” With that, she 
dropped three shiny gold coins into his palm, and walked off to spend her share. Brandis looked 
at the coins and shrugged halfheartedly, “Oh well. Better than nothing, I suppose.” 
 Looking around curiously, the half-elf glanced at each and every shiny item he saw. 
There were several nice looking things, but frankly he didn’t know how most glyphs worked and 
wasn’t willing to spend money to find out. Eventually something caught his eye: a shiny potion, 
glowing gold color and bottle filled to the brim. It looked very much like the red potion he had 
used much earlier, only of a different color. Knowing the red potion’s effectiveness, it pushed 
him to ask to see if it worked the same way, and if he could afford it.  
 Walking up to the shopkeeper, Brandis posed the question, “What’s the gold potion?” 
 The shopkeeper, an older Asian man, dressed in some sort of brown garb with leather 
armor, glanced back, “Oh, this is a yerrow potion. It’s very good. Heals many of your wounds, 
and holds two servings.” 
 “Yerrow potion, huh? How much?” 
 “Ah, it’s four coins. Cheap, no?” 
 “What!?” He only had three, and he did want that potion. Sharwin would be so proud that 
he came back with something this time, “How about three? It’s all I’ve got.” 
 “Three?” The man’s eyes flared with rage at the mere thought of selling something for 
less than he deemed worth, “No! It’s four coins! No more (unress you’re willring), no ress!”  
 “Oh, come on man! Better three than nothing!”  
 “No! Dis tight economy!”  
 “But—” 
 “Four!” 
 Grumbling, the half-elf began walking back. If only I had one more coin… He glanced 
over at the ninja. Maybe… No! I’m not going back to Sharwin with nothing. Of course, if I don’t 
I won’t come back with anything, anyway. And I’m sure she’d be irritated having to lend me 
more. Ugh… here we go then… He turned back and went over to the black-clothed warrior. The 
gambler seemed happy to see some sucker—er, I mean customer.  
 “Hello!” He greeted, almost gloatingly, “I am your friendly neighborhood ninja trader of 
wealth. You can bet as much as you like, with four ways to win—”  
 “I know how to play the stupid game!” Brandis barked, “One coin, easiest game to win.” 
 The ninja swiped the coin and took out his table and two cups. He did his trick, spinning 
the cups at an unimaginable speed. Once the two were thoroughly mixed, he stopped and waited 
for Brandis to make his pick. Whether it was some dirty trick or just plain bad luck he did not 
know, but he managed to pick the wrong cup yet again, yielding nothing. The ninja cackled and 



swiped the other cup, pocketing the coin inside it. Looking up as if nothing bad had just 
happened, he asked nonchalantly, “Play again?” 
 Brandis’ eye quivered. Grumbling, he slammed his other two coins on the table, “Same 
thing. Ugh.” 
 Two coins in the ninja’s pocket later, the black hooded warrior looked back up, “Play 
again?” 
 Brandis tossed his arms up in the air, “No! I got nothing left!” 
 “Oh. Well, you can always sell something for some money.” 
 “Like what!?”  
 “How about your shoes? I give you four coins for them, fufufufu…”  
 Brandis looked at his boots. They were nice, but considering they were quite worn form 
the journey, and even from simply working and hunting at his old house, four coins was a 
bargain. Still mumbling curses at the shinobi kind, the half-elf took off his shoes and forked them 
over to the ninja. The risk-taker swiped the footwear and, for who knows what reason, put them 
on. He then dropped four coins on the table.  
 “A pleasure!” He gleefully boasted, and then threw a small pellet on the ground and 
vanished in a burst of smoke. Brandis slapped his forehead and shamefully walked back to the 
shopkeeper, “There! Four coins! Gimmie the yellow potion!”  
 “Yah, sure.” The shopkeeper traded the potion for the coins and then put up a “closed” 
sign, “We crosed now!”  
 Feeling some sense of accomplishment, Brandis turned and looked for Sharwin, also 
keeping his eyes peeled for his father. He didn’t find Master Woo, but Sharwin was only a short 
distance away, seemingly looking for him as well.  
 “There you are Brandis!” She called, walking over to meet him, “Did you buy 
something?” 
 He nodded, “Yeah. What about you?” 
 She smiled, “Fine. I had a little extra, so I bought you something, too.” 
 “Really? What is it?”  
 She reached into her pocket and pulled it out, “A yellow potion! Say, where are your 
shoes?” 
 “AAAARRRGGHH!!!!” 
 Just then, a solemn, strict voice called out, “You two, stop!” A group of some of the 
guards, armed with shields and spears, ran into the marketplace and surrounded the two of them, 
“You are Brandis Skyhunter and Sharwin Wildborn, are you not?” 
 Sharwin gave a horrible look of innocence, “Who, us? No.” 
 “Yes,” Brandis answered dumbly. 
 The apparent leader of the group continued on, “Then, by strict orders under Marcus 
Decimus Gallus of Romenus, we are hereby authorized to carry out your termination! Surrender 
now, and we’ll give you a quick and painless death.” The group readied their weapons. 
 Sharwin shrugged, “Romans, eh? Pity you’re on the wrong side. Oh, and no.” She drew 
her dagger and prepared to fight. Brandis followed her lead, readied his bow and braced himself. 
The Romans raised their shields and began to slowly advance. Brandis loosed a few shots, but 
unfortunately the enemies’ shields proved too large to get an arrow through or around. Sharwin 
clearly had better plans. She picked out one of the Romans to target and feigned throwing her 
dagger. When the soldier raised his shield to defend himself, she sprinted forward and ran up it, 
leaping up into the air and dropping an arcane bolt onto his less protected head. The bolt ran 



from soldier to soldier, electrocuting almost half of them. The rest dispersed significantly from 
the shock, allowing Brandis to not have to worry so much about the group, either.  
 The leader backed up, “Regroup formation! Get some reinforcements in here! Bring up 
the ‘walkers!” The Romans backed up and formed another line of defense, sticking out their 
spears this time. Two others ran away. Sharwin kept her distance. 
 “These guys are slow. And weak when apart. If I can disperse them, can you wipe them 
out?” She asked, glancing over at Brandis.  
 “Sure, I guess.” He replied unconvincingly. Regardless, the eladrin made another mad 
dash at the foes. This time striking first with an arcane bolt, the current running through and 
effectively shocking most of them, she then slid under the spears and leaped back up. Turning, 
she kicked most of the middle row over.  
 Brandis finished the job, taking a shot at the first one he saw unprotected. The arrow hit 
the target, killing the Roman instantly. The kill gave him energy and inspiration enough to ready 
another shot, and he continued to finish them as they fell. Sharwin proceeded onto the next group 
of enemies without telling him what to do, so he figured to go for the last remaining stragglers. 
Running up to the first dazed opponent, the half-elf struck his side with his bow, then jamming 
an arrow into his side, finishing him off. The last two turned and shouted. 
 “It’s a lost cause! I’m outta here!” 
 “Look! The others are back! Regroup with them!” The second yelled. Sure enough, the 
two that had fled earlier were running back over, two more of the strange gun-wielding machines 
Brandis had fought on the Glacier Mountain with them. Already the barrels of their weapons 
began spinning, and there seemed to be no cover. Desperate, Brandis grabbed a shield and hid 
behind it. Not too soon enough, too, as the shield was immediately pelted with shots from the 
droids.  
 Brandis peeked out from the side of the defensive guard. The machines were not letting 
up, and he couldn’t hold the shield and his bow at the same time. The endless stream of bullets 
riddled the shield, dent after dent slowly eating their way through. All seemed relatively lost 
until the two fleeing Romans met up with the returning two. A sudden flash of orange came 
down from out of nowhere and knocked all four guards aside. Master Woo! The old monk 
swerved forward quickly, smashing his hands into the backs of the machines. The red lights 
functioning as their eyes flickered and then fizzled out, and the robots crumpled to the ground, 
useless. They were victorious! 
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 “Master Woo!” Brandis dropped the shield he was holding and walked over to his father. 
The old monk checked the machines to see if they were indeed no longer functioning, then went 
over to the half-elf. 
 “Brandis. I heard the gunfire. Glad to see you’re in one piece. I trust you and Chardris 
were successful, then?” 
 “Successful as ever, yeah. Taelord is dead.” 
 Sharwin walked up, “Romans? I didn’t know they were with Othkurik. Why were there 
Zettians with them?” 
 Master Woo stroked his chin, “Actually, I have some friends who’d love to discuss that 
with you. Follow me.” With that, the monk turned and began walking back to the inn. Brandis 
followed him curiously, Sharwin tagging along as well. 



 Is there any particular reason Sharwin would be alarmed at the fact that Romans are 
with Othkurik? He thought to Ulginesh as he walked. 
 The elf’s voice returned, Romans are Men: they have no relation to Othkurik.  
 So that Marcus isn’t a Guardian, then? 
 No… but they could be a valuable ally. In addition, Othkurik controlling Romenus could 
be disastrous. It is another easy route to Sohenberg, as well as the only city with easy access to 
Elf City, going up the river. It is the only city in Ensterek with a port. 
 I see.  
 Master Woo walked up to the inn’s door and opened it, “Come on in.” The old man 
continued on inside.  
 Brandis glanced at Sharwin and shrugged, “Might as well, right?” 
 The eladrin kept going and opened the door, “No duh. Why do you always shrug like 
that?” 
 “I don’t know; force of habit, I guess.” He followed her inside. It was a fairly small inn, 
the first floor consisting only of a front desk and a few scattered tables with a few chairs around 
each. The stairs were off to the side. Master Woo was already seated at one of the tables, along 
with two others. They were Men: a man and a woman. The man was wearing bronze armor over 
a white tunic and had a tough look about him, as if he’d seen better days, or lived through worse. 
Not unlike Mogrimm, he had several weapons with him, a broadsword and a bow being the most 
apparent. He had darker skin and long hair for a guy, though Brandis wasn’t exactly in the best 
position to protest (Master Woo was). Most unlike the man, the woman had no armor, but was 
wearing all manners of finely crafted purple and golden robes. She had dark red hair and a 
contemplative, peaceful look about her. Master Woo motioned at two vacant seats at the table, 
looking at Brandis and Sharwin. 
 “Oh,” Brands figured. The two walked over and sat down. Master Woo cleared his throat. 
 “Brandis. Sharwin. I’d like you to meet my good friends. This is Tandros Kreel.” He 
gestured at the armored man. Tandros merely nodded. 
 Master Woo continued, “And this is Ana Karithon.” 
 “It’s a pleasure,” Ana greeted, “Master Woo speaks very highly of both of you.” 
 “That’s nice to hear,” Brandis was glad that someone appreciated all his hard work. 
 Master Woo leaned forward in his seat and kept talking, “Brandis, Tandros and Ana are 
both from Romenus. They are wanted around here, just like you, only for treason.” 
 “Really?” The half-elf glanced back at the two others. 
 Tandros made sure nobody was listening in, then began his explanation, “Romenus is not 
hostile toward you or Sohenberg.” 
 Sharwin scoffed, “Really? Garbage. They just tried to kill us.”  
 “It is more complex than that.” Ana explained. 
 “Ana is right,” Tandros continued, “Othkurik is using Romenus as a channel for his 
forces. From there, he will have access to Empiritet’s provinces and control of the river will give 
him access to Elf City. It will also serve as a base of operations for his army to strike at 
Sohenberg.”  
 Brandis was slightly confused, “So, wait… are they our friends or not? Surely if they 
weren’t hostile towards us like you said, why would they let Othkurik use their city? They’re 
independent, right? Why don’t they help us out?” 
 Tandros tapped the table, “Othkurik doesn’t want Sohenberg to interfere. We believe he’s 
somehow secretly occupied the city. Marcus… he used to be my close friend. He was a strong 



leader, and he’s even kept Othkurik at bay for the Sohen Plains and the provinces of Empiritet. 
But now… he seems different. Romans looking for people the U.S.E. hates will arouse a lot less 
resentment than Othkurik’s soldiers would.”  
 “It’s true,” Master Woo agreed, “No matter how much Sonlen hates any of us, Othkurik 
remains a bigger problem to the U.S.E.”  
 Tandros continued, “And the Zettians; they’re all over the city, too.” 
 Sharwin leaned back in her chair and smiled, “DeathWalker 10000…”  
 Brandis contemplated the situation, “So, you’re saying that DeathWalker 10000 has 
occupied Romenus and is using them to do stuff for him while he is, in fact, in control.” 
 “Precisely,” Tandros replied, “We were investigating the city for proof when the Romans 
turned on us. Knowing Othkurik, it’s likely he’s trying to use the Romans to keep you off his 
skin, too. We need to get back inside the city and put an end to it.” 
 Ana nodded, “Please. The Romans would be a valuable ally against Othkurik, and we 
could use some assistance.” 
 Brandis thought about it. “Well,” He concluded, “We could always use more allies, and 
less Guardians. If what you say is true, then it could be vital against Othkurik. And, besides, if 
you need someone to unify the Romans against DeathWalker, then I’m your guy.” 
 “If it’s a change to bump off another Guardian, then I’m up to it!” Sharwin agreed. 
 “Very well,” Master Woo approved, “Then the four of you will go to Romenus. It is a 
short journey, but be careful to avoid the Roman soldiers on the outside. I’m sure they’ll lighten 
up once you make it in.” 
 “You’re not coming?” Brandis asked. 
 “No. I have other things I must attend to…” the old man replied. 
 “Like what?” Sharwin couldn’t help but inquire. 
 “Oh, it’s a long story…”  
 Sharwin sat there, not sure whether to laugh or to cry. Everyone else got up.  
 “Well, then…” Tandros decided, “First thing, tomorrow morning, we set out to Romenus.” 
 Brandis nodded, “Agreed. It’s settled.” 
 “I have reserved rooms for you all here,” Master Woo explained, “So, please, get some 
rest. I will not be here in the morning, so I suppose this is goodbye, until next time.” 
 The half-elf glanced over at the stairs in the corner of the room, “Right. Um… see you, 
then.” 
 
 Master Woo was indeed gone the next morning. Brandis assumed the monk had returned 
to Sohenberg, leaving the third Guardian of Othkurik to him. He wasn’t sure why the old man 
would have him take care of yet another Guardian, or why Tandros and Ana would be willing to 
depend on him and Sharwin to help them with their own problems. But he figured that fighting 
off Othkurik and bringing peace and reassurance back to Ensterek was his job at this point. At 
least, that’s the way Ulginesh had made it sound. It wasn’t like he really had anything else to do 
with his life at this point. Besides, judging from the personalities of the Guardians he had met so 
far, he highly doubted that he was being tricked into fighting any good guys. It just still felt odd 
switching from living life alone to having everyone depending on him all the time. The world 
had felt smaller to him, like a life-novice like himself was still able to best all the veterans 
around… an odd and foreign feeling to the half-elf. 



 Tandros and Ana were outside, staying by the inn’s shadow. Sharwin could be found 
leaning against the wall of the building, caring far less about who saw her or not. Brandis walked 
over to her first. She glanced over at him as he approached. 
 “Good morning, sleepyhead.”  
 “Morning,” He looked back at the others, “Staying out of sight already, aren’t they?” 
 “You bet. I hope they aren’t planning on hiding like this they whole way over. It’s not 
like we’re fugitives or anything.” 
 “Well, technically…”  
 “Even so, Romans aren’t a problem. The ones yesterday hardly put up a fight.” 
 Brandis shrugged, “But we don’t want Marcus or Othkurik to know that we’re coming; 
it’ll make things a lot harder.” 
 “Whatever,” Sharwin stretched, yawning, “We can off another Guardian no probs. No 
need to waste any time doing it.”  
 “You make it sound easier than it is.” Brandis grumbled. 
 “Oh c’mon; you make it look easy by now!” She pinched his cheek like he was some 
kind of kid; “I know you’ll be able to do it for us, Brandis.” 
 “You’re creepy, you know that?” 
 Finally Tandros walked over, Ana following him. The warrior put his hand on Brandis’ 
shoulder, “Glad to see you’re up. Everyone ready to go?” 
 The half-elf nodded, “Yeah, let’s go.” 
 Without further ado, the group left Lakeside and set off for Romenus. It was a fairly short 
and sweet trip. Both Tandros and Ana were fine allies in battle. Tandros was a monster: he never 
seemed to tire of fighting, even when he was injured, and he could take out as many foes as he 
could take on. Ana was a professional at the magic arts. She excelled at defense and healing 
spells, making it feel like everyone constantly had a defense glyph working for them. When that 
wasn’t enough, she proved an expert at healing wounds quickly and efficiently, even in the heat 
of battle. Brandis continued to feel more fit for battle than ever, but he still stayed in the back 
and preferred to let his arrows do the work. Everyone else was more than enough already, 
anyway. Needless to say, before the day was over, Romenus was in view. 
 The city was big, easily the size of Sohenberg. It was a port city, and Brandis was eager 
to see the boats there (he had never really seen boats before). Unfortunately, the city was 
surrounded by a huge wall, and the half-elf couldn’t see anything behind it. There was only one 
gate, and it was heavily guarded and fortified.  
 “That’s a big wall. And a lot of guards.” He noted. 
 Sharwin shrugged. “This is impossible.” She deduced, “how do we get in?” 
 “The same way we got out,” Tandros answered, “Follow me.”  
 The group followed the warrior along the wall, while he constantly looked around. 
Finally, he walked over to a large rock on the ground, “Ah, here it is. Someone give me a hand.” 
 Brandis stood there, wondering why nobody was helping Tandros. Looking around, he 
realized that Sharwin and Ana were both looking at him. “Oh… yeah.” 
 Helping Tandros push, the two moved the rock aside, revealing an underground passage. 
Tandros grinned and dusted his hands off, “Bingo! This’ll get us inside.” 
 Sharwin peered down, “How did the Romans not know this was here?” 
 Ana began going down inside the tunnel. “If the Romans were the ones who didn’t want 
us here, they would have checked this place.” She explained, “But the ones after us do not know 
the city’s designs.” 



 Brandis snapped his fingers, “Ah! I see.” He felt smart. 
 The group headed through the tunnel under the city. Before long, Tandros felt the ceiling 
and pushed against it. It was a stone tile. Moving the tile aside, the fighter peered up and then 
climbed out and began helping the others out. Brandis climbed up and peered around. He was 
inside the city. 
 It was much different than Sohenberg. None of the buildings were touching one another; 
instead a path weaved between all of them. Many of the buildings were much taller than the ones 
in Sohenberg as well. The streets were also filled with Men. They were much different than the 
elves. A vast majority were merchants or soldiers. They had different ears and slightly darker 
skin, and many were much older looking, but Brandis knew that they were in fact much younger 
than most elves. The greatest difference, however, was the port. Several decks and docks 
extended out to the vast sea, lined with many different ships. Warships, fishing boats, amongst 
other vessels were sailing or docked, and it was quite a sight to behold. Everywhere the symbol 
of Romenus was proudly displayed, and he saw no sign of any of Othkurik’s soldiers anywhere. 
Tandros turned to the rest of the group.  
 “It’s a great big city, I know. Don’t forget why we’re here. The government quarters are 
across the bridge to the far left of the port. I’ll be waiting there. Do what you wish in the 
meantime. I doubt anyone here will go after you.” He instructed.  
 “I’ll go with you, Tandros.” Ana decided, “We’ll be waiting for you both.” 
 The two walked away with that, leaving Brandis and Sharwin to themselves. Sharwin 
turned to Brandis, “Well, where should we start, or would you like to follow them and get this 
over with?” 
 “Let’s go check out the boats.” He was quick to decide.  
 “I figured you’d say that.” The eladrin replied, “Sure, why not?” 
 They headed over to the port. It was bustling with Roman soldiers and Romenus sailors. 
Brandis looked around, “Wow. Look at all this stuff. How does it all work?” 
 Sharwin gestured at the boats, “Simple. It floats. The wind blows. They row.” 
 The half-elf looked back at her, “You seem enthralled. Have you ever been on a boat 
before?” 
 She shook her head, “No, but I imagine you have.” 
 “What? No I haven’t.” 
 “Well, if you were born in Elf City like Master Woo said, then he would have had to sail 
downriver with you here to get to the Sohen Plains. It’s the only way to get there besides going 
through the jungle. And only those of the jungle know the way. Master Woo isn’t originally from 
Elf City, so…” 
 “I get it. Hmmm, well that’s cool. Maybe I can sail again sometime.” 
 “Not without the Romans’ permission. That’s why we need to stop Othkurik here; get 
some favors from them, too.” 
 Brandis nodded, “Right. Well, if that’s the case, then let’s find Tandros. The sooner these 
guys are friends the better.” 
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 The bridge splitting the government building from the rest of the city wasn’t too far from 
the port. Brandis and Sharwin found it easily by following the water down. Luckily, the bridge 
was void of guards, so Tandros and Ana didn’t have to stay out of sight. The four regrouped 
before crossing. 



 “How’d you like the boats?” Tandros asked. 
 “They were pretty amazing,” Brandis replied, “Can either of you sail?” 
 “I’m afraid not,” Ana apologized, “but there are plenty of people around who can. Maybe 
when this is all over with Othkurik you can go visit Elf City. I’ve heard it’s quite the sight to 
behold.”  
 The half-elf stroked his chin, thinking about it, “Maybe. Still, we should handle this first. 
Let’s get going.”  
 Sharwin nodded, “Yes, let’s.” 
 The government building was the largest in town. It consisted of a main building, and 
two smaller wings connected to its sides. The larger structure had an entrance in front, where a 
highly decorated Roman soldier stood, surrounded by guards with swords and shields and several 
squads of archers behind him. The buildings to the sides had smaller entrances, though one 
couldn’t see what was inside either.  
 Tandros nodded toward the fancier soldier in the front, “That’s Marcus Decimus Gallus. 
Let’s talk with him for a minute, shall we?” 
 Brandis looked at all the guards, “You think that’s a good idea?” 
 “He knows me. We’ll be fine… I think.”  
 “If you say so.”  
 The group slowly approached the Romans. As they drew nearer, the expression of 
Marcus’ face changed dramatically. He put one hand on his sword and gritted his teeth. 
 “Tandros!” He scolded scornfully, “How dare you show yourself before me! And Brandis 
Skyhunter, too!” 
 Brandis shrugged, “Funny you should know me. We’ve never met in our lives.” 
 “He’s got a point there,” Sharwin added, “Anything you wanna tell us?” 
 “Marcus!” Tandros called, “We don’t have to waste any more lives fighting! Brandis is 
here to help! He’s killed two Guardians already!” 
 Marcus glanced over at the half-elf, then motioned to his guards. He walked over slowly 
and grabbed Tandros’ arm.  
 “Don’t talk like that in front of everyone here!” He whispered angrily, “You don’t think I 
want to get rid of the Guardian, too? I’ve tried my best, but our city is at gunpoint from 
technology of the Great War! Othkurik considers Romenus very expendable, and if you mess up, 
everyone here may be killed because of them!” He looked over at Brandis and Sharwin. 
 Tandros nodded, “We won’t mess up. I have Master Win Chiu Woo’s assurance. Just 
show us where they’re hiding, and we’ll destroy them. Trust me. Please.” 
 Marcus was silent for a moment. “They’re under the city,” He finally concluded, “The 
leftmost governmental building is connected to the stream running under the bridge. It’s down 
there. Come back alive, and I’ll lift your charges.” 
 “Thank you. We’ll take care of the problem.” Ana assured him. 
 “Just don’t get us all killed.” The Roman leader turned and walked back to his guards, 
whispering something to the first one. The soldier nodded and they all lowered their weapons. 
 Tandros turned to the rest of the group, “You heard the man; destroy the Guardian and 
return alive. Now, let’s go: government building on the left!” 
 Leading the way, the warrior turned and began heading over toward the small structure. 
Brandis tagged along and soon found himself inside of the building. It was a very tiny room, 
completely vacant except for the seawater channeling along the side of the road and down into 



the sewer. Ana got down on her knees and put her hand into the water. Glancing back at the 
others, she posed a simple question. 
 “Why would seawater be channeled through the city just to go into the sewer? And why 
would that be inside a government building?” 
 Sharwin crossed her arms. “Because it’s not being used for sewage. It’s going somewhere 
else.” She concluded, “And Marcus said that the Guardian was under the city. I think we’ve 
found our secret hideout.” 
 Brandis shrugged, “Well, here goes nothing, then.” He jumped in. 
 The water carried him under for not a few seconds before he immediately began falling. 
The water poured out into a pool, where it was drained by tiny holes far too small for him to fit 
through. The water was deep enough for him not to get injured, but shallow enough to stand up 
(it wasn’t a very far drop). Sputtering, the half-elf got to his feet and flung water droplets from 
his hands. Glancing up, he looked around. The room itself was unlike anything he’d ever seen in 
his life. Finely crafted in steel, it was a factory of industry and technology. Racks lined the walls 
and lights flickered. A thin layer of smoke hovered on the ceiling, and strange red lines ran along 
the floor. There were various desks along the sides of the walls, housing all manners of who 
knew what, and at the far side of the room was a large metal door with the same “O” insignia 
that DeathWalker 10000 had proudly worn on his armor plating at the Glacier Mountain. Brandis 
looked around, quite amazed, “Whoa…” 
 The astonishment was cut short, however, by someone yelling and then Sharwin falling 
on top of him, “Oof!” The eladrin got up and looked down at herself, while Brandis struggled to 
his feet, coughing. He managed to catch his breath right before Tandros and Ana fell down on 
top of him also. The two cautiously stood up and looked around in wonder. Brandis grabbed the 
edge of the pool and dragged himself out of the line of fire in case Marcus and his soldiers 
decided to follow, too. Sharwin got out and walked up to the door.  
 “Wow.” She noted, “Big door. Whaddaya figure they’ve got in store back there?” 
 Tandros and Ana caught up with her. The fighter stroked his chin, “Probably a lot of 
junk… but nothing we can’t handle. Let’s keep moving.” He pressed hard against the door and 
pushed it open. It surprisingly didn’t creak, but with the advanced technology making up the rest 
of the room, perhaps it was, in fact, not so surprising. Brandis got to his feet and followed them 
in. Almost instantly they were met by a hallway, splitting into two. The path continued straight, 
but there was also a suspicious large door to the right. Of course, it appeared to be locked, and 
there was a control panel next to it.  
 Brandis walked over to it, “Hmm… extra security here. Perhaps worth a shot, right?” 
 “Must be an entry code on that panel.” Tandros pointed.  
 “What?”  
 “Push the buttons.”  
 “Oh… okay.” Brandis walked over and eyed the control panel.  
 The control panel had every letter of the alphabet as well as the numbers zero through 
nine. Brandis looked at it, thinking hard. It appeared to be a three-character pass code. 
 “Well, the best thing I can think of is DeathWalker 10000, so let’s try 10K.” He typed it 
in, only to have a beep sound go off and the words “passcode incorrect” appear. But, no security 
showed up, so the half-elf gave it another shot: DW1. Again, the code was denied. He tried 
everything he could think of, from “OTH” to “RED” to “USE”, even. Alas, nothing yielded 
success.  



 Giving up, he turned back to the others, “It’s useless. The other door looks unlocked, so 
let’s check back here if nothing turns up, okay?”  
 Sharwin tapped her foot, “I could have told you that.” 
 “No point in arguing over it. Let’s keep going.” Tandros reminded them. The group 
continued forward. Very quickly it became apparent that the task of finding and stopping the 
facility and the Guardian wasn’t going to be so easy. The next room opened up into a large 
hallway, running across to the left, with doors lining the sides. On the right of the hall, large 
glass windows revealed a huge foundry of machines at work, crafting soldiers and weapons 
while monitors above them showed various hallways and charts. Chutes carried and poured 
variously colored boiling liquids down into channels and steam flowed freely. Sentries stood at 
all posts, holding weapons with laser sights peering this way and that. A constant beeping was 
heard from overhead speakers, but it appeared to be in code, undecipherable to human ears. 
 Ana glanced out one of the windows briefly, “This place is huge. Let’s not linger here 
longer than we have to…” 
 Tandros looked at all the doorways. “I’d love to stay optimistic about this,” he admitted, 
“but this layout is already confusing… we may need to do a bit of exploring. Hmmm… and with 
all these machines, this could be very trying.” 
 Brandis smiled and motioned toward the door they had come from, “Well, all Marcus 
asked of us was to come back alive, right? Let’s go if it’s too daunting.” 
 “No, we cannot allow all this to be used on Romenus, or Sohenberg for that matter. It 
must be destroyed.” Ana reminded him. 
 Tandros nodded, “Right. We have to stop this. Let’s be going further, then.” 
 “Okay, okay. I was joking.” Brandis looked over at Sharwin. She was dawdling over by 
one of the windows, gazing out at one of the weapon racks being moved to a lift.  
 “Something the matter?” He asked her. 
 “Look at all this potential destruction turned on regular people,” She murmured, 
“occupying cities can be horrible, can’t it?” 
 “Hmm?” 
 “…Nothing.” She turned back to face him, abruptly changing the subject, “Gosh, it’s cold 
in here. Why’d coming in have to involve getting wet?” 
 Suddenly, the loudspeaker above sputtered into English, “Brandis Skyhunter… and your 
friends, too! What do you think you’re doing in my factory?” A large screen moved down from 
the ceiling and DeathWalker 10000 appeared on it. The machine gestured to the robots at work 
below, “Can’t you see we’re busy?” 
 Brandis clenched his fist. “What do you think you’re doing in this city!?” he countered, 
“We’re taking you and this place down!” 
 DeathWalker 10000 only laughed, “O ho! You’re already so overconfident! Or did you 
forget that you’re on my turf now? I feel no need to flee in the comfort of my own home! It’s 
almost like you’re bringing that jewel to me on a silver platter! Oh, how Lord Othkurik will be 
pleased.” 
 Glancing down at the jewel, Brandis asked, “You too? Why do all the Guardians want 
this so bad?” 
 The Guardian clapped his hands, “You mean you don’t know? Othkurik has personally 
requested all the Minor Guardians to get their hands on it! Why else do you think we want to 
invade the Sohen Plains? Othkurik is old! You think we couldn’t have stamped out Sohenberg 
when we wanted to years ago? Ha! Nononono… Othkurik wants your jewel! He desires to 



possess all three! A perfect crown of decoration for him when he rules this land, as dragons have 
always and should always do! Now, if my guards would be so kind.” 
 The robot pushed a button somewhere outside the screen and two tiles on the floor slid 
out of the way. A whirring could be heard and two lifts carrying giant gray and dark-blue 
armored machines rose to take their place. The robots turned and faced the group immediately, 
“Scanning… Confirmed… Eliminate Targets.” 
 DeathWalker 10000 turned away, “Kill them and bring that jewel to me!” he ordered. 
The screen then flickered and turned off. Beginning to whir, the machines’ weapons started 
spinning rapidly. One then put one foot forward and held an arm forth. Two projectiles shot out 
from the robot’s wrist and screamed out toward the group.  
 “Aah!” Brandis dove out of the way just in time, as one of the missiles jetted past him 
and continued on, exploding as it hit the wall. The other swerved inaccurately and hit one of the 
windows, causing it to shatter. Despite the fact that the projectiles failed to hurt anyone, the 
group flinched solely at the rockets’ intimidation. 
 “Spread out!” Tandros barked, “Keep them back and attack the weak spots of their 
armor!” 
 Sharwin nodded and began circling around the machines. Tandros started heading the 
other way around. Brandis figured that if he flanked, too, then there’d be nobody to attack the 
front, so he stayed put.  
 The second machine began walking forward, and a laser sight came out of one eye and 
projected a red dot onto Brandis’ head, making him feel a little uncomfortable. Tandros caught 
quick sight of this and leaped over, grabbing at one of the barrels of the machine’s weapons. Just 
in time, too, as the gun fired off right after, the shots missing the half-elf consistently. 
 “C’mon!” The fighter growled, “You afraid to take me on!?”  
 The machine whirred loudly, turning to face him.  
 “Adjusting target.” It announced in a monotone voice. Tandros grinned and backed up. 
Taking advantage of the machine’s preoccupation, Brandis readied an arrow and shot at the 
distracted android. The projectile whizzed through the air and harmlessly bounced off the 
machine’s shoulder. The robot didn’t even seem to notice, continuing to shoot at Tandros. 
Determined, Brandis shot again. Once more proving ineffective, the arrow merely tinged off of 
the enemy.  
 Sharwin was dealing with the second machine up until now, keeping it busy by 
constantly moving around it, pestering with magic and stabs, to little effect. The droid continued 
shooting small rounds at her, often missing. Then, seemingly out of nowhere, the machine swung 
its arm forward and knocked her aside quite easily. Turning its attention then to Brandis and Ana, 
it began shooting at them next. Ana stepped in the way and held her staff out, a barrier 
intercepting the bullets. 
 “Brandis!” She ordered, “Aim for the weak spots! Their armor is too strong for regular 
arrows.” 
 “Uh…” Brandis hardly knew how the machines even worked (as far as he was concerned, 
they were just men made of metal), but he looked carefully at the enemy, trying to examine its 
inner workings closely. Between the plates of armor he could see tiny little pieces moving about 
constantly. That might be more susceptible to error against arrows. Glancing over at the other 
machine tangling with Tandros, the half-elf could see that it, too, had tiny slits between the 
armor that left it open to attack. 



 The robot firing at Ana ceased its assault and aimed with its other arm. A click sound was 
heard and another volley of rockets shot out and smashed into her magic barrier, shattering it. 
The force of the blast knocked the magician over. Sitting back up, she looked back at Brandis. 
 “Hurry up and shoot!” She yelled in a panicked voice. 
 Time seemed to slow down (which was pretty convenient) as Brandis aimed at the robot. 
The machine’s limbs moved ever so slowly as it took aim at the half-elf. He aimed the arrow at 
the enemy and waited. The last second passing slowly, his eye caught sight of another part of the 
machine opening up between the plates of armor. He aimed at that and fired.  
 In a fraction of a second the shot sailed toward its target and sunk into the machine, right 
between its defenses. One of its limbs going stiff, the robot backed up while it began 
reevaluating the situation. Brandis strung another bolt and shot at another opening as the 
machine moved. Other arm out, also, the machine tried to steady itself, “Error. Error.” 
 Brandis aimed a final projectile and fired again. The machine stiffened as the last bolt 
struck it. It stood for a little while and then suddenly collapsed. The light in its eyes flickered and 
went out. The speaker above the group announced the loss, “Q10 UNIT OFFLINE.” 
 There was hardly time to celebrate, though, as several shots went off just after, soon 
accompanied by Tandros yelling. Brandis looked at the other robot. Three large empty shells at 
its feet, the machine stood over Tandros, thin trails of smoke coming from the weapons making 
up its arms.  
 “Distract it while I get Sharwin back on her feet!” Ana ordered, hurrying over to 
Sharwin’s side. Brandis looked back at the giant war machine. 
 “But…” 
 The droid wasted no time, aiming at the half-elf and starting to fire off rounds. Brandis 
panicked and hit the dirt. The machine took aim again. Seeing what was coming, the archer 
rolled around on the ground, sparks flying behind him as the shots hit the ground. This pathetic 
maneuver continued for a time, and the machine finally realized the ineffectiveness of its 
strategy. 
 “Ineffective,” It buzzed, “Switching to higher caliber rounds.” A click came from its guns 
and a whirring sound occurred as the barrels began rotating. 
 “Uh, oh…” Brandis began to back up as fast as he could. The machine took a few steps 
forward. The half-elf was sure he was about to end up like Tandros when suddenly a burst of 
light flew past him and hit the machine. It caused no damage, but the robot did flinch slightly. 
That’s when Brandis saw Sharwin’s dagger soar through the air and strike the machine right 
below its head, hitting the exposed parts just like he had done to the last one. The machine 
straightened up and fell over. Again, the mechanical voice above called out, “Q9 UNIT 
OFFLINE.” 
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 Brandis stood, dazzled, at the defeated machine. Looking behind him, he saw Sharwin 
(looking well again) and Ana walk over. Ana walked past him without saying anything, and 
knelt down by Tandros. The warrior was lying down, breathing heavily. His torso was pierced by 
three holes and he was badly bleeding. Not saying a word, the magician held her staff over him 
and began to heal his wounds. 
 Sharwin walked past Brandis and yanked out her dagger. Brandis rubbed the back of his 
head, “Thanks. I thought I was doomed there.” 



 “Don’t mention it,” The eladrin looked at the weapon and began wiping off all the 
machine ick on it, “Yuck…” 
 Brandis waited for her to say something else, but she didn’t, so he just stood there 
awkwardly. Before too long Ana stood up, helping Tandros to his feet. His armor was still 
riddled with bullet holes, but he looked quite fine now. He limped over, Ana helping him while 
he tried to shoo her off, “I’m fine, I’m fine…” 
 “You must forgive Tandros,” Ana apologized to Brandis and Sharwin, “He’s a little 
reckless.” 
 “That thing was about to shoot Brandis!” Tandros argued, “How am I supposed to stand 
there and watch my friends get torn apart…” He straightened himself out a little, then turned 
toward the end of the hallway, “Now… where to go?” 
 Brandis shrugged, “This place looks like it’ll be a bit more of a maze than the other 
Guardian’s hideouts. I have no idea where to start.” 
 “Well, I suppose the best way to go is forward!” Tandros held his sword toward the door 
at the end of the hall. With that, he began marching forward, the rest of the group tagging along. 
Brandis glanced at the fighter and then back at Ana. Leaning over, he started a conversation. 
 “So… thanks for healing Sharwin. I thought I was a goner.” 
 The mage didn’t seem that concerned with it, “Oh, it’s nothing.” 
 “Well, up till now we’ve never had a healer. Even Master Woo can’t do it. I wouldn’t 
have known what to do if Sharwin and Tandros were still injured right now.” 
 “Why, thank you. I suppose I didn’t really think of how important it was up until now… 
Tandros gets hurt often. It’s a good thing he’s tough.” 
 Brandis looked at the warrior, “Kind of headstrong, huh? I know people like that.” 
Arkmer and Sonlen popped into his head. 
 Ana shook her head, “No, not quite. He has a very strong sense of justice. Right and 
wrong… and he has a great determination not to let other people get hurt. He’ll throw himself 
into the line of fire for it. Otherwise he wouldn’t be here.” 
 The half-elf was confused, “But Marcus was after him anyway, wrong or not.” 
 “No he wasn’t. I was a priestess at Romenus. After Marcus knew that I knew, it was 
leave or die. Tandros decided to help me.” 
 “You were the one who found out about all this?” 
 “Yes. Tandros was one of Marcus’ close friends who believed me. He wouldn’t have 
Marcus killing people, and he wouldn’t stand for Romenus to be controlled by Othkurik. He 
helped me escape and went with me as well.” 
 “That must have been hard on him and Marcus.” 
 “Well, one wanted freedom for the people, and the other wanted safety. Of course, seeing 
this here, I can’t think anyone is safe anymore.” 
 “Then… Master Woo…” 
 “He has come to Romenus on multiple occasions. He knew Tandros and me before we 
were forced to flee.” 
 “Ah, I see.” 
 “Yes…” 
 Brandis was quiet for a little while, “You know, this is a very long hallway.” 
 Soon as he said that, Tandros had reached the door. It slid open automatically. 
Unfortunately the room beyond looked even more complex than the hallway. The path ceased to 
have walls, more boiling liquids of various colors, melted materials and fuels, lining the paths. 



There were several catwalks above, and the path forked in the middle, and again a little further if 
you went left. Here and there were a multitude of more machines, these ones far more humanoid 
and smaller, wielding weapons recognizable to the group: swords and axes and such. The ones 
up on the catwalks, however, were again holding more guns. Brandis looked around at the others 
to make sure he wasn’t the only one daunted. After all, this was merely the first room on the way 
down, and nobody knew where exactly DeathWalker 10000 was. 
 Tandros shrugged, “Well, might as well get cracking.”  
 Everyone seemed to agree, so the group snuck in quietly. The machines with guns were 
clearly the bigger issue, so Tandros switched to his bow and took aim with Brandis. Ana and 
Sharwin prepared to cast magic, and the group simultaneously attacked. Four of the machines 
dropped dead on the spot, falling into the melted soup below. The others turned their attention 
immediately, blaring out loudly: “Intruders! Intruders!” 
 The robots above began to open fire, tiny little bullets whizzing at the group. Sharwin 
swung her hands about as the rounds got close enough, sparks flying and bullets ricocheting 
everywhere, falling several of the foes above. Tandros switched back to his sword and ran 
forward, cutting down several of the attacking androids with a single blow. Yet another ran up 
and shot forth with its arm, grabbing the fighter and holding him still as it swung its axe. Tandros 
blocked the attack and pounded the machine on the head, knocking it over. Brandis focused on 
taking out the enemies further away, always surprising himself with his speed. Before too long 
the fighting chore was again done, far easier than the previous machines.  
 “Ha! Piece of cake!” Sharwin boasted, “I thought this technology was life threatening.”  
 “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” Ana reminded her, “Now, where to go?” 
 Brandis guessed, but made it sound smart, “How about the one on the right? The others 
are grouped together, so maybe they’re less important.”  
 Everyone was all right with that, so the half-elf tried the door. It was locked. Brandis 
tapped his foot, Dang it. No good. 
 Perhaps another passageway will hold the key, Ulginesh’s voice theorized, blossoming 
into the half-elf’s head again, this one has no password, so there must be a way. 
 Glad you’re here, Ulginesh, Brandis thought. He turned to the others, “The other way!” 
 The next door was indeed unlocked. It led into a small control room with several 
monitors and levers. One button seemed suspicious enough, so Brandis deemed it necessary to 
open the door. He pushed it, and a beep could be heard as well as a click in the next room. 
Peering out, he discovered that the door hadn’t unlocked, but some stairs had appeared leading 
downward. Sighing, Brandis walked over and went down the steps, everyone just behind him. 
Alas, the only thing the stairs led to was a small room with a treasure chest in the corner.  
 “I’ll get it.” Brandis decided. 
 “Careful; it may be cursed,” Tandros warned. It wasn’t cursed, luckily, yielding a strange 
potion within it. It was of the same color as the red potion Brandis had, but darker. An elixir of 
speed, Ulginesh explained, drinking it makes the user much faster for a time. 
 Thanks for telling me; it’ll save me from looking like an idiot, Brandis thought. He turned 
around, “It’s an elixir of speed.” He announced. 
 Sharwin seemed impressed. “I’m surprised you knew.” She admitted. 
 “That’s great and all, but I guess we’re going to have to go a bit further to unlock that 
door…” Tandros sighed. 
 “Right. To the next room, then.” Brandis led the way back up and into the third room. It 
was similar to the room they had come from, this time with large, automated machines moving 



around lazily, picking up materials and moving them to other rooms and such. There were two 
doors leading onward in this room: one straight and one to the left. More machines paced around. 
Large metal boxes were stacked high to the right. The intercom turned on and DeathWalker’s 
voice called out. 
 “All workers. Increase output time to 150%. Soldier shipment needs to be ahead of 
schedule, due to… private matters. Lord Othkurik is waiting.” 
 Tandros looked at the boxes being moved about by the mechanical arms. “I don’t know 
about the robots,” He decided, “but we need to turn off all the stuff here, or else Othkurik’s 
going to have an unlimited supply of soldiers.” 
 Brandis nodded, “Right. Let’s take care of business here then.” 
 Again, everyone quietly prepared for attack and then got to work. The machines 
retaliated but Ana easily made up for any errors in combat. Before too long, this room was also 
in control of Brandis and his friends. Not wasting any time, Brandis checked both of the rooms. 
The first was another corridor, this one roamed by more of the robotic wolves Brandis had seen 
earlier. Still, more fighting, this time forcing Sharwin to use the yellow potion she had purchased 
in Lakeside. After everything was taken care of, they continued through the hallway, reaching a 
small lift. The elevator moved upward, reaching another monitor with the words “Engine Room 
door controls” above it. Groaning, Brandis fiddled with the device. Before too long, a voice 
sounded off: “ENGINE ROOM DOOR UNLOCKED.” 
 Despite this, no click was heard from way back where. So the group was forced to 
backtrack to the room before and take the second door. This room solely consisted of a small 
chamber with a lever on the wall. Brandis grabbed the lever with all the determination he could 
muster and threw it. Finally a click was heard, and the half-elf began walking back to the room 
before to check the door. This time, it was finally open. 
 “FANTASIC!!” Brandis moaned, “One room down!”  
 So was the way of the facility for a long time. Paths intertwined, enemies pestered, levers 
thrown. The system drove Brandis nuts. Tandros and Ana never said anything, and Sharwin 
occasionally would mention something sarcastically. This only made things worse, and by the 
time Brandis reached something providing use in their mission, he was very relieved. The Engine 
Room was just ahead, door wide open. It seemed important enough, so the group ventured inside.  
 The room was another path defined by the lines of liquid running along the sides. It was 
in a large cross shape, with a huge machine at one end, humming as it functioned, a small control 
panel stood in front of it, looking fairly more complex than the others. Lining the sides of the 
room were two huge box-shaped iron workings. More mechanical arms moved about above. The 
room was filled with steam, pops, and hisses as the mechanisms worked. 
 Sharwin shrugged, “Well, this all looks important. Let’s mess with that control panel.” 
 “Yes. It is likely that this room is responsible for the creation of all those soldiers.” Ana 
agreed. The group walked forward freely, the room being void of enemies. Brandis looked at the 
control panel. It looked frighteningly complicated.  
 “Uh… should someone else fiddle with this?” He asked. 
 “Here, let me try,” Sharwin suggested, pushing him aside and beginning to push buttons 
on the strange monitor. Instantly an alarm sounded, “NONAUTHORIZED PERSONEL. 
ACTIVATE EMERGENCY MELD.” 
 All the machines came to life. The huge boxes above moved about on the ceiling, dipping 
into the boiling liquids and then moving over and stamping down on the side paths. A deep click 
sounded and the boxes lifted up, leaving several more robotic soldiers.  



 “Um… Sharwin?” Brandis backed up. 
 “Yes?” 
 “Hurry.” The machines began to advance on the group, still dripping slightly and eyes 
blaring with red light. Sharwin continued clicking away at the control pad, and Brandis and 
Tandros began firing arrows into the approaching group. Many of the machines fell upon being 
struck, but the forging devices continued to replicate the process, stamping out more ready-for-
battle soldiers upon every press.  
 Tandros drew his sword, “Keep shooting, Brandis. I’ll keep ‘em away. Ana, you watch 
our back.” He lunged forward and began swinging his blade, his furious assaults keeping the 
androids at bay. Brandis kept right on doing his thing, while Ana’s magic barriers continued to 
protect him from anything Tandros couldn’t. Brandis could hear Sharwin rapidly typing on the 
control panel, but he couldn’t see any results. The endless process continued, and the half-elf was 
running out of arrows fast. The giant mechanisms stamped down again, this time producing a 
swarm of mechanical wolves and rats in addition to the soldiers.  
 “Sharwin!” He yelled over his shoulder. 
 “I know! I know!” She shouted back. The furious clicking continued.  
 Tandros was beginning to look tired, even for someone with his resolve. He swung a few 
more swipes while breathing heavily. The machines in front of him fell, but then three of the 
mechanical arms dangling from the ceiling stopped moving boxes and descended down to his 
level. The arms raised simultaneously and then shot forth. ShoopShoopShoop! The fighter was 
knocked on his side and the arms raised back up. Immediately one of the wolves raced forward 
and leapt on top of him. Brandis reached for an arrow but there were none left.  
 Responding with the first thing that came to his mind, the half-elf ran over and smacked 
the animal with his bow, knocking it aside. The hound whimpered and began limping away. It 
was replaced, of course, by mechanical rats, swarming forth and leaping on him, biting and 
nipping at his clothes. Shouting, he fell over and began knocking them off. The pack scurried 
away and responded quickly by going for his shoeless feet. 
 “No! Not that!” Brandis began kicking at them, keeping them at bay. The desire to keep 
his toes gave him extra strength, giving Ana enough time to run over and begin healing Tandros. 
The warrior grasped his helmet and sat up, just in time for Ana to get knocked over by another 
wolf. Brandis looked over and tried to get up, still kicking at the onslaught of rats. Another clang 
was heard as the boxes stamped out more machines. 
 “Sharwin!” Brandis yelled again. 
 “I know it!” Came the reply. 
 “That’s bad grammar!” Brandis whined, still kicking at the little mechanical pests. 
 “No! I KNOW it! Aha!” The half-elf heard her press another key and a beep sounded off.  
 “ENGINE OFFLINE. ALL PRODUCTION CANCELLED.”  
 Suddenly the change from indefinite enemies to limited enemies changed the tide of 
battle. Tandros hopped to it, lunging forth and kicking the beast off of Ana before swinging his 
sword, cutting the rats to pieces. Brandis scrambled to his feet and ran over to the fallen foes, 
beginning to scavenge for arrows. Sharwin assisted Tandros by finally leaping into battle. After 
awhile, the droids were done for—nothing but scrap metal before them. The engine was offline. 
The base was shut down. 
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 Everyone had to stop and catch their breath for a bit. Brandis leaned back and laid down, 
wiping his forehead. He sat up a bit and took his jewel, looking at it. Gosh darn it, why don’t you 
do anything? He closed his eyes and rested for a while.  
 Finally Tandros got to his feet, “That should take care of this place for now, but we still 
have a Guardian to kill. Let’s get this over with.”  
 Brandis nodded and struggled to his feet. He made sure he had retrieved plenty of arrows 
again and then stretched and headed for the door. It wasn’t too far to the Guardian’s room, and 
luckily the group had thrown the lever to unlock it further back. Brandis led the way through. It 
was a hallway, leading straight for another door, with another “O” insignia on it. The hall stayed 
level, but the floor itself dipped down quite quickly, yet another vast pool of boiling orange 
liquid below. Brandis gulped and continued onward. 
 The door was unlocked, leading into what appeared to be the last room. The hall quickly 
transformed into a large platform held up above a sea of the deadly lava below. In front of the 
platform was a giant “T” shaped mechanism, with several unmoving mechanical arms above it. 
At the other end of the platform stood DeathWalker 10000.  
 The machine lifted up its head a little (if you could call it that) upon the party’s entrance, 
“Arriving so soon? I’ve monitored your actions all the way here. So violent, you organisms.” 
 He turned to face the group, “So imperfect. So hateful. I’ve regretted my entire existence 
because of you. I was created by a human: the great Doctor Lecter. His perfect invention: the 
answer to all his problems. All HIS problems!” The machine waved his hand across, “He gave 
me unique functions. The ability to think, to make decisions. I was the perfect invention: a 
machine, flawless, never incorrect, never immoral… perfection. And I was a man, an artificial 
soul designed to enact man’s basic features: the ability to choose, have emotions, laugh, cry…” 
 Brandis walked forward, “Then why do you insist on doing all this? Othkurik is evil!” 
 The Guardian’s single eye glared just thinking about it, “Othkurik is right! My master 
was evil! Despite all this, he called me a failure. I could not complete my task… I was 
incomplete, imperfect… so I killed him, and took the rest of his DeathWalker project with me. I 
will not allow for him or the rest of you to call me flawed!” The robot held his arms out. Brandis 
became alarmed at the machine’s insanity and took a few steps back.  
 DeathWalker 10000 leaned forward, and if he had a mouth he would be smiling, “By 
killing you and by taking that jewel for Lord Othkurik, I will prove my perfection! Get ready, 
you inferior, living organisms!” The floor beneath his feet raised slightly, and two robotic arms 
swung down by his side, each holding a very different looking robotic suit of armor. The larger 
one had portions spiking outward, a bulky piece of machinery with a machine gun and a 
scattergun on individual arms. The other was more slender, with a large rocket protruding from 
one limb and another missile launcher being the second arm. A voice called out as the pieces 
screwed into the Guardian’s arms, attaching to him. 
 “DEATHWALKER 9000 AND 8000 ARMOR PIECES ATTACHED AND ONLINE.” 
 The Guardian spoke as the armor fastened into place along the sides of his body, his gaze 
never shifting as the parts clanked and bolted into position, “I am DeathWalker 10000, one of the 
Eight Guardians of Othkurik, here to prove my true worth to my chosen master—to present him 
with that blessed gem afloat in a goblet brimmed with your tainted blood!” His voice froze up 
and continued in a much more droid-like manner, “DIE NOW, BRANDIS.”  
 The mechanical arms rose back up and the door behind Brandis and his friends slammed 
shut. Brandis drew an arrow and took aim. He could already see Ana’s magic barricade 



developing in front of him, and Tandros and Sharwin stepped forward and positioned themselves 
for battle. DeathWalker 10000 laughed and launched several explosives forward. The volley of 
shots burst the barrier wide open right off the bat. The machine then took a step forward and held 
forth its other arm and began shooting rapidly and the group. Everyone had fought more than 
enough machines to know when to sidestep, however, and a vast multitude of the shots missed 
their mark. DeathWalker then leaned forward and took a shot from his own body, a silenced 
bullet shrieking through the air fast and quietly. Tandros was again hit, and Ana raced over to 
heal him quickly. DeathWalker’s eye lit up, “RELOADING…” 
 “Buy me time!” Ana requested urgently. 
 “Gladly!” Sharwin raced over to the Guardian and began her usual show of slashes and 
flips and dodges and… more slashes. Her assaults were impressive but ineffective, the machine’s 
armor way too thick to possibly take any damage from something like a knife. Brandis figured 
he’d have to get closer to attack properly anyway, so he ran over by the eladrin and took aim. 
Unfortunately, the armor piece closest to him didn’t even have any exposed spots. He stood there, 
aiming at one spot after another, quite unsure what to do.  
 Finally DeathWalker retaliated, lunging forth with its other arm and knocking Sharwin 
away before responding with another explosion attack. The blast hit both Brandis and Sharwin, 
and the two were sent flying again. The machine then turned back to Ana and Tandros, 
“DISLODGING SUPPORT.” 
 Another silenced shot went off, hitting Ana and knocking her aside. She dropped her 
weapon and clutched at the wound, gasping. DeathWalker turned back, “RELOADING…” 
 Tandros stumbled to his feet, “No!” He shouted and ran at the Guardian. Swinging his 
sword like a madman, the fighter struck at the machine’s defenses repeatedly, striking again and 
again. Brandis took the time to run over and help Sharwin up, and then he raced back over to 
Ana and fished around for his potion. Finding it eventually, the half-elf tore off the cap and gave 
it to his injured friend. Just as the shopkeeper had said, it worked even better than the red potion, 
healing up the wound with incredible speed and leaving Ana lying there wondering what she had 
just been crying over. Brandis pocketed the potion (it was two servings after all) and raced back 
to battle without saying a word. 
 Tandros had been swinging over and over, and his accuracy had been decreasing with 
each enraged blow. This one landed a bit aside and crashed into DeathWalker 10000’s arm and 
the armor piece, splitting them apart. The heavy piece of armor fell down and crashed into the 
ground, wrecking it completely, an unusable heap of metal. The overhead speaker voice called 
out at the loss, “DEATHWALKER 9000 ARMOR OFFLINE. REPAIRS ENGAGED.” 
 A mechanical arm swooped down and picked up the piece of armor. It then lifted it up 
onto the giant “T” structure and left it there. The top of the structure began slowly spinning as a 
cluster of mechanical pieces began stitching and repairing the armor as it moved near them. 
DeathWalker responded quickly by holding forth its other arm and beginning to rapid-fire the 
warrior who had injured it. Sharwin leaped in the way and began reflecting the shots everywhere 
with her arcane arts. The bullets bounced harmlessly off of her magic and then harmlessly off of 
DeathWalker. The Guardian switched gears and fired off another silenced shot. This time the 
deadly projectile was deflected by Ana’s magic, defending both Sharwin and Tandros. 
“RELOADING…” 
 The overhead voice chimed in, “DEATHWALKER 9000 REPAIRS 33 PERCENT.” 
 Brandis didn’t know anything about percentages, but thirty-three sounded like a pretty 
high number, so he began pelting the other limb with additional arrows. The projectiles 



continued to prove ineffective, and he didn’t have a worthy weapon for attacking head-on. 
Sharwin added to the attacks and success by blasting the machine with more lightning, just as 
ineffective as the half-elf’s assaults. The machine backed up, significantly faster without the 
armor piece, and continued firing its machine gun at them. Both Brandis and Sharwin were taken 
by surprise and riddled with the tiny pieces, knocking both of them over. It then fired again at 
Tandros, but the warrior ducked and avoided the attack. 
 “DEATHWALKER 9000 REPAIRS 66 PERCENT.” 
 Tandros pressed forward again, swinging for the other limb, but the machine continued to 
block the blows either with its armor or with its free arm. Ana hurried over and began healing 
Sharwin, since Brandis was better armored and not as injured. The half-elf staggered to his feet, 
trying to aim at the machine before it was too— 
 “DEATHWALKER 9000 REPAIRS 100 PERCENT.” The refurbished armor piece was 
lowered down and quickly reattached to DeathWalker, screwing back into place. The arm took 
its place back above and the T structure spun around once more before stopping. The Guardian 
turned, making use of the newly formed piece by firing another explosive at Ana. She had just 
finished healing Sharwin when the blast hit her, knocking her over again, and knocking Sharwin 
aside. Brandis looked over and took out the potion again and began racing over. DeathWalker 
switched weapons and began pelting the archer with more rounds. Several bullets whizzed past 
him, and suddenly one zoomed past right under his hand, shattering the potion into pieces, the 
precious medicine splashing onto the ground. 
 “Dang it!” Brandis cursed, throwing the remaining pieces down and turning to face the 
machine that had wronged him. DeathWalker ceased firing and shot off another silenced bullet at 
him. This time, Sharwin moved in the way and, swerving her electrified hands to the side, sent 
the shot wayward. She then dashed forward and began stabbing at the machine’s limbs as 
Tandros had done before. Tandros rushed in and continued swinging his sword like a madman at 
the Guardian.  
 Backing up, DeathWalker was no match for the speed and ferocity of the two’s harassing 
blows, unable to keep up with their speed while reloading. Finally Sharwin managed to land in a 
lucky blow on the Guardian’s armor, again slicing off the piece. DeathWalker fell over and 
began getting back up, but not before Tandros was upon him still, slashing and swinging at his 
other limb. A robotic arm came down and picked up the lost piece and set it upon the T structure, 
“DEATHWALKER 9000 ARMOR OFFLINE. REPAIRS ENGAGED.” 
 DeathWalker got back up and aimed its guns at Tandros and began firing again. Brandis 
leapt forth and hit one of the machine guns’ barrels with his bow, knocking it out of the way, 
causing the shots to misfire. Tandros rushed in again and continued smashing the Guardian down. 
The voice above announced the progress, “DEATHWALKER 9000 REPAIRS 33 PERCENT.”  
 This only added to Tandros’ initiative. He slashed this way and that, finally cleaving the 
other limb apart, exposing DeathWalker 10000’s body. The droid backed up, “My… my armor! 
Why, you!” 
 A mechanical arm scooped up the disabled part and moved it up also to the T structure, 
more arms moving the 9000 piece off to the side. A voice heralded the change in plans, 
“DEATHWALKER 8000 OFFLINE. REPAIRS ENGAGED. DEATHWALKER 9000 REPAIR 
POSTPONED.” 
 “You’re next, you bloody machine.” Tandros threatened as he swung once more at the 
smaller robot. The Guardian moved with surprising speed and ducked out of the way. He then 
grabbed Tandros’ wrist and twisted it in an unnatural direction. Tandros yelled and grabbed his 



wrist, leaving himself open. DeathWalker 10000 then swung his other arm forth and struck the 
fighter’s neck before kneeing him in the stomach. The warrior crumpled before the Guardian. 
 “DEATHWALKER 8000 REPAIRS 20 PERCENT.” 
 Sharwin reacted fast, running up to the Guardian and then sliding down, going for the 
robot’s feet. Brandis took the opportunity to fire off another shot at the machine. DeathWalker 
10000 gracefully moved his upper body out of the way, proceeding to move his leg, Sharwin’s 
intended target, up and back down on the eladrin’s. Brandis became alarmed and ran up, 
swinging his bow at the machine. 
 “DEATHWALKER 8000 REPAIRS 40 PERCENT.” DeathWalker caught the half-elf’s 
bow and punched him in the stomach. Brandis flinched horribly and was kicked back by the 
Guardian. He struggled to sit up only to have the machine hurl the bow back at him. It smacked 
him in the face and knocked him back down. 
 “DEATHWALKER 8000 REPAIRS 60 PERCENT.” DeathWalker 10000 laughed 
confidentially, “You may have killed some of the others, half-elf, but you cannot defeat that 
which is perfect. How overestimating Doctor Lecter and Othkurik were of your kind… I’ll grind 
it into the dust!” Sharwin took the opportunity of the machine gloating to jump to her feet and 
kick the machine in the shin.  
 “Arrgh!” DeathWalker’s leg gave out a bit and the eladrin leapt into action.  
 “DEATHWALKER 8000 REPAIRS 80 PERCENT.” Sharwin began stabbing and slicing 
at the machine, his armor deflecting the blows but knocking him back and denting him slightly. 
Every time he would recover she’d kick him in the face, knocking him further back. Finally she 
stabbed the Guardian and electrocuted him. Staggered, he backed up and wobbled back and forth 
for a moment. Sharwin withdrew her weapon and held it back, ready to finish him off.  
 But she didn’t. Doubt flickered in her eyes as she glanced worriedly back and forth 
between the Guardian and Brandis.  
 “DEATHWALKER 8000 REPAIRS 100 PERCENT.” The armor was lowered back 
down. DeathWalker 10000 looked back up and lunged forward, knocking the eladrin aside, 
sending her dagger flying away from her. The piece of machinery was reattached to the Guardian. 
The voice above called out, “DEATHWALKER 9000 REPAIRS 66 PERCENT.” 
 “Hahahahaah!!” DeathWalker 10000 jeered, “What are you trying to do!? Irrational 
woman! Here’s to you!” The Guardian held out its foot and pinned her down. Before too long the 
last piece came down to reattach as well, fully repairing the machine, “DEATHWALKER 9000 
REPAIRS 100 PERCENT.” 
 The machine fired off another explosive at the eladrin, blowing her away. She landed 
dangerously close to the edge of the platform and didn’t get back up. DeathWalker skipped the 
machine gun and simply fired another silenced bullet to finish her off. The bullet was deflected 
and flung off into the distance. Brandis stood in the way, breathing heavily, holding out his green 
jewel in the trajectory of the projectile.  
 DeathWalker’s eye lit up, “Ho ho! You’d put that in the way of your dearest friend!? 
Worth more than the both of you! Good thing it cannot be destroyed by bullets. Still, you did not 
know that. Such irrationality…” 
 “Shut up!” Brandis countered angrily, “I’d happily give it away. It’s only brought me 
trouble.” 
 “Ah, but that’s the trouble it’s brought you! Sad, that you’re the only one you can trust it 
with… Why do you think that is?” 



 Brandis didn’t bother to answer. He ran up to the machine and swung at it with his bow 
with all his might. The weapon proved most useless, however, as the droid’s armor proved too 
much for the bow to handle. DeathWalker’s eye lit up more as he watched the half-elf try to do 
anything. Another silenced shot went off, and Brandis felt his tunic get pierced and then began to 
feel it get soaked. Ignoring the pain, he struck again, again to no effect. 
 “Oh, come now. That’s not doing anything, see.” DeathWalker 10000 advised, “And 
don’t let your enemy reload so easily.” Yet another silenced shot went off. Brandis’ eyes 
quivered and he clenched his teeth. Blood dripped onto the ground and drenched his feet. 
DeathWalker 10000 leaned forward in his armor, his eye glowing with cruel certainty, “The 
problem with you humans is that you’re so irrational, and yet so predictable.” 
 Brandis glared back at the Guardian. His irises began to twitch, flickering from their 
normal color to black, then purple, then red and back. His hair’s color began to fade and turn 
white. DeathWalker 10000’s eye widened significantly, “WHAT!!??” 
 Suddenly, Brandis blasted the machine away. His skin instantly became jet-black, his 
clothes were replaced by darkened armor, and a spider shield formed in his free hand. His hair 
became pure white and longer, and his eyes blazed red. Brandis held forth his bow, and watched 
in amazement as it transformed into a sword, seeping with dark energy and looking sharp as any 
sword he’d ever seen. The blood stopped and unlimited energy soared through him. He said not a 
word, moving forward at unimaginable speed. He began slashing at the Guardian, hacking away 
multiple times. Each hit that was unsuccessful was followed by a harder one. Brandis rushed 
forth, his new sword blazing black and purple, and sliced apart both of DeathWalker’s arm 
pieces.  
 The machine backed up, but Brandis only continued. He began rapidly swinging at the 
robot, twice as fast as Tandros and twice and deadly. DeathWalker 10000 continued avoiding the 
slashes as much as he could, attacking back whenever possible, but Brandis felt no pain. He 
finally lunged forward and hit the Guardian with his shield, stunning him. Following up, the half-
elf sliced forward, right across the machine’s eye. SHING!!! 
 The Guardian stood still, its hands on its astonished eye, a huge gash running across it. 
The T structure behind it slowly moved in the same trajectory as the slash and fell into two, the 
top piece sliding down the incline made by the cut and crashing horribly behind him.  
 “You—you can’t do that…” DeathWalker 10000 sputtered, “Th-that’s impossible.” 
 A loud beeping sound began to go off, the Guardian looking down to his ravaged torso. 
 “No… No!” He shouted, backing up. The beeping grew louder and louder, the noise 
stopping suddenly. DeathWalker 10000 looked back at Brandis and then promptly burst apart 
into a massive explosion, taking out all but the machine’s lower legs. Brandis stood 
unwaveringly in front of the blast, completely unaffected.  
 “DEATHWALKER 10000 OFFLINE.”  
 The third Guardian of Othkurik was dead. 
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 The Guardian’s few remains crumpled down, just worthless spare parts now. The 
darkness around Brandis burst off, sailing off into the distance and leaving the half-elf looking 
quite normal again. He dropped his bow and collapsed, falling over and closing his eyes. The 
dark form had left him victorious but quite drained. Laying there, breathing heavily, the half-elf 
rested until he felt well again, and then shakily got to his feet. Glancing at the others, he wasn’t 
sure what to do. They were alive, but not well in the slightest. He couldn’t possibly help all of 



them back to Romenus (maybe one, but he couldn’t leave any of them behind). Doubting his 
ability to go back and forth fast enough, he determined that perhaps Marcus could be of 
assistance.  
 Pulling out his elixir of speed, Brandis began to drink. It tasted most peculiar, but it 
definitely worked. Brandis suddenly felt more energetic than he’d ever been. He had no choice 
but to burst into a sprint back out the door and towards Romenus above. It was short lived, but 
the half-elf’s speed easily got all the way back rather quickly. He scurried up to the waterfall 
marking the entrance just as the speed wore out. He looked around hastily and discovered a small 
lift next to the fountain. Running over, Brandis pushed the lift’s button and it shifted up quickly, 
the ceiling above moving aside to make room. Before long the half-elf found himself back in the 
government building. 
 Marcus was loitering back in front of the large building, waiting impatiently. Brandis ran 
up to the Roman leader frantically. The commander seemed quite astonished to see him. 
 “In Zelrig’s good name—you’re alive!” Marcus exclaimed, “Is the Guardian dead?” 
 “Yeah,” Brandis explained, catching his breath, “But the others will be too if we don’t get 
some healers or medics down there. They’re hurt badly.” 
 Marcus seemed to believe him. He turned and nodded at a squad of three Roman archers, 
who had red potions hanging from their belts, “Go help them out. Could you show them the way, 
Brandis?” 
 The half-elf nodded, “Yeah… sure.” He limped back toward the secret entrance, with the 
archers right behind him. One of the Romans caught up with him. 
 “Sir, you’re hurt, too. Have one of these potions.” He handed Brandis one of the 
medicine bottles. Brandis nodded and gulped it down. Tasting much better than the elixir of 
speed, it made him much more fit to walk, and he continued on a little faster. The way was much 
easier with all the machines off and all the doors open, and before too long the half-elf led the 
group to his friends. The archers hurried over and stooped down and got to work. Brandis walked 
over and waited worriedly. 
 I hope they’ll be fine, he thought, I don’t want anyone’s blood on my hands just for 
killing a Guardian. 
 They will be fine. They all knew this could happen. Ulginesh reminded him, Everything 
has risks, and fighting Othkurik will have many. Do not have regrets. 
 Yeah, but I don’t really see this whole deal going anywhere. Stopping Othkurik will stop 
Othkurik. My friends will have more meaning than that.  
 Sometimes you may have to choose between the two. Which would you prefer? Which 
would your friends prefer? 
 Brandis was silent for awhile. Before long the archers finished up and helped everyone 
up and out. Tandros gritted his teeth as he limped out, “Did we do it?” 
 “Yeah, but don’t push it,” Brandis answered, “Just get out of here.” 
 “You’d best leave as well,” one of the archers suggested, “You need your rest, too.” 
 Brandis nodded and followed them out and back to Romenus. 
 
 Marcus insisted that they all got some rest, and purchased spots for all four of them at the 
local inn. Brandis had no disagreements with that, and he slept for a long time, still tired from the 
fight with DeathWalker 10000 and the aftereffects of the dark form. Once he awoke, it was early 
next morning, and he wasn’t tired, so he got up and left his room. 



 Tandros and Ana were both up and about downstairs. Brandis walked over and yawned, 
“Breakfast, perhaps?” 
 Tandros nodded toward who was assumedly the innkeeper over by the corner of the room, 
“Ask him.” 
 Brandis nodded and headed in that direction. Tandros stopped him, “Listen, Brandis…” 
 “Yeah?” 
 “We can’t thank you enough. We couldn’t have stopped DeathWalker 10000 on our own.” 
 Brandis shrugged, “Well, thank Master Woo, then. He was the one who called me over 
here. I was glad to help. Anything to stop Othkurik, right?” 
 Ana shook her head, “No. You did more than stop the Guardian. You saved everyone 
here, and helped clear our names.” 
 Tandros extended his hand, “So, if there’s anything we can ever do to help.” 
 Brandis stroked his chin, “Well, Tandros, you’re close to Marcus, right?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Could you try to get him to help Sohenberg against Othkurik? Master Woo is going to 
unite the kingdoms against that monster.” 
 Tandros agreed, “Absolutely!” 
 “Good! That’s that, then.” He shook Tandros’ hand. 
 “If that’s your goal, then you should head for Empiritet next,” Ana suggested, “Perhaps 
we could help you. It’s important to establish good relationships between Einar cities.” 
 Tandros nodded, “Yes. Other than that, Elf City is the only other major city in Ensterek 
not under Othkurik’s alliance. I doubt they’d be willing to help with Sohenberg though. Their 
relation with the U.S.E. isn’t so good.” 
 “Yes, but they’re alliance with Master Woo is good.” Brandis mentioned. 
 “Well, Romenus does have the transports needed to get there.” 
 “I’ll keep that in mind.” Brandis looked around, “Say, where’s Sharwin?” 
 “Outside,” Ana replied.  
 “I see.” Brandis grabbed something to eat and then headed outside, looking for his friend. 
 He couldn’t seem to find her at first glance, and was confused until he heard her voice 
from above, “Looking for something?” 
 Sharwin was up on top of the inn’s roof, sitting down and watching the half-elf look 
about. Brandis looked up and her and scratched his head, “How’d you get up there?” 
 She pointed to the side of the building, “There’s a ladder over there.” 
 “Oh…” Brandis glanced over, “Why?” 
 “Gosh! I don’t know! Does it matter? For the archers or something.” 
 Brandis shrugged and walked over to find it, “Well, I am an archer…” 
 He found the ladder, climbed up and walked over to the eladrin. From the roof the port 
was still visible, several fishing boats already setting sail. Brandis watched them slowly move 
about. 
 “Glad we have Romenus on our side, now.” He observed, “Maybe we can go to Elf City 
sometime.” 
 “Maybe,” Sharwin replied, “but we should report to Master Woo first. He’ll be eager to 
get the news, I’m sure.”  
 “Probably,” The half-elf sighed as he looked out at the sea, “Five Guardians left. Seems 
like it takes longer every time.” 
 “Yeah, but we might get some help soon.” She motioned toward the government building. 



 “We’ve gotten help from Tirrej and Concan and we’ve still had to do all this ourselves.” 
 “We have to play our cards right, Brandis.” 
 “I know, but still…” He looked down at his hands, “I used that dark form thing we talked 
about… to defeat DeathWalker 10000.” 
 She glanced over, “Oh, yeah? How’d that go?” 
 “Fine… I don’t feel any, uh, darker. But it sure drained me.” 
 “Hmmm…” She seemed to muse on it. 
 “Hey, why didn’t you finish off DeathWalker 10000 when you had the chance? It looked 
like you had him back there.” 
 “What? —I…” She stared off into space, “I—I don’t know. It just didn’t click.” 
 “Oh…” He left it at that. 
 “…” 
 Brandis decided to move the talk back to the dark form, “DeathWalker claimed that it 
was impossible. I don’t know why, though… Men can use the dark from too, right?” 
 She laughed, “Maybe he thought you were too good for that.” 
 “What? Something wrong with giving one of the Guardians a taste of their own 
medicine?” 
 “Something like that.” 
 Brandis smiled just thinking of it. After all, he didn’t really like DeathWalker 10000 to 
begin with. Sharwin reclined back against the roof and looked over at him, “Hey, Brandis.” 
 The half-elf looked back, “Yeah?” 
 She made a gesture, “Thanks for helping us back there. I could have sworn I was going to 
bleed out.” 
 “Well, I’m not about to betray all of you and just leave you there to die, am I? You’re my 
friends—just like with Arkmer.” 
 She was quiet for a little while, “Yeah…” 
 The door to the inn opened and Tandros and Ana came out. The warrior looked around, 
“Brandis?” 
 “Up here.” Brandis called out. He hopped down and landed quite gracefully (again 
surprising himself, but he didn’t doubt that everyone else here could do it, too).  
 Sharwin hopped down too, looking back up at Tandros as she landed, “What is it?” 
 “It’s nothing,” Ana reassured her, “We were just heading over to Marcus.” 
 “Absolutely,” Tandros nodded, crossing his arms, “We’ve got a promise to keep.”  
 “Right,” Brandis replied, “We’d best go with you. I should try to get to know Marcus 
better if we’re going to be allies. I want to get permission to sail a ship, too.” 
 Sharwin shrugged, “I can’t tell if you’re eager to sail or just get to Elf City…” 
 “I’m sure Marcus would be happy to lend you a ship whenever you like,” Tandros 
assured him, “You did save Romenus, after all.” 
 The group went on ahead over to the government buildings. Marcus was in his usual spot 
by the main building, talking to one of his guards. He looked up as Brandis’ group approached, 
seeming happy to see them. Taking a few steps forward, he greeted them as they neared him. 
 “Good to see you’re all well again. We’re in your debt, all of you.” 
 Tandros shook the general’s hand, “Just glad to be back, Marcus.” 
 “Aye. Is there anything I can do for you all?” 
 Well…” Tandros explained the situation and Brandis’ terms of agreement. 



 Marcus didn’t seem to have any objections. “More allies are fine by me,” He decided, 
“And after this incident I’m sure all the soldiers I have will be very eager to get back at that 
filthy dragon. You have my word, send a signal and we’ll be ready to go. Just give us a few days 
to clean up this whole DeathWalker mess.” 
 “Sure thing.” Brandis nodded, “Oh, actually, about the whole signal thing... we’ll be 
working jointly with Master Woo, not the U.S.E., so it might have to be a little more covert.”  
 “Sonlen’s not too hot on anything that’s not elven.” Sharwin clarified.  
 “Oh… I see.” The Roman commander nodded, “Ah! And Brandis… you can make use of 
our ships any time you like. Just speak with me first.” 
 “Alright!” Brandis pumped his fist.  
 Sharwin put her head in her hands, “But you’ve basically never sailed… a little early for 
that enthusiasm, don’t you think?” 
 Marcus turned, “Well then. It’s settled. I must speak with my guards. Good luck against 
the Guardians, Brandis.” With that, he walked away. Tandros and Ana turned and faced the half-
elf. 
 “Well then, I suppose we part ways here.” Tandros admitted, “Best of luck, Brandis. Tell 
Master Woo we wish him well.” 
 “You’re not coming?” Brandis asked. 
 Ana shook her head, “We must stay here. We will await your signal.” 
 “Okay, then. Until next time,” Brandis rubbed the back of his head, “I suppose you’d be 
better off here.” 
 “It was a pleasure.” Sharwin added, “I do hope things don’t go south for you again.” 
 “You too,” Tandros nodded and walked off. Ana did a little bow and followed him. 
Brandis was sad to see them go, but he knew he’d probably see them again.  
 He turned to Sharwin, “Off to Sohenberg, then.” 
 He glanced down at his feet, “…Well, actually… let me buy some shoes first.” 
 “Understandably.” Sharwin crossed her arms, “How do you get into these situations 
anyway? No shoes? What?”  
 “None of your business!” Brandis hurried off, “I’ll be right back!” 
 
 “Much better.” Brandis eyed his new boots, “Very stylish.” 
 “Yup.” Sharwin agreed, “Glad you didn’t go with those Roman sandals. Come on, we 
ought to get back to Woo.”  
 The two headed for the city gate. As the gate came into sight, Brandis saw a U.S.E. 
soldier standing there, catching his breath. The soldier stood back up and saw the half-elf, too. 
He ran over and handed him a scroll, still panting a bit. 
 “Message from Sohenberg, sir.” The messenger explained, “Sonlen requests your 
audience. Othkurik is moving in for the kill.” 
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 “What!?” Brandis looked at the letter, scanning over it quickly. 
 The messenger leaned against a building with one arm, still exhausted, “His forces 
slipped between the Desert Mountains and Romenus yesterday, sir. They’re heading for 
Sohenberg. Sonlen… has asked for you to come immediately.” 
 Sharwin scoffed, “Yeah, right. He’d never ask for Brandis’ help, even if it were life or 
death.” 



 “Still, we’d better get back to Sohenberg as soon as possible,” Brandis mused, “Master 
Woo is there as well, and this’ll all be for naught if Sohenberg falls.” 
 “Humph,” She shrugged, “Well, if that’s what you think we should do, then let’s do it. 
Moving armies takes a long time, so we should be able to beat them there.” 
 “Well, let’s go!” Brandis hurried out the gate, worried about his father. Sharwin rushed 
after him.  
 Catching up to the half-elf, she cursed, “Bad luck, I say! DeathWalker’s forces were 
supposed to be reinforcing the assault, not leading it, I bet. I hate that dragon!” 
 “But you’ve never met him.” Brandis replied. 
 “I don’t care! Look at this big mess he’s gotten Ensterek into! All the kingdoms, all the 
Guardian clans… and everyone stuck between. Blast!” 
 “All for this…” Brandis looked at his jewel, “What’s it all about?” 
 “Well, he’s a dragon. I figure he thinks he deserves one, just like the dragons of old.” 
 “But he already has one!” 
 “Well, maybe he’s greedy, or he thinks he deserves three whole dragons’ worth.” 
 “I’m not going to let him tear up the entirety of Ensterek for it!” 
 The two sprinted for as long as they could. The journey back to Sohenberg was a long 
one, and soon became tiring. As they crossed into the plains, the two could see a giant mass of 
soldiers, all ambling toward the elven city.  
 “That’s Othkurik’s army.” Sharwin pointed. 
 “There’s so many.” Brandis noted, “There’s no way the U.S.E. is going to hold out 
against them.” 
 “Not by themselves they won’t. C’mon, we need to find your old man and notify the 
other kingdoms.”  
 “Right.”  
 This only made the half-elf want to hurry faster. It was a struggle, but the two managed to 
beat Othkurik’s slow-moving army there, and before long were allowed inside the city (the gates 
were now closed).  
 The courtyard was bustling with soldiers and people. U.S.E. forces were amassing 
everywhere, but it still didn’t impress Brandis enough to have faith in the elven army alone. 
Sonlen and Syvarris were up on the Balcony, both more armored than usual, looking over maps 
of the Sohen Plain.  
 Brandis walked up, tired, “You called?” 
 Sonlen looked up, “Brandis! I hear you’ve bumped off yet another Guardian! How your 
tales never fail to amuse me.” 
 “Shut up!” Sharwin snapped, “What do you want!?” 
 Sonlen gestured at the soldiers moving about below, “My forces are preparing for battle 
with Othkurik’s army. Orcs, it seems. Pitiful little creatures. Regardless, they’ve moved out in 
full force. Some of the main army has broken off and is now flanking the city, and I cannot spare 
any soldiers. I thought that since you are such an expert at killing Guardians of Othkurik that it’d 
be no problem to you and your little band of friends.” 
 Brandis clenched his fist, “I could get you a lot more help than just us! I’ve seen the army 
already on the way here, and you’re going to need more people than you’ve got. Let us help you.” 
 Sonlen laughed, “As if the U.S.E. needs your help! You should be glad I’m even 
allowing you to defend this city from behind! No… let the elves gain the glory on the battlefield 



that they deserve! We will take Grimnak down and send fear into the souls of every Guardian 
soldier on the battlefield!” 
 “Oh, how convenient.” Sharwin spat, “You need our help but keep it in the background 
so the elves get all the glory in the front! Ridiculous.” 
 “Call it what you like,” Sonlen rolled up the map and held his arm out, his dragon 
swooping in and landing on it, “U.S.E.! Prepare to move out! Glory awaits us!” 
 With that the soldiers began assembling and moving out the gate in lines. Sonlen leaped 
down and landed in front of Brandis. The two exchanged glances and then the elf commander 
headed out the door with his soldiers. Syvarris leapt down as well and followed his commander. 
Before long the square was empty, leaving just Brandis and Sharwin. The half-elf was quiet for a 
while and then turned and began walking down one of the alleys, “Let’s find Master Woo.” 
  
 Master Woo was inside his house, scanning over a map with Chardris. Both of them 
looked up as Brandis and Sharwin came in. Chardris gestured at the two of them. 
 “Glad to see you’re both alive. Looks like we have yet another dilemma to deal with. 
Grimnak.” 
 “Yes… another Guardian of Othkurik and the commander of most of the dragon’s forces,” 
Master Woo added, “Sonlen is not prepared for the size of the army coming in to attack.” 
 “Sonlen wants us to fight forces flanking Sohenberg.” Brandis explained, walking over to 
the two. 
 “Yes… well, I’m always here for you, and we have Emiroon on standby. Chardris’ squad 
can help as well.” 
 Brandis looked at the map. It was of the Northwest side of the Sohen Plains, showing the 
back of Sohenberg to as far as Rokdecia. An arrow was drawn around the North end of 
Sohenberg and to the back, where it then split into three.  
 Brandis scratched his head, looking at it, “What’s the situation?” 
 Chardris stroked his chin, “The flanking force has split into three units as it has advanced. 
We’ll need to take out all of them.” 
 “Yeah, but it’s just us.” Brandis inquired, “How do we deal with that many, uh, orcs?”  
 “Orcs are weak,” Sharwin shrugged, “and if they split up, we should be able to handle 
most of them fairly easily. We just need to worry about the leaders.” 
 Master Woo nodded his approval, “Yes; I can fight many foes at once, Sharwin and the 
elves have magic, and Brandis is good at handling things quickly. We should be fine. Regardless, 
we’d best send that signal. Chardris, can you make it to Concan?” 
 The elf nodded, “Yes, and Emiroon can summon me back. You can count on me.” 
 “Then you have no objection to sending Arkmer and Jorhdawn out to fight?”  
 “They can handle it.” 
 The old monk stroked his beard, “Then, Brandis, we should work on taking out the 
remaining two groups. Do it fast, and we’ll trade their army for one of ours. Perhaps the U.S.E. 
will be able to handle this, after all.” 
 Sharwin shrugged, “Sounds fine to me. I can handle orcs.” 
 “So, you’re coming, too?” Brandis asked Master Woo. 
 His father smiled wisely, “Yes. I can always lend a hand.” 
 “Then it’s settled. We’ll split up for now. Time is of the essence.” Chardris decided. 
Everyone agreed and headed out to the field. 
 



 Brandis had always liked the Sohen Plains, but now they seemed rather ominous. 
Glancing back at his companions, he noted that they, too, were looking uneasy. Both Sharwin 
and Master Woo clearly had things on their mind. The walk up to meet the flanking army had 
been a long one, and he wasn’t even sure if they were going to find them where Master Woo and 
Chardris had hoped. 
 I have a bad feeling about all this, he thought, biting his lip. 
 Today is of extreme significance, Ulginesh concurred, It could mean the difference for 
everybody. I would have to wonder if anyone was not worried. 
 I wonder if the enemy is as uneasy as I am, the half-elf pondered. 
 Perhaps. You have, after all, slain three Guardians singlehandedly.  
 Singlehandedly… I wouldn’t say that. Before long, the group climbed a small hill and 
Master Woo raised one arm, signaling the others to stop. He nodded in the direction past the hill. 
 “There they are… they’ve set up camp it seems. Probably waiting for the signal to attack. 
Now’s a good time to strike.” 
 “Okay,” Sharwin consented, “The leader’ll probably be in the middle. We’ll have to fight 
our way through.” 
 “Wait—the middle? How will we get out once we’ve got their attention? We’ll be 
surrounded.” Brandis objected. 
 Master Woo gestured at the tents below, “We can create some confusion to distract them. 
A fire, for instance.” 
 “Sounds like a plan to me.” Sharwin concluded. Brandis shrugged and decided to go 
along with it. Getting as close as possible without arousing notice, the eladrin focused for a 
moment, then held her hand out and fired a arcane bolt at one of the tents. It caught fire almost 
instantly and began crawling up the tent, the flames already beginning to lick the fabric apart. 
 Master Woo slowly got up, “That’ll do for now. Let’s circle around a bit.” 
 Brandis glanced at the fire and then followed his father around. Sharwin stayed behind 
him, causing more fires whenever possible. By the time they were at a good distance, the flames 
could be seen from quite a distance and the orcs were already making quite a din about it. 
Brandis could see several of the warriors scurrying about, heading toward the disaster. They 
were ugly, a dark blue color, and decorated with all manners of savage nonsense. Feathers and 
animal bones and skulls covered most of their leather armor, and their weapons looked dull and 
unrefined. All in all, the beasts didn’t look like they’d be much of a problem. What was troubling, 
however, was their numbers. Even for a flanking force, the monsters were everywhere, scuttling 
this way and that. Brandis was glad that he’d hopefully be fighting very few of them. On that 
note, Master Woo found an entry point he liked and slipped on through. Brandis followed his 
father closely, Sharwin still right behind them.  
 The camp spot was vacant, though there had clearly been plenty of activity. The orcs 
must have moved either away from the fire or toward it, hoping to put it out. Moving through the 
deserted grounds, the group began heading for the center of the encampment. The vacancy was 
short-lived, however, as several groups of orcs could soon be seen weaving between the tents, 
weapons drawn and heading for the flames. One happened to glance over and spotted Brandis 
and his friends. He shouted out in alarm, “Enemies! Attack!” 
 At the sound of the warning the other orcs turned and began running toward the half-elf, 
raising their weapons. Sharwin didn’t seem particularly alarmed as the fastest orcs began nearing 
them. She tossed her knife in the air, caught it, then threw it at the incoming squads. It struck one 
of the soldiers and electrocuted him, the sparks travelling from his body to the others. They 



shouted out in pain and then collapsed. Undaunted, the rest of the orcs continued charging. Some 
of them stayed behind by the apparent leader, holding up some bows and firing homemade 
arrows over the heads of their allies. Master Woo responded in a usual monk-like way, leaping in 
the air and spinning, kicking the arrows aside. He then landed in front of the rest of the fighters 
and spun again, knocking them all away.  
 He turned as if he hadn’t just done anything impressive and yelled at Brandis, “Take out 
the leader, Brandis!” 
 Brandis nodded and raised a single arrow, firing it at the most important looking one, a 
leather armor and fur-clad orc on some sort of saber-toothed creature. It easily knocked him over, 
dead as a doorknob, and the animal instantly shot off in the opposite direction. The archers 
seemed alarmed at the death of their commander and began to flee as well. Master Woo held his 
hands forth and fired off another burst of energy, incinerating the fleeing foes. All the enemies 
felled, Sharwin walked over to pick up her dagger.  
 Turning around to face Brandis after retrieving the weapon, she reassured him “See? 
Easy.” 
 Master Woo turned back as well, “Yes, if we take out their leaders, this should be easier 
to deal with than DeathWalkers. However, they are far greater in number. It would be wise to lay 
low, still. Let’s set fire to some things here as well, and then continue onward in a different 
direction.” 
 “Alright. I’ll take any shot I can get at any leaders I see.” Brandis proposed. Sharwin set 
yet another tent on fire and the group swerved off in another direction. The sounds of commotion 
grew louder as the situation continued to grow out of control for the orcs. Several ran past 
Brandis or his allies without even taking notice as they tried to go get everything under control or 
fled to one of the other armies. The effort was clearly very disorganized. Before too long the 
middle of the camp drew very near.  
 Unfortunately things were a bit more in shape here. An armored orc atop a small dinosaur 
rode about near the bigger and more decorated leader’s tent, yelling at a small army of other 
gruts. The dinosaur screeched and turned toward Brandis’ company, catching the orc’s attention. 
 He turned and raised a stone spear, “I knew it! Elven garbage!” 
 Brandis drew an arrow and pointed it at the orc, “Actually, none of us are elves, but it 
doesn’t really matter…” He fired the shot directly at the mounted enemy. The orc raised a large 
shield and easily blocked the arrow.  
 Lowering the defense, he laughed a horrible, evil laugh, “I am Tornak, the Guardian 
Grimnak’s second-in-command! I will not be fallen so easily! Attack!” 
 The orcs behind him drew their weapons and began to charge forward. There were 
significantly more of the than before, and Brandis doubted he could get away with doing nothing 
this time. He drew another shot and began loosing arrows into the advancing crowd.  Most of the 
enemies either had none or too much self-preservation, and several fell or fled from the half-elf’s 
attacks.  
 Tornak struck down several of the fleeing orcs and yelled at the ones who remained, 
“Keep going!” 
 As usual, Sharwin continued launching arcane bolts into the horde, but this time they 
weren’t enough to finish them all off. The gruts caught up and began hacking away with their 
weapons. Panicking, Brandis backed up and fell over. The first enemy to attack missed with an 
oversized sword and fell over from the inertia as well, landing on top of the half-elf. Another orc 
quickly advanced and tripped over his comrade. He fell over too and landed on Brandis, again 



knocking the wind out of him. The half-elf struggled and shoved the clumsy attackers off of him. 
Hopping to his feet, he was immediately greeted by yet another orc swinging his sword at him. 
Brandis ducked down and lunged back up, stabbing the foe with an arrow. The grut shouted and 
collapsed, Brandis running forward and using the enemy as a meat shield. He grabbed the limp 
orc’s blade and swung it at another oncoming foe. Raising a shield, the orc deflected the blow. 
Brandis reacted quickly, dropping the grut he was holding and kicking the shield aside before 
lunging forth again and stabbing the attacker, leaving the sword in his body. Moving around the 
skewered enemy, the half-elf swung his bow and knocked aside yet another foe, swinging the 
weapon around and then drawing and firing an arrow into the hideous face of a forth orc.  
 Brandis felt pretty good about himself defeating all the enemies in front of him most 
stylishly, until Tornak, his dinosaur charging rapidly, tore through the ranks of his grut 
subordinates and smacked the half-elf over onto his back with his shield. The orc leader 
continued dashing across before turning back for another pass. Brandis struggled to his feet only 
to be knocked over again by the grut commander’s spear flying through the air, knocking him 
over and piercing him, “Arrgh!”  
 The dinosaur licked its chops and clicked its sharp toes against the earth. Tornak leaded 
over and patted the side of its neck, and the monster began racing over toward the injured archer. 
Lucky for Brandis, Master Woo leaped through the air, smacking the dinosaur in the neck and 
knocking it onto its side. He quickly held forth his hands and blasted Tornak. The orc held up his 
shield and deflected the blast, swinging it forth and knocking the monk over as well.  
 Suddenly, some more help arrived. Several large icicles flew through the air and landed 
all around the orcs. From between the tents several large hideous monsters seemingly made of 
ice lumbered forth, soon followed by several Sentinels flying forward, raising their weapons. The 
orcs wasted no time, this time nearly all of them turning and running for their lives, easily 
disengaging from Sharwin and the attacking Kyrie. Tornak cursed and got back to his feet, 
mounting his dinosaur and scramming at top speed, easily outrunning the pursuing Sentinels. 
The advancing orc army was compromised.  
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 “Uggh,” Brandis tore the weapon from himself and sat up, clutching the wound and 
breathing heavily. Master Woo had gotten to his feet, and Sharwin headed over to assist the half-
elf.  
 Getting on her knees and helping him sit up, she asked with some concern, “Are you 
okay?” 
 “Not exactly… Ow…” Tornak must have had a good arm, for the spear had pierced him 
deeply and devastatingly. Sharwin seemed distressed, but there was nothing she could do to help 
him. 
 “Let me handle this,” A voice called. Brandis and Sharwin looked back to see Kelda 
flying toward them with another squad of Sentinels. She landed and walked over, holding her 
hand over the wound and healing it up fast. 
 “Thanks,” Brandis put his hand over his healed wound before getting up, “You came here 
just in time.” 
 “Yeah,” Sharwin gestured at all the flying soldier around them, “You sure got here fast. 
Chardris an expert mountaineer?” 



 The Kyrie shook her head, “We were expecting your call for aid. Othkurik’s forces could 
be seen from the Glacier Mountain. We had soldiers waiting for the message at the foot of the 
mountain.” 
 Master Woo walked over, “Where is Concan? I’d like to speak with him.” 
 “We split up into three groups. He should be attacking one of the other advancing forces. 
We should assist if you want to see him.” The Kyrie replied. 
 “Very well. We were going to do that anyway.” The monk turned and began walking 
away, “We must hurry. Sonlen will need our help as soon as we can give it to him.” 
 Sharwin shrugged, “What about the Romans? Should we contact them?” 
 “If we can. But Othkurik’s army will be in the way. How are we going to get around in 
time?” Brandis reminded her. 
 “Flying; I could go.” Kelda suggested. 
 Brandis thought about it and then nodded, “Yeah. Go on ahead. We’ll need them.” 
 The Kyrie turned and spoke with some of the other Sentinels. She then spread her wings 
and took to the skies, flying off as fast as she could. Sharwin tapped her foot and looked over at 
the other Sentinels, “You sure she should go? It might not be safe.” 
 The soldiers didn’t seem alarmed, “Our leaders can fly much faster than we can. And 
they can take care of themselves.” 
 Master Woo looked over his shoulder, “We should help Concan, Brandis. Time is of the 
essence.”  
 Brandis nodded, “Of course.” He went on ahead and caught up with his father. 
 
 The other camp wasn’t very far ahead and already Brandis could see the action going on. 
Several of the armored Kyrie could be seen flying in toward the camp, swooping down and 
beginning to battle with the orcs below. Nearly half of the orc camp was already taken, the battle 
lines defined by the lines of ice monsters fighting their way through, Sentinels and orcs battling 
all around them. The Kyrie were starting to near the leader’s tent already. Beginning to head for 
the battle, Master Woo didn’t waste any time. Brandis hurried along, following the old monk, 
Sharwin right behind him. 
 The sounds of battle grew louder as the group approached the fighting, heading straight 
for the front lines. The orcs seemed more organized, apparently more willing to fight direct 
armies than deal with smaller groups. Brandis headed forward in front of his friends, eager to 
finish off the next camp. He jumped and kicked the first ugly blue face he saw, drawing an arrow 
in midair and firing it into the next enemy. Unfortunately, his spree was cut short this time by a 
fully armored grut with a spear. The orc hooked the half-elf’s bow with his weapon and tore it 
from his hands. The foe then simply kicked Brandis over. 
 Crap! Well, this won’t be quite so easy, then… Brandis leaped back onto his feet and 
used the orc’s slower armor to his advantage. Sweeping around the enemy like he’d seen 
Sharwin do, the half-elf swung his arm around and tripped the orc over. Figuring the fallen foe 
would be taken care of by the allies behind him, he picked up his bow and continued forward. 
Off to the sides, he could see all those fighting around him. Sharwin and Master Woo were right 
to the left of him, fighting through the crowds of gruts like it was easy; to the right he could see 
an ice monster simply walking through the hordes, swatting aside any swogs that tried to leap on 
it. Up ahead there were some more of Concan’s soldiers fighting. 
 Many of the orcs in front were beginning to disperse, turning and fleeing further back. 
Sharwin instantly gave chase, so Brandis figured he ought to follow. Unfortunately the orcs were 



a tad faster than the two, and before long they were out of reach, continuing to retreat further 
back. Soon the tents around them were quite vacant. Up ahead were several injured Sentinels. 
Catching up to the two, Master Woo looked at them in alarm, “Concan’s guard!” 
 He ran over and kneeled down by one of the wounded Kyrie. The soldier looked up and 
seemed to recognize the monk. He pointed over in the direction of the leader’s tent, “Concan and 
the rest of the guard are further up ahead. Help them if you could, please. We’ll… be fine.”  
 Master Woo nodded, then got back up and turned toward his son, “We should help him 
out. After all, Othkurik will be after his jewel as well. I have a bad feeling about this.” 
 Sharwin tossed her arms up in the air, “Now, why’d you say that?! Now something bad’s 
going to happen for sure!” 
 Brandis stroked his chin thoughtfully, “Sure seems like he wants mine an awful lot 
more…”  
 “Even so, it would be wise to stick out for each other. Let’s go.” Master Woo reminded 
him. Brandis nodded and continued toward the main tent. It was a bit of a sprint but soon the top 
of the tent was visible. More of Concan’s guard lay strewn about, in front of a large group of 
swogs and orc archers. The group of bowmen drew their weapons and at the swogs’ command 
fired a large volley. Sharwin immediately stepped in the way and deflected the shots with her 
reflective magic. Brandis followed up and drew an arrow and fired at one of the swogs. The orc 
took the hit directly and slumped over in his saddle. 
 The success gave the half-elf even more initiative, for some odd reason, and he loosed 
another arrow into a second leader, killing him as well. He smoothly and rapidly continued firing 
off as the archer gruts clumsily drew their weapons and soon the rest of the squad leaders had 
turned and were, too, beginning to retreat. The orc archers looked behind themselves, confused, 
and began to flee as well. Sharwin easily finished them off with an arcane bolt. Walking forward 
and observing the bodies, Master Woo looked onward.  
 “No sign of Concan. He must be further ahead still.” He concluded. Brandis nodded and 
continued forward, his friends following him.  
 The head tent was right up ahead. It was in the middle of a large grassy clearing, the tent 
at the far end. In the middle of the area was another orc leader: an armored one with many 
weapons (not too unlike Mogrimm), atop a huge dinosaur with massive fangs and tiny little arms. 
He was being confronted by Concan, who stood alone boldly in front of the mighty beast, 
holding his sword out in front of him. Brandis ran up close enough to hear the words exchanged. 
 The orc laughed, “You dare stand before the leader of the lower Guardians, Kyrie!? What 
do you hope to accomplish? I will crush you!” 
 Concan was unmoved, “You will not get past my defenses, Grimnak! Othkurik is stopped 
here!” 
 Grimnak only laughed more, “Get past your defenses? I may not have to.” He kicked the 
side of the dinosaur and the beast reared up. Concan braced himself. 
 Master Woo stepped forward, “Concan, no!” 
 The dinosaur lunged forward and chomped down on the Kyrie leader, devouring him 
whole. Brandis and his friends watched, eyes gaping at the ferocity of the sudden kill. The 
dinosaur lurched back up, a shining blue jewel flying up into the air. Grimnak reached out and 
caught the gem, eyeing it greedily through his helmet, “Well, well… Lucky me! The blue jewel 
is finally mine!” 
 He turned and called out, “Tornak!” 
 Tornak raced up from behind the leader’s tent, “Yes, lord Grimnak?” 



 The orc tossed the gem down, “Take this to Lord Othkurik immediately. He’s been 
waiting a long time for this. I’ll get this other one.” The Guardian turned to face Brandis, Tornak 
taking the blue jewel and speeding off. 
 “Brandis Skyhunter. The reason for all this goose-chasing madness. I am Grimnak, one of 
the Eight Guardians of Othkurik. Lord Othkurik ordered me to bring him back that jewel. Only 
Sohenberg stood in our way, but I see you’ve made things much easier for us.” 
 “Every time one of you Guardians says that, you end up dying.” Brandis alerted him, 
taking out an arrow and drawing it. 
 “I am no fool. There is an excellent reason for my rank and position over Lord Othkurik’s 
army. The other Guardians were fighters, but I am a force. Do you really think you will survive 
while Concan did not? No jewel will protect you from my dinosaur’s deadly chomp. It’s time 
this silly game ended. Grimnak, eat them!”  
 “You dinosaur’s name is Grimnak too?” Brandis asked with some disbelief. 
 “Yes. Grimnak and Grimnak.”  
 “Yeah, that’s not confusing at all.” Sharwin criticized.  
 The orc sighed, “Actually, you wouldn’t believe how much less-confusing it makes 
everything. Bah! Enough talk! Let us fight!” 
 “I still don’t entirely get it.” Brandis pondered. 
 “I said enough chatter! Fight or perish! Choose!” The orc took a spear from his cache and 
swatted the side of his ride. The dinosaur roared loudly and began to charge at the group.  
 “Move, move, move!” Sharwin shouted, leaping out of the way. Brandis dove off to the 
side as well, Master Woo jumping away too. The dinosaur ran past them, turning as it slowed 
down. It snarled menacingly, showing razor sharp teeth. Brandis rolled back up to his feet and 
shot an arrow at the beast. The bolt whizzed through the air and sunk into the monster, but it 
didn’t seem particularly affected by the wound.  
 Master Woo hopped up as well and assumed a defensive position, “We’ll need more 
firepower than that.”  
 Grimnak put away his spear and took out a bow. He kicked the side of the dinosaur and 
the monster charged forward again at the half-elf. Brandis waited for the opportune moment 
before dodging the rushing beast again. As he passed by, the Guardian aimed and fired a shot at 
Master Woo. The old man lunged out of the way, dodging the shot in a fashion any monk would 
do. Roaring with anger at the prospect of missing again, the dinosaur turned toward Brandis and 
began stomping after him. 
 “Uh oh…” Brandis turned and began fleeing rapidly.  
 Grimnak took out a barbaric looking sword and pointed at the half-elf, “After him, boy!” 
The dinosaur continued rampaging after the fleeing archer, leaning down and trying to bite him 
whenever possible. Sharwin and Master Woo backed away from the beast, keeping their distance 
while it charged around. Brandis looked over his shoulder at them while he ran. 
 “Do something! Ahh!” The dinosaur leaned forward and snapped at him again, barely 
missing the half-elf. Sharwin nodded and ran forward, throwing her knife at the beast. The blade 
electrocuted mid-flight and struck Grimnak’s mount in the side, shocking it upon impact. 
Roaring again, the dinosaur turned toward her and began running at the eladrin.  
 Grimnak pulled at the beast’s reigns, “No, bad dinosaur!” 
 Sharwin backed up and Master Woo rushed forward. He ran toward the dinosaur and then 
leaped up, running up it and kicking the monster’s head back. Sharwin raced along to the side, 
the beast turning and lunging for her as well. She ducked down and slid under it, jumping back 



up and yanking her weapon from its flesh. Brandis used the opportunity to continue pelting the 
dinosaur with arrows, still to little effect. Master Woo landed on the ground and whirled around, 
kicking the dinosaur’s knee in what appeared to be a weaker spot (Brandis figured the old monk 
knew all about those things). Confused and injured, the monster’s leg gave out, nearly collapsing. 
 Master Woo didn’t let up, he turned back again and began pounding and striking the 
dinosaur all across its belly and chest. Brandis continued to fire off shots into the beast, further 
harming it. Sharwin twirled her dagger and rushed forward for the kill, but Grimnak swiped his 
spear again and swung it forward, fending her off. His dinosaur continued flinching and roaring 
with anger and pain, still refusing to go down. Grimnak turned his spear in his hand and butted 
Master Woo and Sharwin away with it, calling out to the tents around him, “Get me some help, 
now!” 
 From the ranks of camps two squads of more of the armored gruts swarmed forward. 
They rushed to the side of the Guardian, easily weaving past Brandis’ friends without getting 
hurt. Holding forth their spears in a defensive position, the squads formed a phalanx in front of 
Grimnak while the orc leader’s dinosaur got back on its feet.  
 Master Woo backed up, Sharwin keeping her distance as well. The old man glanced over 
his shoulder at his son, “Get ready to shoot Brandis! Create an opening for us!”  
 Brandis nodded and aimed an arrow at the orc in the front middle of the group. He fired 
off the shot, watching as it whizzed through the air and sunk into the grut’s rather ugly face. The 
orc collapsed, opening up a space in the squad. Master Woo rushed forward, leaping into the 
empty space and whirling around. He spun and kicked several of the orcs aside, reaching out and 
quickly striking the others over with his bare hands. Sharwin took advantage of the confusion 
created and rushed in as well, stabbing Grimnak’s dinosaur with her dagger. 
 The monster roared and backed up, lunging forward again and attempting to stomp on her. 
The eladrin jumped back, out of the way, pestering the beast with more arcane bolts. Bellowing 
with rage, the dinosaur lunged forward a second time, kicking Sharwin with its mighty foot and 
knocking her aside. The remainder of the armored orcs ran over and surrounded Grimnak again, 
poking at Master Woo with their spears and fending him away from their leader.  
 The old man flipped his way back over to Brandis and again assumed a fighting stance, 
“Just a tad more!”  
 Sharwin struggled to her feet and backed away back to Brandis as well. Grimnak laughed 
and pointed at the group, “Forward!” The armored gruts began advancing towards Brandis and 
his friends, Grimnak right behind them.  
 Master Woo turned to the half-elf, “We need to break up their guard long enough to 
finish of that dinosaur!” 
 Sharwin pointed to the sides of the campground, “Master Woo and I can split up and 
distract them. They seemed to feel more threatened by us. Brandis can finish the job then, right?” 
She glanced back at him. 
 Brandis looked back at Grimnak, “Me? Finish off that dinosaur? Who do you think I am?” 
 She only smiled, “Why, you’re the great Brandis Skyhunter, Guardian-Slayer!” With that, 
she turned and ran off, veering off to the side of Grimnak’s cluster of soldiers. Master Woo 
nodded and raced off to the other side. Grimnak turned from one to the other, taking out his bow. 
He fired off a few shots, much to no good (he was clearly not as gifted with some weapons than 
with others). Frustrated, he looked down at his guards. 



 “Stop them!” He barked. The orcs began running forward, spears held out. Brandis took 
the opportunity to run up to the Guardian and drew an arrow. Grimnak turned and faced the half-
elf, “Stay back, you!” 
 The dinosaur lunged forward, opening its mouth to devour him. Brandis jumped back and 
fired into the beast’s throat. The monster roared and backed up, recoiling from the blow. Brandis 
took out a handful of arrows and pursued the Guardian, racing up to the dinosaur as he had seen 
his father do. Running up the scaly beast’s chest, the half-elf jumped up and jammed two arrows 
into its eyes (or as close as he could get to them). The monster roared again, clawing at him with 
its tiny hands, to no effect, and trying to eat him still.  
 Brandis kicked at the monster’s nostrils, keeping above its mouth, and continued stabbing 
the side of the beast’s head. Blood began pouring down its pierced temples, and it began waver 
back and forth slowly, chomping with less and less ferocity.  
 “No!” Grimnak grabbed his sword along with another short sword and stood up, lunging 
for Brandis. The half-elf let go and dropped down, backing up and drawing the last arrow he had 
in his hand. He fired at the Guardian while he was standing and not holding some sort of 
defensive weapon. With a sickening but reassuring sound, the bolt sunk into Grimnak’s leg, and 
the orc fell over onto the ground. The dinosaur continued to waver back and forth, and then 
leaned particularly far to one side and fell over.  
 Grimnak got to his feet and looked up one moment too late, “Oh no.” 
 The huge monster collapsed and fell on top of the Guardian with a deafening thud. The 
other gruts turned and saw the fallen orc commander’s dinosaur limp on the ground, with 
Grimnak under it and turned, fleeing immediately. The fourth Guardian of Othkurik was dead. 
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 Upon seeing the death of the Guardian, all the orcs in the surrounding camps began to 
disperse, fleeing the scene as fast as they could go. The lines of battle dissolved, soon the 
remainder of Concan’s Sentinel army began to fly in. The armored Kyrie circled around the 
leader’s camp and hovered down, securing the area. Master Woo walked over to Brandis and put 
a hand on his shoulder, “Good work there, Brandis.” 
 Brandis nodded, crossing his arms, “Thanks; I couldn’t have done it without you guys, 
though.” 
 Sharwin approached the two, glancing over at the Guardian’s resting place, looking 
contemplative, “But why in the world would Grimnak lead the flanking force against Sohenberg? 
He should be in the front, right?” 
 Brandis shrugged, “Perhaps their flanking army was really vital to their strategy, and he 
wanted to see it through.” 
 Master Woo stroked his chin, closing his eyes, “No… an orc would be more thirsty for 
glory than that.”  
 “Perhaps it would be glorious to him if they routed the enemy from behind.” Brandis 
figured. 
 “Perhaps…” Master Woo replied, “Nonetheless; the Guardian is dead but the battle is not 
yet over. We must return to Sohenberg as soon as possible.” 
 “Sounds like a plan,” Sharwin agreed, “Looks like that’s where the Sentinels are headed 
anyway.” 



 “Ah, yes.” Brandis glanced in the direction of the elven city, “Chardris’ll be expecting us.” 
He salvaged what he could from the fallen beast, taking any arrows that were still intact, and the 
group headed for Sohenberg post-haste.  
 
 As they neared the city, it became apparent that things must have not gone so swell for 
the U.S.E.. Numerous pillars of smoke lingered not far from the front of the city, and several of 
the elves were scurrying this way and that in a panicked chaos. Sensing danger, Master Woo ran 
up to the city gate, looking around, “What is going on!?” 
 Catching up to the old man, Brandis and Sharwin stopped and looked around. Many of 
the elven soldiers were running toward the plains or further inside the city, causing much 
commotion and confusion. The horizon was still littered by the blackened lines of the remainder 
of Othkurik’s army, although closer to where the U.S.E. must have formed their ranks there were 
the outlines of several soldiers, and even some of the structures were on fire within Sohenberg 
itself. Brandis turned, confused, and caught a glimpse of Syvarris. The elven second-in-
command was running for shelter further within the city, and there were no signs of Sonlen 
anywhere.  
 Brandis ran over and grabbed his arm, “Hey! What’s going on? Where’s Sonlen?” 
 Syvarris turned back, a look of terror on his face, “He’s dead! The U.S.E. is done for!” 
 “Dead? How?” Brandis was struck by the suddenness of the notice. 
 Syvarris tore his arm from the half-elf’s grasp, “Othkurik killed him! He is there, and all 
four of his senior Guardians! This city is doomed; everyone just get out of here!” With that he 
turned and fled.  
 Brandis recoiled from the words, “Othkurik and the other four Guardians? They must be 
going all out.” 
 Master Woo looked toward the city, “Looks like some of his soldiers have already made 
it inside—he must be in there as well.” 
 “Are you nuts!?” Sharwin objected, “We can’t go in there! It’s too dangerous.” 
 “What choice do we have?” The monk countered, “Sohenberg is our base of operation—
and with the Sentinels and the Romans coming in, we can’t afford to lose it. And if Tornak is 
going to give Othkurik the blue jewel and the dragon is here, we may still have a chance to get it 
back.” 
 “I see,” Brandis acknowledged, “So it could still be our big chance—most of Othkurik’s 
army is still outside the city, so we could at least expel him from here.” 
 Master Woo nodded, “Yes. We have three objectives, then. We need to find Chardris and 
his group and help them escape. We also need to find Tornak and force Othkurik away, if we 
can.” 
 “Understood.” The half-elf looked toward Master Woo’s house, “Why don’t you find 
Chardris, Woo? Sharwin and I can find Tornak and Othkurik.” 
 Sharwin shook her head, “You’re crazy. We can’t fight Othkurik!” 
 Master Woo glanced over at the eladrin, “Awfully daunted for one who has killed 
Guardians in the past.” 
 “Yeah,” Brandis agreed, “And we scaled that mountain, too. Come on, what’s one more 
impossible thing? We can do it.” 
 Sharwin was quiet for a bit before nodding, “Alright. We’ll give it a try.”  
 The group entered the city and had a look around. The courtyard was vacant, parts of the 
concrete torn up and some of the floor burning a hot red color (by means unknown). Brandis 



gazed around at all the buildings, “If I were an orc on a dinosaur or a dragon, where would I 
hide…?” 
 Sharwin walked up behind him. “If I were an orc on a dinosaur or a dragon looking for a 
half-elf hiding, where would I go?” She corrected. 
 Master Woo nodded toward the high wall where Sonlen had given so many speeches, 
“Behind that wall—in Sonlen’s throne room. It’s the safest place in the city.” 
 “Yeah, but it opens from a secret panel. How do we get it to slide open?” Brandis 
inquired. 
 “There is a switch somewhere in the city. The district past my house.” The old man 
explained. 
 “You sure know a lot about the structure of the city.” Sharwin noted. 
 “It is a long story…” 
 “Well, we don’t have long.” Brandis finished, “Let’s get moving, Sharwin.” 
 The two parted from Master Woo and began heading down the narrow alleyways. There 
were a few more soldiers inside the city than he’d thought. Mostly drow, orcs, and various trolls, 
they were scattered about, lumbering around the streets. Brandis was surprised that they weren’t 
busy creating more chaos—few of the structures were actually destroyed and they didn’t seem to 
be paying attention to the fleeing elves. Then again, he figured, they weren’t here to destroy the 
city or the U.S.E.. They were here to find him.  
 Sharwin glanced at the enemies and turned and veered off down another alleyway. She 
looked like she knew where she was going, so Brandis followed her without saying a word. One 
of the buildings to the side of the narrow passageways had a side door, and the eladrin quietly 
opened it and snuck inside. Following his friend, the half-elf slipped inside as well. He turned 
and shut the door, rather loudly. Sharwin turned and whispered sharply, “Don’t!!” 
 Several drow peered out from another room, alerted by the sound. One pointed his sword 
at the two intruders, “It’s them!”  
 Raising their weapons, the rest of the drow ran into the same room and attacked. Sharwin 
backed up, letting the faster ones create a distance from their comrades, then waited for the foes 
to attack.  The fasted two ran up first, lowering their shields to strike the eladrin. She jumped 
back, away from the deadly poisoned blades and then kicked off the back wall and lunged 
forward again. Landing on her hands, she spun at a sharp angle and easily kicked the two 
attackers aside. The drow fell over and were easily finished by an arcane bolt. Another drow 
raced up to avenge his fallen allies, and Brandis fired an arrow into him as he raised his sword to 
attack Sharwin. He shouted out in anguish and fell to the ground. Sharwin stood up just in time 
for a fourth drow, another chainfighter, to charge into the room. The dark elf raised his weapon 
and began swinging it around wildly.  
 “Whoa!” Brandis ducked down just in time to avoid the deadly whip, the end of the chain 
scratching the wall behind him and tearing up every object in the room that was upon a shelf or 
desk. Sharwin jumped up over the lashing weapon and kicked off the wall. Bringing her knife 
down, she landed right on top of the chainfighter. The drow chortled and simply backed up, 
blending into the room’s shadows.  
 Sharwin jumped back and Brandis advanced forward, firing off another shot into where 
he had seen the drow hide. The arrow clinked off the wall harmlessly. Brandis heard something 
move behind him. Whirling around, the half-elf saw the drow seep out of the darkness and reach 
forward. The dark elf grabbed his collar and pulled him forward. Swinging his weapon around, 
the drow was stopped by Sharwin. She moved forward and grabbed the other end of the chain. 



Flashing the enemy a smile, she gripped the weapon and then electrocuted it, shocking the drow 
to death as well. The soldier dropped Brandis and collapsed onto the ground.  
 Brandis got to his feet and dusted himself off, “Thanks.” 
 “Don’t mention it. Let’s keep moving.” 
 “Right.” The two continued on through the building and out the other side into a more 
vacant street. The path weaved onward, past more of the residential areas up until the group had 
moved about halfway through the city. There the buildings thinned out consistently, replaced by 
more militaristic structures. It seemed like a last-resort fallback, but there were no elven soldiers 
to be found anywhere.  
 Sharwin nodded toward one of the walls that had a door, “That looks like an entrance.”  
 The door was unlocked, leading into an open area; a room void of anything except a large 
lever at the end of the wall. The rest was concrete. By the lever was an orc mounted on another 
dinosaur. It was Tornak. Turning upon hearing the door open, the orc seemed pleased to meet 
them. 
 “Greetings, half-elf!” The orc commander boasted, “Here for more!?” 
 Brandis wasn’t particularly fond of Tornak, so he didn’t waste any time in decent 
conversation, “Tornak! Give us Concan’s jewel back!” 
 “Concan’s jewel!?” Tornak snapped, “You underestimate my speed, fool! It is already in 
Othkurik’s possession. Yes-yes… I gave it to him, already! Now he wants me to find you as 
well!” He licked his lips, “To get your jewel! And to protect the lever, too. Boring!” 
 “What about the lever?” Sharwin asked. 
 “It holds down the wall in front of the secret passage in front of town! That’s where 
Othkurik went, yes.” Tornak informed them, “Ahh! I’ve said too much already. You will die for 
slaying our great leader Grimnak!” 
 “How’d you know we killed him?” Brandis couldn’t help but inquire. 
 The orc hopped up and down in his saddle impatiently, “Because you’re still alive! 
Battle’s what we orcs live for!” 
 Sharwin drew her dagger, “Well, you certainly don’t live for looks, anyway. Let’s get this 
over with. I’m sick of having to hear you talk, anyway.” 
 Tornak screeched and took out his spear and raised his shield. The dinosaur he was riding 
immediately rushed forward and lunged for Brandis. Brandis ducked down and rolled under the 
beast as it dove. Missing its target, the dinosaur whirled around and faced the half-elf, roaring at 
him. Sharwin leaped in front of Brandis and jumped over the beast, turning to swipe at Tornak. 
Leaning back in his seat, the orc dodged the blow and struck the eladrin aside with his shield. 
Finishing what he had started, Tornak struck his mount in the side, the dinosaur leaping on 
Brandis and lunging for his throat.  
 Reacting fast, the half-elf moved to the side, avoiding the chomp, then moved back, 
lifting up his bow and firing off an arrow into the beast’s chest. The monster backed up, its arms 
flailing for the projectile buried into its scales. Brandis hopped up and fired off another shot into 
the dinosaur. Recoiling at the hit again, the dinosaur roared and leaned back, bucking Tornak 
right off.  
 “My dinosaur! Curse you!” The orc cursed, rising to his feet and assuming a defensive 
position.  
 Sharwin leaped to her feet and ran over to him, “You’re gonna have a lot more to worry 
about then your dinosaur in a few seconds here, buddy.” Brandis raised his weapon and shot off 
another arrow at the soldier. Raising his shield, Tornak blocked the bolt easily, giving Sharwin 



enough time to attack. She raced forward and slid under the orc, leaping back up and kicking him 
over. Brandis took an arrow and lunged down on top of the orc to stab him with it. Raising his 
shield, Tornak blocked the attack once more, grabbing his spear and butting the half-elf off of 
him. The orc then leaped back up and simply chucked his shield at Sharwin like a disk, knocking 
her over as well. 
 “Ha ha!” Tornak raced over with his spear and attempted to stab the eladrin with it with 
all his might. Sharwin rolled out of the way as the orc brought the spear down. She moved one 
leg behind the weapon and then brought her other foot down on the weakest point of it and 
snapped it in two. Tornak hissed with frustration and, weaponless, backed up. Brandis moved in 
his way, him and Sharwin surrounding the orc.  
 Tornak looked from one to the other, not sure which attacker he should face. Finally 
deciding that Brandis was an easier target, the orc lunged forth and reached for the half-elf, the 
fire of battle still burning in his wild eyes. Sharwin rushed up behind the enemy and stabbed him 
in the back. The orc stiffened upon the blow and began to drool slightly as the blade was pulled 
from him. 
 “Lord Grimnak… for glory and honor in battle… uggh…” The orc commander collapsed, 
dead.  
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 Sharwin stooped down to check the body. She closed her eyes and shook her head. 
 “He doesn’t have it… he must have been telling the truth about the jewel.” She muttered.  
 “That’s too bad. We’ll have to get it back, then.” Brandis turned and walked over to the 
lever, “This’ll open the way to Othkurik back at the square, right?” 
 Sharwin rose to her feet and joined him, “Yeah. Go ahead and throw it.” 
 Brandis grabbed the top of the lever and threw it down. It hit the bottom of the slide and 
then slid back up to its original position. Sharwin rubbed her forehead, “Ho boy… I think 
someone’s going to have to hold it down till we take care of Othkurik.” 
 “Okay. Should I hold it?” Brandis asked, scratching his head as he looked at the 
mechanism. 
 “No. I’ll get it. You go on ahead.” Sharwin walked over and pushed the lever down. 
 Brandis watched her, “You sure?”  
 She didn’t seem concerned, leaning back against the wall and looking at her fingernails, 
“Yup. Make sure you come back in one piece, now.”  
 “I’m glad you’re so worried about your friends.” Brandis criticized sarcastically. He 
turned and began heading back as fast as his feet could carry him. Luckily the roads enabled 
much faster travel than normal ground. Just venturing a guess, he’d have to be at least one-and-a-
half-times faster on the pavement. Rushing back, the half-elf retraced his steps back to the 
courtyard.  
 It seemed like the forces within Sohenberg must have been an assigned force, because 
there were no additional soldiers entering the city—the armies on the horizon still remained. 
Gah! Brandis thought, All these guys only looking for me? Am I really that important to 
Othkurik? 
 If you’re now the only one who’s keeping Othkurik from having all three gems, then yes, 
Ulginesh replied, Remember, your life is vital to stopping Othkurik—don’t throw it away fighting 
him. 



 I’ve gotta try, Brandis replied resolutely, I can’t let him tear this place apart without 
some retribution. It’s time he learned that he’s not king of Ensterek just yet. 
 If anyone can, it’s you. The U.S.E. is in shambles; you’re the last hope for anyone in this 
city, now. 
 Brandis nodded and looked for the opening in the high wall below the balcony. Sure 
enough, there was an open passageway leading further in. Brandis carefully crept through and 
had a look around. It was a long, foreboding hallway leading up to a large door that seemed to be 
unlocked. All was shiny marble and white concrete, though much of it was stained or smeared 
with ashes, and many of the tiles on the floor were smashed or red hot, just like in the courtyard. 
Brandis gulped as he shakily approached the door and prepared to face his enemy for the first, 
real time.  
 The door was unlocked, leading into Sonlen’s throne room. It was a large, magnificent 
room, shaped like a box-like trapezoid. Again, much of the concrete around the edges was 
broken up and searing. At the end of the room was a large white chair—Sonlen’s throne 
decorated with markings of the U.S.E. and various elves carved into the back of it. Upon the 
great seat was a large jet-black dragon. He had glowing red eyes, grayish yellow horns and a sick 
green belly. He was big enough to take up the entire chair, but luckily he was not as big as 
Brandis thought; about the size of two of those mechanical dogs DeathWalker 10000 had stacked 
up on top of each other. Either way, the distinctive black scales and the evil-looking eyes gave 
away no doubt—it was Othkurik the black dragon, leader of the Guardians. Behind him were 
four people, all quite different in appearance and looks. The first was a black-and-red armored 
man with very pale skin and slick but messy black hair. He had narrow, soulless black eyes and 
fangs—a vampire. Another was a thin, cloaked wispy figure hovering next to the throne. Brandis 
could actually see through his pale white-and-green body, so he had to be a ghost. The third was 
a disgusting monster that resembled a man with only muscle and bone. One of his arms was 
armored and the other had a misshapen blade instead of a hand. Pieces of him dripped off as he 
stood there, staring at Brandis from the slit in his face where his eyes should have been. The last 
was a priestly-looking cloaked drow, with long but slightly spiky hair.  
 He smiled at Brandis and held forth an arm from his black and purple cloaks, “Behold, 
Lord Othkurik. It is the half-elf that hath fallen so many of our comrades! The Guardian-slayer!” 
 The ghost chortled, “Guardian-slayer!? Hah! Look at the little dude! How I do wonder 
why they grow more arrogant and active each generation, fighting you, great dragon! Truly 
youth like theirs is wasted on the young.” 
 “He seems like a fine specimen, Lord Othkurik,” The vampire noted, “Please try to save 
some of his blood for me, vill you?”  
 The bony, skinless creature snorted, “This is the one who has troubled us so? How I have 
lost faith in the lower Guardians…”  
 Othkurik slid down from his throne and sat up in front of the half-elf, “The jewel-bearing 
half-elf! How I have longed to meet you.” The dragon toyed with two sparkling jewels in his 
hand—one red, one blue. “Please, let’s not waste any more time. You’ve caused much stress to 
me and my Senior Guardians, and we’ve grown tired of chasing after that trinket of yours. Give 
it to me.” 
 Brandis clutched the green jewel in his hand, “After all I’ve done? After all you’ve done? 
No way!!” 
 The dragon laughed, “All you’ve done!? Oh, but you’ve done nothing, boy! You have no 
idea who you’re messing with. The lower Guardians were one matter to all of you, but they 



weren’t much to me. I let fear and gossip build them up. Even then, you’d be foolish enough to 
challenge me and my Guardians alone? Save your own life and give it to me.” 
 “Never.” 
 “I’ll raze this entire city to the ground.” 
 “You will anyway.” 
 “How you do catch on! You are resolved, then. I shall take it myself.” Othkurik gazed at 
the gem, seemingly mesmerized by it, “Oh, how I’ve longed for that jewel! When I have all three, 
my reign will truly never end!” 
 The black dragon turned to his Guardians, “Stand back. I’ll face him myself.”  
 Brandis drew an arrow and pointed it at Othkurik, preparing to battle the enemy leader. 
The dragon got down on all fours, his claws grinding at the concrete as he slowly spread his 
wings. The Guardians backed up, giving their leader plenty of room to fight.  
 Othkurik bared his teeth, revealing razor sharp fangs, “You dare take on a dragon? 
Foolish half-elf…” 
 “You’re reputation precedes you… perhaps it defines you. I’ve done the impossible so 
many times, uncovered so many rumors. I’m not afraid of you.” Brandis spat back. 
 The dragon’s eyes burned with rage, “Underestimate me, will you!? Die!” 
 Othkurik leapt forward, flying straight for Brandis. The half-elf lowered his bow and 
dove aside, dodging the dragon’s talons. He lifted his weapon again and fired a shot at the 
monster. Flapping his great wings rapidly, Othkurik easily deflected the arrow and then landed. 
The beast crept forward on all fours toward Brandis, grinding his teeth back and forth. Brandis 
turned and fled, running and jumping up onto the throne. The Guardians backing away from him, 
the half-elf fired off another shot at Othkurik as he approached. The black monster moved his 
head aside, dodging the bolt and then turned and swung his tail forth, forcing Brandis to jump 
away. Othkurik’s tail smashed the seat into pieces, and he turned again and lunged on top of 
Brandis. Bubbling, sizzling acid oozed from between his fangs as he leaned closer to Brandis, his 
eyes glaring. 
 “You’re going to have to do better than that if you want to be of use to me, half-elf,” He 
jeered as he opened his mouth, revealing a ball of green-yellow boiling acid. Brandis lifted his 
legs up and kicked the dragon hard in the belly, knocking him away surprisingly easily. 
 “Arrgh!” Othkurik flinched and turned away from Brandis, covering his body with his 
wings. Brandis didn’t let up, firing another arrow at the dragon. The projectile found its mark 
this time, sinking into the beast’s wing. Othkurik roared with pain, spreading his wings and 
turning to face his attacker. Brandis rushed forward and jumped up, kicking the dragon in the 
chin with one foot then kicking him again with the other. Othkurik shouted again and leaned 
down. Reacting with incredible speed, Brandis ran up the dragon’s neck and onto his back, 
stringing his bow and firing several arrows into the beast as he ran down.  
 “You!” Othkurik spun back around to face him and breathed forth a spray of acid. 
Brandis swerved out of the way, the flying bubbling spit cutting through some of his clothes. 
Othkurik lunged forward once more, slashing at the half-elf with dangerous velocity. Backing up, 
Brandis grabbed his bow with both hands and smacked Othkurik across the face with the weapon. 
Roaring again with pain, the dragon backed up and fell over. Not letting up, the half-elf began to 
repeatedly shoot the fallen foe in the belly, running up and firing arrows down into his enemy. 
 Shouting out at each blow, Othkurik flinched repeatedly at each injury before finally 
kicking Brandis off of him. The beast turned and began hulking off to the side. Brandis didn’t let 
up. He strung one more arrow and ran up to the dragon. He leaped up and spun, kicking Othkurik 



across the face with one foot and then the other as he turned. Lastly, the half-elf aimed in mid-air 
and, almost in slow motion, fired the shot into the dragon’s face. It didn’t stick but hit the beast 
hard enough to send him flying back in front of the throne. Struggling to get up, Othkurik lifted 
up his head, hiding his eyes from Brandis’ sight. 
 “Yes! It’s true.” He sputtered angrily, “I’m weak! I’m not a fully-grown dragon… Not 
yet. I can’t even defeat a weakling like you.”  
 “What happened to underestimating?” Brandis questioned in a victorious tone. 
 Othkurik lifted his wing and looked back at the half-elf, “Hmmm… You’ve grown much 
stronger than the rest of your kind. Stronger than Sonlen. Everything is going quite perfectly then. 
I’ve tired of this silly game. Pelloth!”  
 The drow stepped forward, the other Guardians joining him, and stood facing Brandis in 
front of Othkurik. Brandis fired off an arrow at the enemy, but the drow merely raised his staff 
and deflected the shot. He then swung the staff in the other direction and a mystical-looking 
black wave of magic shot forth and struck Brandis. The blow knocked him to his knees and 
knocked to fight out of him. Breathing hard and the tables suddenly turned, Brandis looked back 
up at the five enemies in front of him.  
 Othkurik reared back up to his full height, “I think it’s time this ended. My patience is 
gone for this.” The Guardians began walking forward. 
 “Brandis!” A voice called out from behind. The door opened and in raced Master Woo. 
The old monk ran up to Brandis’ side and helped him up. 
 “Master Woo…” Brandis groaned. 
 His father nodded toward the door, “Chardris has taken Sharwin’s place, and Emiroon 
will summon him out of there soon. I’ve told Sharwin to run. You should go with her. There’s 
nothing you can do here. Get out.” 
 “What about you?” Brandis asked. 
 “I’ll be just fine. This old man has many tricks up his sleeve.” 
 Othkurik didn’t seem particularly pleased to see Master Woo.  
 “Win Chiu Woo!” He roared, “You dare get in our way?” 
 Master Woo nodded at Brandis, “I’ll buy you some time. Get going.” 
 “But you’ll—” Brandis began. 
 “Do not worry about me. What matters is that you stop Othkurik no matter what. Your 
life matters much more than mine does. So please, help Sharwin. Help Chardris. Help Sohenberg 
and Ensterek. I’ve had a good run anyway… I’m ready to put my own life on the line for your 
own sake.” 
 Brandis looked up at his father, then nodded and turned, “Goodbye, then… Father.” 
 Brandis turned and fled, leaving as fast as he could. Master Woo turned and faced 
Othkurik, blocking the dragon and his Guardians off from pursuing him.  
 The dragon watched Brandis go and roared, “You’ll die for this, old man! How dare you 
get in my way!” 
 The dragon lunged forward, reaching more for the fleeing half-elf than Master Woo. The 
monk quickly stepped in the way and struck the dragon, knocking him back a good distance. 
 Master Woo didn’t seem very threatened, “Do not get so cocky, dragon. Do not forget 
that I am still your elder. You were the worst mistake I ever made. I never should have saved you 
all those years ago. Zelrig never should have trusted a power hungry menace like yourself.” 



 “I was but a wyrmling then. Now I’ve become far more powerful than a simple Man like 
you. Soon I will be even greater than those foolish dragons of old. You’ll see. I won’t let your 
son escape for long.” Othkurik countered. 
 “Ha!” The old man assumed a battle stance, “I assure you, if you cannot defeat my son 
then there’s no way you can defeat me so quickly.” 
 He suddenly winced, clutching his chest and narrowing his eyes. 
 “Erk! Now you’re acting up?! I figured my time was up, anyway. You must think he’s 
going to beat me, too.” He coughed. 
 “What are you talking about?” Othkurik growled, impatiently grinding the ground with 
his claws.  
 “Just the stuff you probably still have nightmares about, provided you remember it at all.” 
Master Woo grunted, looking back up at the dragon with fire still in his eyes. 
 “You forget who you’re talking to. I fear nothing, now. Least of all, you.” The dragon 
snorted, “I am sick of you; always only making things more difficult for me. It’s time you 
departed from this realm, ancient one.” 
 Master Woo closed his eyes and began to glow with a white aura, concentrating with all 
the focus he could muster, “I’m sorry, Brandis… Never give up. Finish what I could not.” 
 Othkurik slithered forward slowly, preparing to attack, “Are you ready to end this?” 
 “I was born ready… and I will die ready.” Master Woo opened his eyes and leapt forward, 
his hands full of white energy, “HAAAAAHH!!!”  
 Othkurik leaped forward as well, and the two crossed. A burst of light flashed forth, 
blinding everyone. When the light cleared, all that remained of the two was Othkurik. Master 
Woo was gone. Only a few drops of blood remained upon Othkurik’s claws, and the dragon 
turned and faced his Guardians. 
 “The monk’s son has surely escaped from here by now. Let us leave this city. It is of no 
further importance to me.” The dragon concluded. 
 The drow stepped forward, “What of the city itself, Lord Othkurik? And the elves?” 
 Othkurik turned toward the door, “Let them be. This place is no longer a threat to us, so I 
care not for it. The half-elf will have fled by now, so there’s no reason to remain here. Let him 
have his city. Everything else is on schedule. We’re leaving.” 
 The drow nodded, “Yes, my Lord… as you wish.” The group followed the dragon and 
exited the throne room without another word. 
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 By the time the sun had risen the next day Othkurik’s forces had retreated from the Sohen 
Plains, leaving nearly the entire Northeast part of the province vacant and singed. Thin trails of 
smoke lingered on the gray horizon, blending into the light gray clouds hanging over the sky. As 
Othkurik’s army withdrew, slowly scattered remnants of the elven army returned to their city. 
Brandis deemed it safe and hurried back to find Master Woo.  
 He found the courtyard full of Elves, Kyrie, and Romans, all looking around aimlessly. 
Chardris’ group and Syvarris were there, as well as Marcus, Kelda, and Raelin. Brandis walked 
past them all and went on ahead down into the throne room. Sharwin was already in there, 
looking around the room for signs of the old man. Brandis approached her and glanced around 
the empty room. 
 “Master Woo…” He began, “Did he…?” 
 Sharwin shook her head, “Othkurik left yesterday. Woo told me it was a one way trip.” 



 Brandis was silent. 
 “Hey,” She continued, turning to face him, “We can’t give up now. We’ve got all those 
people out there, leaderless. Sonlen and Concan are both dead.” 
 “And Master Woo.” 
 “Exactly. It’s our job now to call the shots. Our mission hasn’t changed—we still have to 
stop Othkurik. It’s what Master Woo would want, too.” 
 It’s true. Ulginesh reminded him, Master Woo didn’t begin setting up this goal with 
himself in mind. He wanted you to stop Othkurik. If you give up now, it would betray Master 
Woo’s sacrifice. It’s the same reason you wouldn’t give Othkurik your jewel. 
 I know, Brandis replied. He straightened up, “All right. We’ll do it.” 
 “That’s more like it,” Sharwin approved, “Now let’s get going. We’ve got a country to 
save.” 
 The two headed back to the square. Everyone looked over at Brandis upon his entering 
the area. He looked around at them, Uh… I hope they don’t blame me for all this… 
 Syvarris walked up, “What do we do now, half-elf? The U.S.E. is done for.” 
 Brandis walked forward, “What else? We’ve got to stop Othkurik for good.” 
 “But how? Sonlen is dead.” One elven soldier exclaimed. 
 Brandis nodded toward his allies, “Othkurik was just one step ahead this time. But now 
we know what to do. We’ve got to band together and stop him ourselves this time. Othkurik’s 
army is so strong because it is made up of his eight Guardians working together. So all we’ve got 
to do is work together also.” 
 “You think we’ll work together with other non-elves?” Another elf soldier objected. 
 Sharwin scoffed, “Are you kidding? You barely survived with help back there. You’re 
still thinking that way?” 
 Syvarris stepped forward.  
 “Sonlen and the U.S.E. were a failure,” He admitted, “It was enjoyable to parade around 
acting like we were a real force to be reckoned with. But out here, outside the safety of the elven 
forests, we’re not so big and powerful after all. We very well can’t go along alone anymore. Not 
while Othkurik is still a threat. I will help you in your cause, Brandis. Just what about the other 
Guardians?” 
 “You just leave those to me.” Brandis assured the elf second-in-command.  
 “Well then… what shall we do? Prepare for another battle?” Marcus proposed. 
 The half-elf shook his head, “No… we still need more soldiers before we can face 
Othkurik directly. In the meantime everyone else should stay on standby and wait for orders to 
amass here again.” 
 Kelda pointed Northwest, “On the way to Romenus I saw that the sandstorms West of 
Lakeside had cleared. The way to Empiritet is open now.” 
 “Good. Are they friendly?” Brandis asked the Kyrie. 
 “They are very neutral, but if you can convince them to join our cause it would be most 
helpful. They are composed of Kyrie and Men as well.” 
 “All right. Then that’s where Sharwin and I will go next. If Othkurik has pulled out, then 
there’ll be two regions we can reach now, and I want no stone left unturned.” 
 “Very well,” Syvarris agreed, “Will you need any soldiers to accompany you?” 
 “No; we’ll be fine.” Brandis turned to Sharwin, “Is that all right with you?” 
 “Pfft. Oh, how you amuse me,” She replied nonchalantly, “Of course! We’re a team, 
remember?” 



 “Okay, then. Empiritet it is. We’re off.” Brandis announced. 
 “I’ll take care of business here. We’re counting on you.” Syvarris assured him. 
 The half-elf nodded and then took his leave. He turned and first headed to Master Woo’s 
house. The deserted building seemed to have been spared during the attack. Brandis skimmed 
along each shelf and searched for anything that his father might have left him—useful 
belongings or clues as to what to do next. Finding only a Sturla potion and a handful of coins, the 
half-elf sighed and walked back out, closing the door behind him. 
 His whole life must have been revolving around stopping Othkurik… did he have some 
personal agenda against the dragon? No… Woo was always a strong believer in justice and he 
was wise as well—I’m sure he was doing what he knew was best for Ensterek. 
 Sharwin was waiting for him outside of the monk’s house. She cocked her head to one 
side, “Anything? Something wrong?” 
 Brandis looked over at her and shook his head, “No. Let’s go.” 
 She nodded and followed him down the alleyway and out of the city. The two began 
walking Northwest, heading for the desert passageway between the mountains, previously 
blocked by the sandstorms. It was a long journey, and a trying one as well. As the two headed 
further and further North, the wildlife became more difficult to deal with. It didn’t help having 
the dreary mood of the dark, dusty gray-brown clouds hanging overhead and the feel of the 
previous day’s disaster still looming in the back of everyone’s minds. But there was still hope, 
and that meant that there was no time to dawdle or doubt. Empiritet was the beginning of a new 
frontier in the fight against Othkurik, and Brandis could not afford to let any opportunity go to 
waste in the effort to stop the dragon.  
 Soon they passed by the mountains and headed further up the Northwestern side of the 
country. A new province opened up before Brandis’ eyes as he passed around the mountains. 
Boxed between two rivers, the land consisted of a desert plain stretching forth in a U shape 
around the lower half of the province. The Northeastern side was swampy and the Northwestern 
side was made up of lush grasslands not too indifferent from the Sohen Plains, but a little greener. 
Empiritet was located right in the middle of the desert, a huge city comprised of four separate 
districts and a large temple-like structure at the far end. From where Brandis stood, the city 
wasn’t too far a distance.  
 “That looks like Empiritet,” The half-elf noted, pointing toward the city. 
 Sharwin seemed to be glancing over in the other direction, “Hmm? Oh, yes. That’s it, all 
right.” 
 “It’s the biggest city I’ve ever seen—this’ll be important.” 
 “Yup. The city was designed after the blueprints from New Sanctuary to the South in 
Crommica. That important looking building in the center is where the royals will be. We ought to 
head there first.” 
 “’Kay; let’s get moving.” Brandis turned and continued on down towards the city, 
already beginning to feel eager to see what the inside of the city would be like. Sharwin tagged 
along, and before too long the front gate loomed in front of them. Six Asian guards with sharp, 
pointed sticks stood in the way. One looked over. 
 “What is it you want, outsider?” He asked Brandis. 
 “Just passing through.” The half-elf replied. 
 “We just wish to speak to your leader,” Sharwin explained. 
 The Asian man nodded, “The Empress is weary of strangers, but she has opened her ears 
to folks rike you. Go on through.”  



 The guards stood aside and the gate opened, allowing the two outsiders to pass on 
through. Brandis walked forward and began having a look around. The interior of the city wasn’t 
much unlike Sohenberg or Romenus, although the buildings were a little more dusty looking. 
There were plenty of spaces and alleyways about, and plenty of shopkeepers shouting out and 
trying to sell their wares. A sign hung in front of the part of town, reading “District B”. Brandis 
glanced from one to the other with curiosity. His eye managed to catch a glimpse of a shadowy 
warrior loitering over between two of the buildings. The black clothed man leaned forward and 
whispered to the half-elf. 
 “Hey, buddy… see you’ve got some cash. Need a little more? I can help.”  
 “No!” Brandis turned away from the ninja and tore out of the marketplace, trying to 
escape the gambler’s game of monetary terror.  
 Sharwin ran after him, “Hey! Wait up!” 
 Brandis left the marketplace and ran into another area. A sign hung from the sector, 
“District C”. The half-elf slowed down a bit, weaving between various townsfolk. Glancing over 
his shoulder, he checked to see if the ninja had been pursuing him, only seeing Sharwin chasing 
after him.  
 “Oof!” Brandis accidentally ran into someone, knocking them over.  
 The man fell over as well, “Watch it! Oh! Brandis!” 
 Brandis sat up to find that the man he had bumped into was none other than Tandros. 
Sharwin finally caught up to the half-elf, leaning down and pulling him to his feet. 
 “Why’d you run off like that!?” She scolded, “Oh—Tandros; fancy meeting you here. 
What’re you up to?” 
 The fighter hopped up, “At the moment, running.” 
 Just then, Ana ran up behind Tandros, looking a little alarmed. 
 “Brandis? Sharwin?” She asked, “What are you doing here?” 
 “Too late for that!” Tandros whirled around, “We’ve got serious company.” 
 From the street Ana had just come from burst six Kyrie. They had brown wings and 
darker skin than the Sentinels. Each held two swords and was decorated with all manners of 
fancy wear. All of them had golden masks. They flew up and around the group and landed in a 
circle surrounding them. 
 “Stop right there!” One of the Kyrie barked, “You two are under arrest for treason against 
the Empiritet throne.” 
 Sharwin looked impatiently at Tandros and Ana, “Again? You’ve got a bad habit of 
stirring up unnecessary trouble, you know that?” 
 Tandros simply drew his broadsword, “Well, you know us. Always in constant danger.” 
 “Doesn’t matter. Why are these guys after you?” Brandis inquired, “We were kinda 
hoping that they’d join our side.” 
 “We’ll explain after,” Ana replied, “Just lend us a hand, will you?” 
 “Sure thing,” Sharwin drew her dagger.  
 “Enough talk! You’ll die as well!” The Kyrie lunged forward, spreading his wings and 
flying straight for Brandis. The half-elf jumped back and back-flipped, kicking the flying foe into 
the air. He then drew an arrow and aimed and fired with expertise. The projectile sailed through 
the air and pierced the enemy in mid-air. The Kyrie fell to the ground and did not get back up. 
Brandis hardly had time to react, however, as another of the soldiers raced up to him and began 
attacking rapidly. Jumping back, Brandis barely had time to react to each of the swift slashes. 
The Kyrie pressed forward, not giving up, still rapidly swiping and slashing at the half-elf. 



Brandis managed to block one of the blows but it knocked him down, his bow falling out of his 
hand. Standing victoriously above him, the Kyrie raised both of his weapons, preparing to finish 
the job. He was suddenly interrupted by Tandros’ broadsword swinging across and chopping the 
Kyrie down as Tandros slashed at another enemy.  
 The fighter glanced over his shoulder at the additional enemy casualty, “Oops.” 
 Brandis hopped back onto his feet and grabbed his weapon again, “Thanks.” He turned 
and aimed a shot at another soldier locked in combat with Sharwin. The eladrin seemed to be 
holding out against the furious attacks of the enemy’s dual swords, ducking and jumping and 
weaving between each swipe. Brandis loosed a bolt and watched it hit the unsuspecting foe in the 
side of the head, killing him on the spot. Sharwin reacted as if she had seen it coming from a 
mile away, jumping up and over the Kyrie and firing off an arcane bolt into the other two foes. 
The electricity rapidly pierced through both of their bodies and they collapsed.  
 All of the enemies defeated, Brandis turned to Tandros and Ana, “So why are the city’s 
Kyrie after you two? They are Empiritet’s Kyrie, aren’t they?” 
 The warrior nodded, “Yes, but there’s trouble.” 
 Sharwin walked over to them, dusting her coat off, “Trouble? Empiritet’s neutral, right?” 
 “Yes,” Ana clarified, “But Othkurik’s intervening. He’s trying to get Empress Kiova to 
side with him over us.” 
 “Precisely,” Tandros explained, “And I’m afraid they’ve beaten us to the punch.” 
 “What do we do?” Brandis asked. 
 Sharwin shook her head, “We go in there and get them on our side. There’s no sense in 
joining up with Othkurik; it’s disastrous. We just gotta prove to them why they should join up 
with us.” 
 “Sounds like a plan.” Brandis agreed, “Tandros, Ana, you want to lend us a hand? We 
might need some help.” 
 Ana looked around at all the bodies lying about, “No reason not to. I’d imagine you’ve 
just become wanted here as well. We owe it to you, anyway.” 
 “That much is certain,” Tandros nodded toward the palace-like structure in the center of 
the city, “They should be up there; it’s a short walk. Let’s go.” 
 “All right,” Brandis turned and began heading toward the temple, his friends right behind 
him. 
 
 It was a long, large flight of stairs leading up to the palace courtyard atop the central 
building. The courtyard was a wide-open space, void of any citizens or nobles, surrounded by 
buildings in a box shape, except for the front. Empress Kiova stood in the very middle, 
surrounded by Kyrie guards just like the ones Brandis had just slain; nine of them. Cyprien 
Esenwein slowly circled around the Empress, an eerie aura of cold dread seeping from his pale 
skin, making her shiver a bit. 
 The vampire spoke in whispers into her ear as he walked, “Othkurik’s eye is on Empiritet 
now, Empress. Sohenberg and Romenus out of the vay, he desires peaceful cooperation from you 
and your people, for the good of them and this country’s stability. I trust you understand, if you 
understand anything about being a fitting ruler…” 
 Brandis and his friends raced up to the courtyard, panting a bit at the long hike up. 
Tandros pointed over at Kiova, “There she is, and Othkurik’s ambassador also.” 



 She was a tall, beautiful woman, dressed in golden and velvet robes. She had wings like a 
dove or a swan, or some white bird like that. The vampire next to her was almost a complete 
opposite, as far as comparison goes, and Brandis had seen him before with Othkurik. 
 “That’s the vampire Guardian from Sohenberg!” Brandis muttered, “We have to stop 
him; it’ll be the easiest way of getting Empiritet on our side.” 
 “Right—let’s take care of business!” Sharwin began striding up to the Empress. Brandis 
followed her, with Tandros and Ana right behind him, cautiously eyeing the guards. 
 The Guardian looked over as they approached, and his sly, manipulating expression 
turned into a sour glare.  
 “Brandis Skyhunter.” He spat in a low voice, “Vhat a shame.” 
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 The Kyrie guards stepped in the way as the group approached, forming a wall between 
Brandis and the Empress. The vampire, tall enough to get through to Brandis still, spoke out at 
him. 
 “Ve meet again, chosen half-elf! Destined to be trouble to all of us, it seems. Or are you 
just bent on being annoying?” 
 “I’m bent on stopping your leader from ruining this country, that’s what I’m bent on!” 
Brandis countered. 
 The Guardian motioned for the guards to part. Kiova nodded and they moved out of the 
way, making it easier for conversation to pass between the two groups. Putting a hand of his 
blood-red breastplate, the vampire continued on. 
 “Allow me to introduce myself. I am Cyprien Esenwein, one of the four senior Guardians 
of Lord Othkurik. I have been sent here to,” He glanced down at the Empress, “to painlessly gain 
the allegiance of the good Empress here. Ve vant to avoid var and meaningless casualties of 
course.” 
 Brandis gritted his teeth, glaring over at Cyprien. The vampire put his hands on the 
Empress’ shoulders, smiling back at the half-elf, “Empress Kiova has already decided to side 
vith us. A most vise decision, isn’t that right?” 
 Kiova slowly nodded, not seeming to pay too much attention to Brandis. 
 Cyprien turned his empty eyes to Kiova, quietly instructing her just barely loud enough 
for Brandis to hear, “And, you’re going to prove your allegiance to Othkurik right now. I vant 
you to get rid of these vretched outsiders right now, they can’t offer anything that can save you 
or your people from Othkurik. I vant you to kill them all and bring the half-elf’s corpse to me.” 
 With that, he leapt up a ridiculous height, practically flying, to the top of the main 
building just behind the Empress and her guards. Kiova reached down slowly and with a burst of 
blue and golden magic a black longsword appeared in her hands. The blade glowed slightly and 
was covered with runic markings. Brandis caught sight of another shield-shaped glyph equipped 
on the sword’s hilt. The Kyrie guards moved into formation, assuming defensive positions. 
Realizing he was going to have to fight his way through, Brandis drew an arrow and readied his 
bow. 
 Tandros cautiously drew his sword, him and Ana seeming more genuinely upset, “You 
don’t have to do this, Empress. We can help you against Othkurik. Brandis can help.” 
 For the first time the Empress spoke, quietly replying in a hushed tone, “I don’t have a 
choice. Forgive me.” 



 Tandros clenched his teeth and cursed under his breath. Sharwin slipped out her dagger, 
starting to circle around.  
 “We’ve gotta do this,” She consoled him, “We need to.” 
 “All right,” Tandros replied, “For the good of Ensterek…” 
 Cyprien smiled, pointing at Brandis, “Kill them!” Brandis loosed an arrow at one of the 
Kyrie. The guard raised his defenses but was shot down anyway. Kiova looked down at the 
fallen soldier, looking shocked.  
 “Einar Imperium!” She shouted, “Fan out!” 
 The Kyrie obeyed, spreading out and beginning to take to the skies. The Empress then 
raised her sword high in the air, calling forth another burst of bright blue magic. Another rune 
appeared in front of her, just like the glyph on her sword, only much larger, about the size of a 
real shield mounted on a stand. A light blue aura flowed from it, reaching out to all the Kyrie 
surrounding it. 
 The Imperium then went in for the kill. Brandis drew another shot and took aim at the 
attackers. The arrow sailed straight into the Kyrie but then burst into pieces right before impact, a 
blue barrier appearing around the guard soon as the arrow got close. Brandis raised his eyebrows 
and began to back up as the assailant zoomed in. The Kyrie took a swing at the half-elf, Brandis 
dodging and ducking down. Alighting on the courtyard floor, the Imperium swiped at Brandis 
with his other sword, advancing quickly. Slipping back and avoiding getting cut again, Brandis 
fell over backwards and hand sprung back up, swinging back at the enemy with his bow while he 
fumbled around for another arrow. Again, a barrier blocked the attack, causing the bow to fly 
back and almost hit Brandis in the face.  
 “Yaargh!” Brandis sidestepped and glanced back over at the Kyrie, still confused. What 
on earth is going on here? I can’t penetrate that shield! The Imperium’s eyes glared under his 
golden mask and he ducked back down and rushed forward at Brandis, slashing both his swords 
at incredible speed. The half-elf continued backing up, dodging and blocking each blow, 
receiving only a few minor cuts. What’s going on!? 
 It’s that rune she summoned. Ulginesh informed him, It’s giving them all a defensive 
spell shield—you’ll have to destroy it if this battle’s going to be possible.  
 Right! I just gotta get to it… Brandis frantically looked around. Everyone else was 
engaged with the rest of the guards, Empress Kiova just standing next to the charm and Cyprien 
still onlooking from the building above. Brandis’ eye caught Tandros managing to fight off 
several Imperium at once, fending them off with his heavy sword without sustaining too much 
damage and protecting Ana at the same time.  
 Brandis rushed over to him, leaping over the fighter and trying to ditch his combatant, 
“Tandros take this guy off my hands!” 
 Tandros wasn’t too happy at the prospect of having another foe to fight off, “Do it 
yourself! Rrgh!” He parried a blow from the new attacker, continuing to back up. 
 “I’ll get back to you—promise! Ana, follow me!” Brandis, unhindered by any other foes, 
raced up to the Empress. Ana nodded and ran past Tandros, rushing up behind Brandis. The half-
elf hurried over to Kiova and the shield-shaped beacon. Slowly raising her sword and moving in 
the way, Empress Kiova took a swing at Brandis as he fast approached. Ana stepped forward and, 
holding out her staff, cast a barrier over Brandis, blocking the attack as he went in for the charm. 
Brandis flung himself over the Empress and slammed into the shield, smashing into it. It cracked 
a little bit, still staying intact and functional.  



 “Blast—it’s strong!” He cursed, whirling around it and trying to smash it again. Again, it 
cracked a tad bit more. Kiova moved over in his direction, slashing at him once more. Ana 
blocked the second swipe with her staff, moving in the way. Kiova swung the runic blade around 
and suddenly lunged forward with surprising resolve, stabbing forth at the two of them and then 
whirling around, slashing downward. Ana and Brandis split apart, avoiding both the attacks. 
Kiova wasn’t bad, but she wasn’t nearly as fast or ferocious as her guards.  
 “Guards! Help me!” The Kyrie queen called out to the others. Immediately two of the 
Imperium broke their engagement with Tandros, avoiding taking any blows in their retreat, and 
dashed over to the Empress. One spun in like an airborne drill, splitting Brandis further from Ana, 
the other zooming in, slashing downward at the mage. Ana ducked down and swerved her body 
out of the path of the Kyrie’s two blades, quickly casting a spell, ineffective against the foes’ 
shields. Kiova still didn’t let up despite her guards showing up. She rushed forward, trying to 
stab Brandis once more. Brandis jumped up, hurriedly kicked at the Imperium rushing in behind 
him, flying over by Ana. Getting to his feet quickly, he swung his bow at the Kyrie next to her, 
trying to force him back even though he was practically invincible. The bluff worked, as the 
Imperium backed off a distance, looking ready to leap back into the fray at a moment’s notice.  
 “This is bad.” Brandis muttered, “I need to get back to that shield thingy.”  
 “We can’t focus on it outnumbered.” Ana pointed out. 
 “I know you won’t like it,” Brandis proposed, “But I’m gonna go for it—you need to stall 
and they’ll go after you, being the medic and all.” 
 “…” 
 “Here. Just in case.” Brandis slipped out the Sturla potion and gave it to her. 
 “Thank you.” Brandis burst forward, Ana quickly healing his minor scratches as he took 
off. He dashed around the Imperium and lunged for the beacon. Kiova stepped in the way, but 
the half-elf simply rushed past her. Pulling out an arrow, Brandis ran up to the shield, and with 
all his might he slammed it into the cracked charm. 
 It shattered from the blow, bluish energy flying out of it and up into the air, dispersing. It 
became quickly apparent that the shields were gone, as Tandros immediately cut down two of the 
foes. Sharwin kicked one of her opponents down, then looked down at her success. 
 “That’s it!” She exclaimed, “Mess ‘em up!” 
 Another Imperium lunged for her. Quickly sidestepping, she grabbed the Kyrie’s wrist 
and zapped him unconscious. Free of foes, she then rushed over, firing off an arcane bolt into the 
crowd around Tandros, taking out a multitude of them. Brandis rose to his feet and quickly 
turned to the Empress, “Sorry ‘bout this!” 
 He smacked her across the face with his bow, then drew an arrow and took out another 
guard over by Ana. Kiova collapsed on the ground, struggling to get back up.  
 “Ack!” Ana shrieked, barely managing to block an Imperium’s attacks with her staff, 
slowly being overpowered by the Kyrie. Tandros took note, hurriedly slashing down the two 
remaining guards in front of him at once, then vaulting over their collapsing bodies and throwing 
his sword with all his might. It crashed into the Imperium fighting Ana, knocking him out of the 
way and out of the fight for good.  
 Kiova and the final Imperium had staggered to their feet by now. The Empress looked 
around at all her fallen soldiers as her last guard moved to her side. She looked back at Brandis 
and slowly hung her head, dropping her sword. The Imperium looked down at it, shocked. 
Brandis sighed and lowered his bow.  
 “I cannot…” Kiova slowly murmured. 



 “Don’t worry,” Brandis assured her, “We’re here to help, starting with him.” 
 He looked back up at Cyprien. The vampire was livid looking, glaring down at the half-
elf and the Empress with rage in his black eyes. His razor sharp fangs showed as he sneered 
down at them, looking both defeated and ready to lunge at the same time. 
 “How dare you! Othkurik vill destroy you and this city for this! You had a chance and 
you blew it! And you, half-elf! Don’t think just because Othkurik vould’nt that I von’t kill you!” 
He cursed down at all of them. 
 “Okay, let’s go.” Brandis challenged, raising his weapon and drawing an arrow. Empress 
Kiova raised her arm and six more Imperium flew out of the buildings adjacent to them and 
assumed battle positions, facing the Guardian. None of them looked friendly toward him. 
 Cyprien looked from one to the next and then shrugged, “Er, I have no intention of dying 
here… I do have a family waiting for me back at home, after all, heh heh…”  
 With that he floated up in the air, flying by unknown means, and took off Northward. 
Kiova breathed a sigh of both relief and dread at the same time. 
 “Thank you, Brandis Skyhunter,” She turned and faced all of them, “I’m so terribly sorry, 
but I fear I didn’t have a choice. He twisted my arm enough to push me to anything.” 
 Brandis shook his head, “It’s alright. Sorry for killing your guards… and smacking your 
face…” 
 She rubbed the side of her head that got hit with his bow, “Yes… still, he will return and 
destroy us for not helping him, just as he said…” 
 Sharwin stared at the ground a bit, and Brandis continued, “Don’t worry. Those guys 
aren’t messing with anyone else from here on out. Just tell me where to go and I’ll finish him off.” 
 “I’m afraid it’s more complicated than that…” Kiova admitted. The Einar Imperium 
explained the rest. 
 “We do not know where the vampire’s base is located. Though it is likely he lives 
somewhere around these lands—he comes here quickly and often.” 
 Brandis stroked his chin, “Hmmmm……” Not the lead I was hoping for—he’ll probably 
be there amassing his army for awhile. Sharwin said before that Othkurik needed Romenus to get 
to Empiritet. Is there another base on this side of the river? It’d have to be North of here… 
 “There is a town a little Northwest of here.” Kiova offered, “You could start there, 
perhaps.”  
 “Northwest!?” Sharwin asked. 
 “Yes,” Kiova replied, “It’s not too far. Close to the desert up that way.” 
 “All right… yeah, sure.” Brandis decided, “What’s another Guardian?” 
 Be careful, Ulginesh warned, He is a senior Guardian… far more powerful… 
 I dare you to say it’s impossible, Brandis replied in his thoughts.  
 He could hear Ulginesh laugh, All right, I understand. 
 Turning to the Empress again, the half-elf bowed, gave her his word that he’d return 
when the vampire was taken care of, and he was off once again. 
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 “Say, thanks for coming with me again for this,” Brandis added to Tandros and Ana 
while they journeyed toward the next town beyond Empiritet. 



 “Don’t mention it—thanks for helping us out again back there.” Tandros replied, 
nonchalantly trudging onward, “We’re all once again on the hunt for a Guardian of Othkurik. 
Seems fate has it in for the both of us.” 
 “Geez you don’t say…” Brandis ran a hand through his hair, “Fate must really have it in 
for me after seeing all I have in such a short time.” 
 “Fate doesn’t exist.” Sharwin thrust in her opinion, “There’s no supernatural force pulling 
any strings here. Only people do that sort of thing.” 
 “Well, Master Woo might have set up our first adventure together,” Tandros pointed out, 
“But nobody got us together this time. How’s that?” 
 “True” Brandis agreed. Thinking about it, he wondered if he was going to work together 
with Chardris and the other elves, or Mogrimm again in the future. It would be nice seeing them 
again.  
 Fear not, Ulginesh assured him, you’re bringing together this country’s forces—I’m 
certain you’ll work together with them to end this.  
 Sharwin shrugged, “Whatever. We happen to meet up twice and its suddenly fate? C’mon, 
man… give me a break.” 
 Eventually a town came into view. It was, in a way, similar to GrassFields, except a bit 
bigger and with an actual road worming its way between the handful of buildings making up the 
town. The center of the village was off a ways, also being the end of town, making the design 
sort of tadpole shaped. It was made up just about entirely of stone buildings, surrounded by lush 
and tall grass. Next to the village was a small lake. As Brandis looked about, it became obvious 
that the town was quite vacant. The name “Thorns’Side” was carved into a small stone sign at 
the entrance.  
 “Quiet enough to avoid investigation…” Brandis muttered. 
 “…And empty enough to be suspicious.” Tandros finished, “C’mon, let’s have a look 
around.” 
 Tandros nodded towards the road and began leading the way, Ana right behind him. 
Brandis drew an arrow, looking around suspiciously as he slowly moved forward. Glancing 
behind him, he found that Sharwin hadn’t started following him. She was just standing there, 
glancing over at the ground to her left.  
 “Sharwin?” He inquired, “Something up?” 
 “Brandis. I’m… going to stay here.” She replied quietly. 
 “C’mon,” He urged, “Let’s check this place out. What’s wrong?” 
 “I’ll just guard the back!” She insisted, “Go on ahead without me.” 
 “We’ve never had anyone guard the back before.” Brandis reminded her obviously, but it 
quickly became apparent that she was just going to be stubborn about it, so finally he just 
shrugged, “Whatever, I guess. We’ll be right back.” 
 “Alright…” 
 Brandis frowned at her, still a little confused, then went on ahead and caught up with 
Tandros and Ana. Tandros looked back, “Sharwin?” 
 “Not coming along; she’s back at the entrance.” The half-elf explained. 
 “Ah,” 
 Moving on, Brandis looked back and forth at all the buildings. They looked empty 
enough, and it was still silent the whole way through. The only signs of life was a Sahuagin 
Raider, an amphibious water animal over by the river. It got out of the water as soon as it saw the 



group coming and began advancing on them. Brandis took it down and salvaged a small trinket 
from its corpse. 
 “A glyph of Valda,” Ana deduced, looking at it, “Enhanced movement, three time use. 
Looks like its already been used once.” 
 “Worth hanging onto.” Brandis decided, pocketing it, “Speaking of which, you can hold 
on to that Sturla potion.” 
 “Thank you. I won’t hesitate to use it if something happens to one of you.” 
 Brandis kept going onward, stopping close to one of the structures. He cautiously peered 
in through one of the cracks in the wall, just checking. Much to his surprise, some eyes peered 
back at him in the darkness. Shocked, Brandis jumped back a bit. He heard movement and the 
eyes shifted out of the way, pressing back into the other corners of the small building. 
 “There are people here.” Brandis alerted the others, “Hiding in the buildings.” 
 “Huh, guess we shouldn’t disturb them.” Tandros mused. 
 “So, it’s a bust?” Brandis asked. 
 “Well, that doesn’t mean there’s nothing here…” 
 “Guess so.” 
 They pressed onward to the center of town. It was simply a somewhat large space, where 
the buildings curved around into a circle. There was really nothing there to speak of, and still 
dead quiet. Brandis put his hands on his hips, looking around, “Nothing.” 
 “Nothing, indeed!” A voice called out. Brandis recognized it, turning around. A cloaked 
drow stood atop one of the buildings, peering down at them. He was the one by Othkurik’s side 
at Sohenberg, another Guardian. Gasping, Brandis grabbed his weapon and raised it up at the foe. 
The drow didn’t seem phased. 
 “Let me guess,” Brandis snapped up at him, “Hand over the jewel?” 
 “No, not right now.” The drow replied, “What are you doing in a place like this, Brandis?” 
 “None of your business!” 
 “It is my business, half-elf. Allow me to introduce myself… my name is Pelloth, one of 
the Eight Guardians of Lord Othkurik. Actually, the firstmost of the Guardians—the dragon’s 
right hand man. So, his business—ah, you—is my business, you see.” 
 “My jewel…” 
 Pelloth shrugged, “No, you actually. Othkurik does seem to have a thing for you, 
Skyhunter, but I don’t know…” 
 Several drow burst forth out of a haze of darkness, surrounding Brandis and his friends. 
 “Erk!” Brandis looked around and then back up at the Guardian. 
 “When Othkurik gets that last jewel out of your cold, dead hands he’s going to take over 
this country and enable us Guardians to rule this land as we please.” Pelloth explained gleefully, 
“It’s finally our turn after that cursed Great War so very, very long ago. But still not as long as 
I’m going to make all of your races wait for your next turn. My empire will rule for a thousand 
years, and there’s no room for any of you in that glorious future!”  
 He snapped his fingers and his minions leapt into action. All rushing up at the same time, 
Brandis had very little time to react. He lowered his bow and fired off a shot. The target burst 
into a cloud of darkness and reappeared, unfazed, behind the half-elf, making a go for Ana. 
Brandis whirled around and slung his bow over the drow’s head, yanking him back with 
surprising strength. Another drow ran up and jumped up to assault Ana as well, but Tandros’ 
sword slammed into it, knocking it aside, merely a side effect of the fighter taking out another 
enemy. Ana got up and backed up between the two, quickly casting a ward over them. Brandis 



finished off the drow he had hooked and pulled his weapon back, lining up a shot and firing it off 
into another dark elf. Tandros sidestepped a stab from another drow, snapping its arm and then 
grabbing a dagger from his foe’s belt and slicing its throat with it. Yet another enemy raced up 
and stabbed his side, a barrier from Ana blocking it entirely. Brandis loosed another shot and 
took out the assailant. 
 “Thanks. Here, Brandis.” Tandros tossed the half-elf the dagger. Brandis caught it and 
chucked it into another drow off to the side. All the while, Pelloth strode around the circle of 
buildings, watching, teleporting from one to the next in a burst of dark energy where it was too 
far to stride over.  
 “Oh come now… you’re making it too easy for yourself.” The Guardian ridiculed, 
“That’s no fun at all… Lolth’s Wrath!”  
 He withdrew a scepter from his cloak and pointed it at one of his henchmen. The drow 
raced up to Brandis and promptly burst apart, an explosion of dark magic engulfing it.  
 “Argh!” Brandis was flung back, the blast shattering Ana’s shield over him. Tandros 
caught the half-elf’s arm and hoisted him back to his feet.  
 “Lolth’s Wrath!” Pelloth cast a second spell on another of the dark elves below.  
 “Don’t even think about it!” Tandros barked, kicking the drow away from him right 
before it too exploded. The collateral took out several more of the foes, leaving behind fewer 
then Pelloth could probably expend. The Guardian frowned, pointing at Tandros. A pair of drow 
raced into action, raising their shields and advancing on the fighter.  
 Tandros scoffed and swung his broadsword, cleaving the attackers down without effort.  
 A final drow raced up swinging his chain around like a madman. Ana held up her staff 
and a second barrier appeared in front of Brandis, blocking the weapon. Holding up their bows, 
Brandis and Tandros both fired two shots into the chainfighter at once, pummeling him back. 
Brandis then zipped up at lightning speed, using his glyph, kicked the drow in the face, and then 
used the glyph again to zip behind him. Kicking again with all his might, Brandis flung the dark 
elf forward and into Tandros’ broadsword. The fight was done, only the Guardian remaining. 
 Hmm, Brandis mused, getting back up, my dark form was way better than these guys… 
am I just better than them? 
 They’ve been in theirs way too long, Ulginesh explained, it’s more of a species than a 
form to them now. 
 Pelloth raised his eyebrows, looking almost more astonished at this victory than of 
Brandis’ victory over Othkurik, “Well, well! You’re very powerful already, Brandis! Well done! 
Othkurik was right—things are moving perfectly!” 
 “Get down here.” Brandis beckoned.  
 “I’m not fighting you right now—you’ll kill me.” The Guardian replied, his jeering tone 
making it difficult to be sure he really meant what he said. 
 Brandis knew he probably couldn’t catch the drow leader, but he could still try to help 
out the Empress, “Fine, we’ll just take you out one at a time, starting with your vampire friend.” 
 “Oh, I see. You’re here looking for Cyprien. That makes sense.” Pelloth pointed 
Southeast, “He lives at the Esenwein Manor, Northwest of Empiritet, by the river. Nice place, off 
the official maps. You should go kill him, if you don’t want Empiritet to become a graveyard 
dedicated to the good count. We need you to do well in your struggles, so you better get going! 
I’ve been waiting on my empire for too long!” 
 With that, he was gone, vanishing into thin air. Brandis looked up at where he had been, 
then glanced around at all the drow bodies scattered about, “So, what was that about?” 



 Tandros looked back, “Who knows, but it’s a lead. We ought to check on Sharwin.” 
 “A lead you’re sure we should follow?” Brandis was confused about the fighter’s trust of 
Pelloth’s word, beginning to walk on back. 
 “It’s all we’ve got. No matter what, we’re going to have to go after Cyprien. Plus we 
promised Empress Kiova, and if we don’t succeed, they’ll be in big trouble.” 
 “I guess all this is for their help…” Brandis had quite forgotten amidst the vampire mess.  
 Sharwin was still waiting, completely unaffected by the battle in the town square. She 
glanced over as they approached, apparently still in a cloudy mood. Brandis walked over and 
shrugged. 
 “Ready to go? There’s nothing here, but we think we know where to go now.” He 
checked to see if she was alright, “You’re not still pouting, are you?” 
 She brightened up rather quickly, “Pfft! I wasn’t pouting. C’mon let’s get out of here, this 
place is boring.” 
 Brandis was glad to see the eladrin back in good spirits, “Alright! Alright! We’re going.” 
 With that, they set off to find the manor, and Cyprien’s army. 
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 It was a long journey along to the river separating the area surrounding Empiritet and Elf 
City to the Northeast. It felt longer, at least, since Brandis was searching for something instead of 
travelling to a set destination. But there couldn’t have been too many manors along the river 
around here, so it should have stood apart from the rest of the landscape. The terrain switched 
from grassy to desert to swampy rather quickly. As the sun began dipping downward in the sky 
finally it appeared before them. A massive mansion located beyond the swamplands stood not 
too far from the water. It was awfully dislocated from the rest of society for a lone house, but 
Brandis figured a manor governed by the undead didn’t exactly require the same amount of 
sustainability normal houses tended to demand.  
 Unfortunately, it seems Cyprien’s forces were already at work. Much of the swamplands 
were swarming with monsters. There were hulking, humanoid wolves, freakishly giant spiders, 
and all sorts of horrid creatures. They were roaming the lands all over, making a horrible amount 
of noise. It was obvious they were going to have to fight their way through to reach the manor.  
 Sharwin put her hands on her hips, scanning the horizon, “Yeesh, cliché monsters of 
every sort, just for us. The Esenwein estate could use some pest control.” 
 “That’s his army.” Tandros explained, “Horrid monsters of every caliber not even any 
other Guardians want to command. There’s way too many to fight with just us.” 
 “But without a leader?” Brandis guessed. 
 “They’ll return to just being feral, wild things.” Ana confirmed, “Hardly threatening to an 
organized force.”  
 “Let’s try to get through to the house fighting some, not all, okay?” Tandros pointed the 
straightest path through. 
 “We’re not stupid.” Sharwin scoffed, starting to head on down there. She paused and 
looked back at Brandis, running a hand through her hair, “Well, most of us.” 
 “Thanks.” Brandis replied sarcastically, beginning to follow. The group hurried on down 
to the plains below, preparing to engage the enemy forces. Brandis readied his bow, glancing this 
way and that, not sure where to start. Tandros and Ana took the lead, and Brandis was sure that 
they had more experience moving around in places they weren’t wanted than the half-elf did, so 



he followed them adamantly. Before too long, a squad of wolf-men came into view, not too far 
off (close enough to be dangerous, anyway).  
 Tandros nodded, “Let’s go.” 
 “Sure thing.” Brandis took aim. He wasn’t sure if these monsters were undead or not, or 
if that had any effect on where he should be aiming, so he positioned normally. Tandros aimed a 
shot as well, carefully stinging his bow as quietly as possible. The two positioned silently while 
the girls watched, not saying a word. 
 Finally Brandis and Tandros released the arrows at the wolves. The projectiles sailed 
through the air and sunk into the hides of their targets. One of the monsters was knocked down, 
quite dead. The other, very much alive and howling with rage, tore the arrow out of its pelt, 
snapping it, and began to rush Brandis’ position. 
 “Erk!” Brandis leapt to his feet and got ready to fight, Tandros doing the same. The other 
wolf men joining the first, the enemy combatants rushed into combat. The first lunged up to 
Brandis, taking a massive swipe at the half-elf. Brandis ducked out of the way and slammed his 
bow into the monster’s belly. Not flinching in the slightest, the wolf swung its other arm down at 
him, its giant claws slamming down onto his arm as he blocked. 
 Grr! Hey, that didn’t hurt so bad… Brandis thought, looking up at the beast, a bit 
surprised. The wolf-man howled again and swung its other arm back at him. Brandis lifted up his 
other arm to block that one too, only to get slammed in the side and knocked several feet over, 
wounded badly. The wolf didn’t bother to finish him off, running up to Ana next. She held forth 
her staff, which glowed an odd yellow color. The wolf continued unhindered, raising up its arms 
to smash her. Ana looked down at her staff, looking surprised, beginning to back up. Lucky for 
her, Sharwin moved in the way, thrusting her dagger upward into the wolf’s wrist, then grabbing 
the wolf’s leg and flipping it over, drawing her weapon back out of it and finishing it off.  
 Tandros swung his broadsword, chopping down one of the assailants in a single slice. 
Ducking down, the second monster swerved below Tandros’ blade, moving back up and striking 
forth at the fighter. Grunting with pain, Tandros absorbed the blow in the stomach, moving back 
and cutting the enemy down. He rose back to his feet, brushing himself off, teeth clenched.  
 “Tandros?” Ana asked, quickly trying to heal Brandis and get him back on his feet. 
 “It’s okay. I’m tough as nails—c’mon, more are coming.” Sure enough, parts of the mass 
of creatures had taken notice and were quickly incoming.  
 “Suddenly this seems like a terrible idea.” Brandis coughed. 
 Sharwin didn’t seem bothered, “It’ll be fine, just like with the orcs.” She slapped the half-
elf on the back, “You’re not gonna turn into one of those things now, are you?” 
 “Hopefully not…” Brandis dusted himself off and continued onward. 
 It was true that the wild animals making up the bulk of the Guardian’s forces weren’t 
going to zone in on the group unless provoked and that the vampire might not suspect any 
commotion out there due to the basic nature of his minions. Thus, the plan was still feasible and 
the group didn’t wait around. Read that all again because it’s confusing.  
 The next group of monsters that took notice was a large crowd of extremely hideous 
spiders. They were exceptionally big for bugs, not as big as Brandis, naturally, but still large 
enough to be intimidating. A large number of them that seemed to be roaming the swampy 
terrain turned and began moving over towards the group, many of the spiders in front beginning 
to assume pouncing positions. They made a gut wrenchingly nasty sound as they moved.  
 “Ugh. Ew.” Sharwin looked disgusted, “Oh, God… why does that exist?” 



 “No time to think about that,” Tandros warned her, beginning to step forward, “Just kill 
them off quickly.” 
 “Al’ight” Sharwin held forth one hand and fired off an arcane shockwave. Jumping from 
one arachnid to another, the electric attack took out a multitude of the monsters.  
 “Hah! Look at that!” Sharwin seemed awfully pleased with herself.  
 Brandis caught a glimpse of movement out of the corner of his eye, “Look out!!” Turning, 
he fired off an arrow in that direction. The bolt caught the side of another wolf (just a wolf this 
time, no man part or anything like that (it did have glowy eyes though)). The beast hit the ground 
hard, rolling over and getting back on its feet, snarling menacingly.  
 “Heads up!” Brandis shouted again at the others. Two additional wolves rushed into view, 
the first diving for the half-elf. Brandis twirled his bow in his hand and lunged back at the 
monster, smacking it down with his weapon. The second wolf dived past the half-elf, snapping at 
Sharwin. Taking a nasty bite down on her arm, the beast knocked her over, rearing up and 
lunging back down at the eladrin’s neck. Thinking quickly, Sharwin swiped her knife with her 
other, unharmed arm and jammed the weapon into the neck of her attacker. She then jerked it at 
an odd angle, finishing off the wolf. 
 “You all right!?” Brandis snapped back at Sharwin, still fending off his own wolf. 
 She struggled back to her feet, grasping her injured arm, “I’ll live” 
 “Hey! Watch out!” Tandros yelled, spiders swarming around and past him. The warrior 
was surrounded by too many of the monsters to handle them all, his constant swings at the mass 
of creepy crawlers constantly slowing more and more. Some of the bugs had crawled up his back 
and around his chest, webbing him as he fought, making it more of a struggle. The rest of the 
spiders were hurriedly swarming closer to the rest of the group.  
 “Grr! Too many!” Brandis protested, kicking the wolf in front of him back and whirling 
to face the new threat (well, they were the old threat, but they’re new again). He drew several 
arrows, stringing them all at once and firing off into the incoming squads of arachnids. Despite 
having such large exoskeletons, the spiders weren’t the sturdiest enemies, many of them falling 
to Brandis’ shots in a single hit. Brandis readied more arrows, only to be cut off by the wolf 
behind him pouncing on his back. 
 “Ack!” The beast started snapping at the half-elf ferociously, clawing at his back to hold 
on. Reaching back, Brandis tried to fend off the wolf, only to get his hand bit. Finally Ana rushed 
over and smacked the monster down with her staff, beating it down until it stopped moving. 
Brandis breathed a sigh of relief, dusting himself off and focusing again on the spiders. 
 …Of course, the spiders were already there. 
 Several lunged up, rushing in at Brandis and Sharwin. Brandis knocked the first assailant 
aside, grabbing his bow tightly and smacking down another. It was easier work with the spiders 
splitting up to attack all three of them, but he knew Sharwin and Ana would have a harder time 
than him. The half-elf jumped back, kicking down another monster, then turning and firing off at 
the spiders swarming Ana. Running over, he kicked the last one off of the mage’s side before it 
could bite her.  
 “You okay?” The half-elf asked. 
 “I’m unharmed, thank you.” Ana began healing him.  
 Brandis brushed her away quickly and began heading over toward the others, “Heal 
Sharwin first—she’s banged up pretty bad.” 
 “Very well.” Ana began hurrying over to the eladrin, looking over at Tandros worriedly, 
“You holding up Tandros?” 



 Tandros grunted, flinging another spider off of him. “I’m fine…” He panted, “It doesn’t 
hurt… just… so many, and so slow…” He stomped another arachnid, still fighting his way 
through webbing every step of the fight. Brandis, deciding to help him out, drew another arrow 
and readied the projectile at the horde of bugs surrounding the fighter. His concentration was cut 
off early, however, by a loud, horrid buzzing filling the air. It sounded more like a helicopter 
than an insect (nobody in this setting knows what that is—it was very loud, anyway).  
 A massive insect flew down past Brandis’ head, almost hitting the half-elf, flying 
upwards and turning before landing several feet away from Tandros. It had most of the basic 
anatomy of a fly, though it had a few differences, mainly its size and a large stinger, like a 
scorpion, at its abdomen. Gnashing its teeth, the new monster began inching forward slowly, its 
wings occasionally vibrating.  
 “Just keeps getting better and better,” Brandis muttered, aiming now at the mammoth bug.  
 Without warning, the creature lunged forward, snapping down on Tandros, knocking the 
warrior back. Not letting up, it leapt a second time, raising its stinger and beginning to repeatedly 
stab him. The spiders around Tandros scattered, beginning to go around. Tandros coughed out 
blood and, gritting his teeth, reached out and grabbed the deadly appendage, holding it away 
from his chest with all his might.  
 “Tandros!” Ana finished healing Sharwin and made a break for the pinned warrior. The 
spiders that had branched out began homing in on her quickly.  
 “Watch it; it’s not safe!” Sharwin snapped, rushing in and firing off an arcane bolt at the 
remaining arachnids. Blinding light ran from one enemy to the next, leaving only a single spider. 
Jumping, Ana leapt onto the last enemy, crushing it with a disgusting splat and hopping onward 
to Tandros. Brandis aimed and fired a bolt off into the fly monster. The projectile sunk into the 
beast, penetrating its shell deeply and sending it flying off aways, forcing it to take flight.  
 Breathing a sight of relief, Tandros jumped to his feet, Ana helping him limp off away 
from the battle. Looking rather upset, the bug slowly flew back and landed, gnashing its teeth, 
one eye looking at Brandis and the other at Sharwin.  
 “Let’s take this chump.” Sharwin smirked, circling around and twirling her dagger. 
 “I can kill it.” Brandis reminded her, “I’m good with the fliers.” He readied another shot 
and took aim, circling the opposite direction as Sharwin.  
 The bug twitched a bit, seemingly indecisive. Then, out of the blue, it turned and lunged 
straight for Brandis, rocketing up to the half-elf with unbelievable speed. Brandis backed up as 
fast as he could, firing off his arrow into the insect’s face. The shaft sunk into its flesh but did not 
slow it down. Slamming into Brandis, the bug knocked him over and began to sting, just as it did 
with Tandros.  
 Luckily, Sharwin was there to bail him out. She raced up from behind and leapt up onto 
the bug, seemingly unbothered by its gruesome appearance. 
 “C’mon, you…” The eladrin tightened her grip and sent electricity coursing through the 
monster, lighting pouring from her arms and racing along its massive shell. The bug shook from 
the shock, its eyes rolling inward.  
 “Uh-oh…” Brandis squirmed his way out from under the beast and rolled backwards 
away from it. The bug collapsed with a loud thud, kicking dust up as it hit the ground. Still 
squirming, the creature began rising back to its feet. Its wings kicked up, flinging Sharwin off. 
Brandis leapt to his feet and took aim again quickly, firing off into the monster’s face. The bug 
flinched backwards, its tiny limbs clawing at the shafts stuck in its head. Brandis drew another 



and fired off again. The beast backed up more, turning back and hissing. It’s wing buzzed again 
and it leapt forth for the half-elf once more, its giant stinger rushing forward for his gut.  
 Thinking quickly, Brandis readied another shot and swerved out of the way, spinning 
round and aiming, he turned and raised his strung bow up and fired off into the beast’s side, 
drawing a final bolt and loosing it off into the monster as it reared back up. The arrow sunk into 
the beast with a hard thunk, and the bug toppled over, its exoskeleton crunching as it collapsed.  
 Sharwin dusted herself off and looked around to see if there were any more monsters 
nearby, “Coast’s clear. Nice work, Brandis.” 
 Brandis began scavenging for any surviving arrows, “Yeah, thanks. I’m good with the 
flying monsters.” 
 “You already said that.” She reminded him, “Such a dolt sometimes…” 
 “Sorry.” 
 “That’s not a ‘sorry’ kind of comment.” 
 Tandros and Ana slowly crept back into view, looking better. “It’s safe?” Tandros 
cautiously inquired.  
 “Yup,” Sharwin pointed over to the manor, “Straight shot to the house from here. See? 
Wasn’t too bad.” 
 “That’s debatable.” Brandis struggled to yank an arrow out of the fly’s mouth, “Hm? 
What’s this?” 
 Pulling out a flask filled with a deep purple liquid from the teeth of the monster, Brandis 
held it up curiously. Tandros peered over at the item, “Oh, now that’s a rare drop from this 
monster.” 
 Brandis was confused, “These monsters are known to occasionally drop bottles of purple 
liquid?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “…Okay.” 
 “Anyway,” Tandros changed the subject, “Those violet potions are very powerful—they 
can heal anything, even fatal wounds and negation; stuff like that.”  
 “Negation?” Brandis cocked his head to one side. 
 “It makes you suck.” Sharwin explained it simply. 
 Ana nodded toward the distant house, “We should get moving. There’s no guarantee 
we’ll remain undetected out here.”  
 “Right.” Brandis took the lead, pocketing the potion, and continued onward.  
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 “Up we go!” Sharwin leapt up onto Brandis and kicked off of him, jumping over the gate 
with ease.  
 “Ow!” Brandis grunted, “You know, usually one jumps onto another’s hands and then 
they get flung upward. What’s with jumping off my back?” 
 “It’s easier,” Sharwin walked over and begin working on the gate, “You’re poorly 
coordinated out of combat anyway, so—hey, it’s not locked.” She pushed open the gate without 
much trouble. 
 “Guess they don’t suspect guests in an off-the-map area guarded by hordes of monsters.” 
Ana determined. 
 “Or it’s a trap.” Tandros drew his sword and inched in, casting suspicious glances to and 
fro.  



 “We never lose.” Sharwin bragged, shrugging, “Who cares if it is; we’ll fight through it.” 
 The group cautiously worked their way inside. It was dark by now, a full moon shining 
down through partial clouds onto the courtyard, giving everything a misty blue glow. A thick fog 
roamed around the ground, everything about the setting appearing dead and worn, as if the 
groups’ feet were the first to touch it in a long while (the vampire could fly, so…). Even the 
grass was dusty and gray. Tombstones lined the path leading up to the front door, the fog 
hugging tightly to each grave, hiding the faded names etched on them.  
 “It’s quiet…” Ana whispered. 
 “No, it’s just good-writing time.” Sharwin muttered, “Gets kind of repetitive during 
fights, so…” 
 “What on earth are you talking about?” Brandis snapped quietly, “And why is there a 
graveyard in the front lawn? Odd choice of ornaments.” 
 “Typical undead…” Tandros answered, “Just how the Esenwein family rolls, I suppose. 
C’mon, let’s keep moving.” 
 The group continued their advance, moving up toward the front door. The silence 
remained intact for about half of the walk across the yard, interrupted by a heavy shaking sound. 
The graves began to rattle rather violently, the mist around them dispersing quickly, the ground 
rumbling. Several of the tombstones popped upward a bit, decayed arms sticking out of the earth, 
groping about in the air.  
 “Here comes the welcoming committee…” Tandros spat, twirling his broadsword as he 
assumed a battle position.  
 “Zombies…” Sharwin turned, facing the corpses closest to her, the group quickly 
becoming surrounded, “Go for the head, no matter what.” 
 More and more of the unsightly monsters yanked themselves out of the ground, crude, 
twisted, decaying bodies jerking around unnaturally and beginning to twitch and spasm their way 
over toward Brandis and his comrades.  
 Brandis grit his teeth, There’s an awful lot of them… 
 It’s okay to place your shots slowly and carefully, Ulginesh consoled him, as long as you 
don’t let them overrun you. 
 Well, let’s not waste any time then, Brandis fired off to the closest undead monster, 
aiming straight for the forehead. The zombie collapsed rather easily and stayed dead, the others 
slowly advancing. Sharwin sliced her dagger through the air, bolts of lightning flying from the 
blade and sinking into the zombies in front of her. The electricity lit up a group of them, their 
rotting bodies spasming until the attack ceased. The zombies stood still for a second before 
continuing forward unhindered. 
 “Crap!” Sharwin pressed back against the others behind her, “It’s not working!” 
 “You need to be precise!” Brandis reminded her, wondering why she would attempt such 
an attack right after telling them to go for the heads only just a second earlier. 
 Ana raised her staff into the air, a burst of bright light shrieking down from its tip and 
sinking into one of the many undead around her. The zombie crumpled instantly. 
 “You need to know your magic!” She suggested, looking over her shoulder at the eladrin. 
 “You need to use raw power!” Tandros yelled, cutting down a group of undead in front of 
him, slicing them all cleanly in half and then stomping down on their skulls (since they 
continued to move after the attack). 
 Sharwin didn’t like any of those ideas. 



 “I opt we make a brake for the door. Let’s move it.” She decided, beginning to inch her 
way over to the entrance across the yard. 
 The group began moving with her, keeping a defensive circle in the horde of incoming 
corpses, who were too great in number to push back any further. Brandis stayed in the back of 
the group, still firing off into the zombies approaching to the rear. It was difficult to keep a 
steady stream of arrows firing into the undead crowds as well as back up at the same time (and 
not run anyone down). 
 “Hurry up before they swarm you, Brandis!” Sharwin barked.  
 “Work in progress! Ack!” Brandis slipped on the wet pavement (there was fog after all) 
and fell over backwards, toppling Ana over in the process. Brandis looked up to see his enemies 
suddenly closing in tightly around him. Offering the half-elf nothing but gaping mouths to see, 
the mass of zombies rushed forward in unison, too many to fend off with a single arrow or bow.  
 Brandis shielded himself as best he could. Klonk! A light blue shield surrounded the 
defenseless (well, not anymore, I guess) half-elf at the last second, the monsters’ faces slamming 
up against it like a window. Ana lowered her staff and then raised it again, the shield around 
Brandis bursting like a bubble and sending the undead assailants flying. Unfortunately for Ana, 
the rest of the mob had begun to swarm in on her almost as soon as they did for Brandis. She 
shrieked, trying to scoot back away from them.  
 Tandros whirled around and took a swing with his weapon, cleaving easily through the 
oblivious undead, smacking them away from Ana in a single blow. He reached down and hoisted 
her back onto her feet quickly, looking over at Brandis, “Come, Brandis!” 
 Sharwin had already reached the door and had begun to fiddle with it, unlocking it rather 
quickly, “Hurry it up, you idiots!” 
 “On it (and don’t call us idiots)!” Tandros replied, turning and rushing for the door. 
Brandis leapt to his feet, scrambling after the others fast as his feet could carry him. He zoomed 
in through the door before Ana could get in, with surprising speed.  
 “Much better.” Sharwin complimented sweetly, slamming the door shut loudly the 
second everyone was inside. She locked the door and made sure that none of the zombies were 
beating the door down. The moaning and groaning of the undead had ceased rather suddenly and 
it was silent again.  
 “Whew.” Brandis wiped sweat off his forehead, “That was almost very bad.” 
 “Yeah; jeez, man. You rocketed in here like a viper with fifteen Lodins. You musta been 
scared.” Sharwin taunted.  
 “Lodins?” Brandis asked. 
 “They help you do things you couldn’t usually do just whenever you’d like.” Tandros 
explained, sheathing his sword and beginning to walk forward, having a look around. They were 
in a large, open room. It was very finely decorated and taken care of, everything looking clean 
and in order (as any good mansion ought to be). The sides of the room held enormous narrow 
windows, the moonlight casting everything in a deep blue shade and giving everything a very 
beautiful glow. A carpet lay leading straight to a doorway at the end of the room, the rest of the 
floor being a cold stone tile pattern. There were some stairs also, but Brandis figured to leave 
that for later, if necessary. It was now deathly quiet again. 
 Brandis pointed to the door straight ahead, “Through there.”  
 The group continued onward, through the doorway. It led to a hallway, still dimly lit by 
windows, branching off to the sides in either direction, leading into shadows. Another door lay 
dead ahead, unguarded by any monsters or soldiers.  



 “Which way?” Tandros glanced from one path to another.  
 “Dead ahead.” Brandis repeated, continuing onward, keeping clear of the other paths. He 
quietly moved on into the next room, slipping in and letting everyone else through, glancing 
around. Another large, brightly moonlit room lay before them, with another door all the way on 
the other side. Blue torches floated in the room’s corners, their dim light illuminating very little, 
and only a few pieces of furniture lined the walls. Light spilt in from only one side of the room 
(Brandis’ right). The rays of moonlight alighted on a deep red back, giving it a purple color. A 
single enemy sat, facing away from the group, in the very center of the room. A demon-like 
monster with a barely proportionate human anatomy in appearance, it laid there clawing at the 
sides of its head. Finally noticing them, it rose up and turned toward them. It was a demon, all 
right.  
 “Blood of many different species.” It growled in a deep, gravelly voice, “You have come 
here to kill us?”  
 “That’s right.” Brandis assured it, “I’m here to finish off you monsters and save 
Empiritet.”  
 “Good… NO, WRONG!” It shrieked, clutching its face again and becoming silent for a 
few seconds before carrying on, “I am Marcu Esenwein… I will kill all of you, and we will both 
taste your blood.” It began to float up in the air, the same unnatural way Cyprien did.  
 “Ah, jeez.” Sharwin scoffed, “You’re telling me you’re part of the family? Certainly 
don’t look it.” 
 Marcu screamed at the top of his lungs, mostly anything glass in the room shattering and 
the full moon pouring in on him, unhindered now by any windows. His eyes began to glow red 
and he stretched his arms out toward them.  
 Brandis raised up his bow, preparing to shoot, “Get ready, guys, here he comes…” 
 The demon burst forth, flying straight at Brandis with unimaginable speed. Erk! Brandis 
lowered his weapon and ducked down instead. Marcu whizzed past him, crashing into the wall 
behind the group. Brandis hopped back up and fired off an arrow at the beast. Rising back to his 
feet, Marcu turned and zipped out of the way quickly, advancing forward slowly.  
 “Take this!” Sharwin lunged forward, electricity surging past her and into Marcu. The 
vampire took the lightning bolt to the chest, absorbing the blow and continuing onward. Sharwin 
dashed on ahead and took several swings at the monster. Multiple blows struck Marcu in the side 
and neck, but he seemed rather unhindered. Reaching out, the demon seized Sharwin’s arm and 
lifted her up in the air. He clenched his other fist and then sat still.  
 Marcu’s eyes burned intensely, and he suddenly dropped Sharwin and turned around. 
 “No…” He growled, “Why should I help you? I hate you… Ugh, nobody else around to 
kill… except ME!” 
 He lunged out, slamming himself into the wall. Reaching out, the demon grabbed one of 
the blue torches in the corner and began hitting himself with it repeatedly, screaming and 
howling. Tandros cut his self-loathing off, rushing up and slamming his sword into Marcu’s side, 
knocking him back into the center of the room. Brandis raised another arrow and fired off at the 
monster while he was down. Again moving with incredible speed, Marcu rose up and zipped out 
of the way, flashing his large, sharp claws in the moonlight and leaping out toward Brandis like a 
lion pouncing on a, uh, fish.  
 Ana stepped forward, raising both her hands up, casting a barrier over Brandis and at the 
same time casting a spell on Marcu. Light burst out in front of the beast, knocking him back over 



to the door, knocking one of them open. Brandis raised another arrow, nodding his thanks to Ana 
and aiming again. 
 Marcu rose back up, grabbing the door and slamming his head against it, glancing one 
eye back over to Brandis, it’s iris no longer glowing red.  
 “You’ll kill Cyprien, won’t you?” He moaned lifelessly, “Please kill all of us, right?” 
 Brandis fired off, this time scoring a direct hit into the vampire. Marcu slumped over, 
breathing a sigh of relief before slowly turning to ashes and bones, the house again falling silent. 
Walking over, Brandis fished the bolt out from amidst the soot and returned it to his quiver. 
Rising to his feet, the half-elf dusted himself off and glanced through the open doorway. It was 
dimly lit by more floating blue torches, continuing onward, further straight.  
 “This way, guys.” He called over his shoulder to the others, “Everyone all right?”  
 “We’re fine,” Tandros replied, leading everyone else over, “Keep moving—I think we’re 
on the right track.”  
 The next room was trapezoid-shaped, a flat stone wall to their right, and a window to the 
far left, no light pouring in. The door was dead ahead, so Brandis kept walking forward. Tandros 
glanced left. 
 “Odd window placement.” He commented. 
 “I didn’t know you were so into architecture.” Sharwin goaded, continuing onward. 
 “I’m just saying,” He replied defensively, holding up his hands, “Let’s keep moving.” 
 The hallway continued onward, turning a bit here and there, but Brandis stayed on the 
path forward, never staying far from the carpet leading from one doorway to the next. The entire 
house remained ghastly quiet, a thin layer of eeriness overlaying the dusty halls and rooms. It 
didn’t take too long, however, before they found a second large, open room; very similar to the 
one Marcu was in.  
 Another figure was in the middle of the room, another vampire, by the looks of it. She 
looked much more like Cyprien than Marcu did, more humanlike anyway. She had pale, bluish 
skin, orange hair and wore dark, demonic clothes with a flaring red cape, just like Cyprien. She 
sat on the ground, one sword laying in her lap while she held the other in one hand, the blade 
gleaming in the moonlight. Glancing up at the intruders with the same lifeless eyes as the other 
undead lords, the vampire muttered in a quiet, but menacing voice.  
 “There you are… I’ve been waiting. You’re here to kill Cyprien, aren’t you?” 
 Brandis readied his weapon, “You knew we were here?” 
 The vampire scoffed, “You ran into Marcu. Everyone in the house heard that you were 
here. All he’s good for is playing at being a guard dog. Now answer my question.”  
 Brandis sighed, “Yes. Yes we are. He’s going to pay for threatening Empiritet. Kiova’s 
made her choice and now—” 
 She cut him off, “Stupid Guardian. I don’t know what possesses him to go running off 
with Othkurik all day and night. Don’t know what he sees out in that awful sunlit world, but it 
sure makes family matters complicated.” 
 “Huh?” Brandis asked. 
 The vampire sighed and rose to her feet, “And now we have outsiders barging in and 
running about our own manor. At least I can have a midnight snack before going back to bed…” 
She licked her lips, revealing razor sharp fangs, “I am Iskra Esenwein, and don’t worry; this will 
be painless, provided you don’t struggle.” 
 Iskra held up both her weapons and slowly floated about a foot off the ground, assuming 
a battle stance. Brandis gritted his teeth and held up his bow, Tandros stepping out ahead and 



holding up his sword. Ana held forth her staff, the gem at the tip of it beginning to glow a light 
blue color. 
 “Be careful,” She warned.  
 Brandis nodded, aimed and fired. The projectile whizzed up to the vampire, forcing her to 
duck down and land. Tandros raced up and took a swing at her. Iskra blocked with both her 
swords, drawing one back and stabbing the fighter in the side. Tandros grunted, taking the blow 
to the side, and reached up and slammed his other arm down on the vampire’s head, then kneeing 
her in the stomach as she flinched.  
 Iskra hissed and pulled back, breathing heavily. Sharwin dashed into the fray, leaping 
over Tandros and bringing her heel down on the vampire’s head, knocking her down. Iskra 
bounded back up, slashing her blades at the eladrin. Sharwin swerved out of the way, reaching 
out and grabbing one of the swords, catching it in her palm without getting cut. Arcane energy 
raced through the weapon and into the vampire, electrocuting her. Iskra yanked her weapons 
back again and stumbled backwards. Sharwin didn’t let up, advancing forward and kicking Iskra 
in the face, whirling down and slashing her across with her dagger. Spinning round in sync with 
her attack, the eladrin tripped Iskra over, grabbing her and flipping forward, slamming the 
vampire down onto the ground. Sharwin dusted herself off and looked down at the vampire.  
 “You done yet?” she mocked. 
 Iskra shrieked and leapt back up, lunging forward and slamming her blades into the 
ground, forcing Sharwin to back up. The weapons pierced the floor and made the whole room 
rumble. A pool of black liquid flowed up through the cracks in the floor, forming a whirling 
puddle of pitch-black ick. A howling noise echoed throughout the room; unlike any other animal 
Brandis had ever heard. A gray, demon-like beast crawled its way out of the puddle of murky 
slime. It was a gargoyle-like beast, with demon-like and reptilian features, and glowing red eyes. 
A deadly stinger hung off its back, just like the fly beast Brandis encountered earlier, though the 
sting somehow looked even more dangerous, sickly, and sharp.  
 It called out again with its awful cry, followed soon by two more. Tandros and Sharwin 
glanced around, finding two additional monsters climbing out of more black puddles to their 
flanks. Iskra glared back up, gleaming now, and called out to them. 
 “Go, my Rechets! Obliterate them; though leave at least one not completely destroyed—I 
need to recover my strength.” 
 Ulginesh’s voice once again entered Brandis’ head, Rechets!? You must not let them live, 
Brandis; they are deadly creatures.  
 You know these monsters? Brandis silently inquired. 
 Oh, yes. Ulginesh replied, They were once part of the lands we elves lived in a long time 
ago. They were very monstrous, savage beasts; the most deadly amongst the animals we knew. 
Only Sturla potion could cure one stung by them, if you understand my meaning. We drove them 
out long ago. You should finish these off before they kill you and your friends.  
 Right. And I got what you meant with the Sturla potion thing… that’s for reviving dead 
people. I got it.  
 …That’s good to hear. 
 The monsters lunged forth at Tandros and Sharwin. Tandros dodged a lethal sting to the 
chest, grabbing one of the beasts and throwing it down, then taking a swing at one going for 
Sharwin. The Rechet swooped upward and lunged down at the fighter. Brandis, thinking quickly, 
fired an arrow at the beast. The shot sunk into the Rechet’s chest, killing it and knocking it away 



from Tandros. Sharwin lunged at the second one, only to be interrupted by Iskra racing back into 
the fight, lunging for the eladrin with vengeance in her eyes.  
 The second Rechet swooped up and flew straight for Brandis. Drawing another arrow, the 
half-elf fired at the undead monster. Unfortunately, this one lunged down out of the way, 
barreling into him. It landed on top of Brandis, raising up its stinger and swinging it down. Uh, 
oh! Brandis rolled out of the way, flinging the beast off of him. The Rechet whirled around and 
persistently lunged back with its deadly sting.  
 Sidestepping, Brandis dodged and smacked the monster with his bow. Growling, the 
Rechet turned and pounced back again, lunging forth.  
 “Brandis!” Ana cast a light blue shield over the half-elf. Brandis stumbled back, trying to 
evade the stinger. The sickly barb pressed forward, punching through Ana’s shield effortlessly 
and plunged into the half-elf’s stomach.  
 “            ” Brandis mouthed wordlessly, looking down at the quickly blackening wound, 
all sound suddenly evaporating around him. All he could hear was his heart beat twice and then 
stop. The Rechet yanked out the sting and raised its wings, beginning to take flight again, its 
glowing red eyes slowly becoming the only thing visible to the half-elf. Its eyes began to turn 
black, blacker than the void around Brandis, glowing in darkness and slowly expanding to fill up 
the half-elf’s entire field of vision. Now, everything was truly black.  
 Aw, jeez… he thought, I’m dead… 
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 Brandis had to wait for a while.  
 I suppose this is the period where I’m technically still slowly dying permanently, He 
thought, before whatever happens next. And then there’s Ana’s Sturla potion. I hope no one else 
has died, or else she’ll have to choose. Of course, I’ve been here for a while. I guess I’m not too 
popular. Eh, it’s too weird being dead—I didn’t finish my big mission or die anywhere climatic, 
just against that dumb girl and her pets. Or should I get used to it? Lots of people die in 
seemingly random places, I suppose…  
 There was still nothing around him.  
 I guess I could see Master Woo again, and maybe my mom? I never did hear much about 
her… My life’s been filled with nonstop fighting recently up until now. Maybe this is the best 
way; maybe what’s next is far better than what I’ve had. Should I be rejoicing? If it is a great life 
ahead, should I need to worry for my friends back in life, if no matter what happens they’ll join 
me too? This could be great! 
 A bright light suddenly opened up before him. Brandis looked up and held forth his arms, 
floating up toward it.  
 I guess this is it, then, He thought, I didn’t get revived. I wish you luck, Sharwin, Tandros, 
Ana! I’m moving on ahead. I’m coming father! I’m commmmmmiiiiiinnnnnnnngggggg!!!!!!! 
 Brandis sat up, Ana helping him up, holding an empty flask in one hand, looking 
concerned. The Rechet lay beside her, looking burned to a crisp and dead as a doornail. 
 “You’re alive!” She exclaimed. 
 Brandis sat there, blinking a few times, Oh… well… I guess that works too… 
 Sharwin was still fighting Iskra. She whirled around and kicked the vampire out of her 
way, shocking her again with another lightning bolt, jolting and stunning her. Tandros grabbed 
the final Rechet and lunged forward, throwing it at Iskra. The monster slammed into her, 
knocking them both back. Tandros rushed forward, bringing his broadsword slamming into the 



two of them, stabbing both the enemies. The Rechet shrieked and fell limp, Iskra screaming and 
beginning to melt down into more black liquid, slowly slumping down and sinking into the floor, 
forming another puddle. Ana raised her staff and a burst of light exploded on top of the black 
goo, causing it to evaporate instantly.  
 Tandros sighed and swung his sword over his shoulder, rubbing his side. Sharwin kicked 
at the dusty spot Iskra was just at a second earlier. 
 “You’re both hurt!” Ana called out to them, dropping Brandis and rushing over to them. 
 Brandis hit his head, “Ow!”  
 Sitting up, he climbed back onto his feet and strode over to the others, rubbing his 
throbbing skull. Ana hurriedly mended Tandros’ and Sharwin’s wounds. Brandis walked on past 
them and opened the door, cautiously peering in. More hallways awaited them, it seemed, so the 
half-elf slipped halfway in before calling over his shoulder, “Everyone healed up?” 
 “Yes.” Ana confirmed, looking back at him, “We should be more careful, though. That 
was our only revive potion.” 
 “On a positive note, at least Brandis still has that purple potion.” Tandros added. 
 Brandis nodded, “Yeah. C’mon, let’s find this Guardian.” 
 They continued onward. Meeting with no resistance, the group wandered their way 
through Cyprien’s mansion, venturing through room after room. It was a huge mansion, though 
Brandis couldn’t manage to find anything useful in any of the rooms like he had found every 
now and then in the other Guardian’s bases.  
 Finally, they entered what seemed like the final room of the first floor. It was a massive, 
open room, plenty of light pouring in through a huge, albeit colorless, stained glass window at 
the far end of the chamber, as well as a number of smaller windows and clerestories to the sides 
of the walls and roof. Giant pillars cut off the light to the sides, casting long lines of very dark 
shadows across the floor. There was a balcony lining the walls (except the wall where the group 
had entered). The room was void of furniture, save for two large coffins on the far side, and the 
floor was near entirely stone, with no carpets in sight. Cyprien stood up on the balcony, his 
figure silhouetted in the moonlight coming in through the large window behind him. To his right 
stood another vampire, a thin, sickly looking woman dressed in the same manner as the Guardian. 
Cyprien gleamed down at the group as they entered, showing them a full mouth of deadly fangs.  
 “Did you have to come here, half-elf?” He sneered, “And did you have to drag my family 
into this? Couldn’t just fight me or my army? How low of you. I certainly hope you’re not 
thinking of hurting my vife.” 
 “I’ll gladly fight you.” Brandis challenged, “Come down here and face me, Guardian! 
Othkurik’s going down, one slice of this country at a time. I’m not letting you destroy Empiritet.” 
 “You’ve got me all vwrong, boy.” Cyprien lamented in a sarcastic tone, “I’m not a man 
of violence—vhy, Othkurik vas going to help Empiritet, not hurt it. It’s only now that you’ve 
spoiled the Empress, turning her against me that I must ravage it.”  
 He raised one pale hand, holding it toward Brandis expectantly, “And on that note, this 
does not need to be a struggle either. Give me that jewel of yours, and you have my vord, you 
four vill die as quickly and painlessly as possible.” 
 “You drive a hard bargain,” Brandis answered sarcastically, “But I’m afraid not. I’ll 
never give Othkurik or any of his cronies like you my jewel.”  
 The Guardian frowned, “You’re making this difficult. You vant this to be difficult. Very 
vell, then. I’ll make it difficult, just for you. I’ll make it VERY DIFFICULT!”  
 He leapt down onto the floor below, holding out his arms.  



 “Lend me your aid, Sonya.” He called up to the other vampire before returning his 
attention to the half-elf. A burst of dark energy spout out from the ground around him, forming 
an aura that slowly sank into his body, causing quite a stir in the air, kicking up dust everywhere 
and spinning around like a whirlwind. A screeching noise sounded, and dozens of tiny bats flew 
down from the ceiling and into the vampire’s arms, sinking in as if they were but energy. Brandis 
shielded his eyes, keeping his hair out of his face, trying to stay on his feet. The bats stopped, the 
Guardian’s arms completely black, the darkness flowing from his limbs to his hands. There, they 
began forming two deathly swords, sharp and shiny. When they had fully formed, the energy that 
had been seeping into him burst apart, the wind and noise stopping and falling silent again. The 
whole process had taken only a few seconds, but it was intimidating enough to keep Brandis and 
his friends at bay still.  
 Cyprien swung both swords down, the longer one clinking on the ground. He glared over 
at Brandis, showing his teeth again, blood colored black in the night tone beginning to drip from 
his lips.  
 “I am Cyprien Esenwein.” He spoke in a slightly deeper, more menacing voice, “One of 
the Eight Guardians of Lord Othkurik. You have never faced anything like me before, nor vill 
you in your remaining lifetime. You vill not even scratch me, boy, and I vill pick that jewel out 
from my teeth when I have finished devouring you.” 
 Brandis readied a shot, Tandros moving forward slowly. Sharwin began circling around, 
and Ana began casting another defensive spell. Sonya held forth one hand, a reddish glow 
emitting from it to Cyprien, giving his armor and hands a reddish glow as well, connecting them. 
She began striding outward on the balcony above, beginning to circle around also. Cyprien’s 
eyes flared up, his mouth opening up wide, more blood flying from his jaws as he spoke. 
Another burst of dark energy flew from his body and he rushed forward, flying just barely off the 
ground. 
 “Have you no instinct of survival!?” He shouted in his deep voice as he flew, “No fear 
of death or pain!? Fools!”  
 In a second the Guardian was upon Tandros. Tandros flinched back in surprise of the 
vampire’s speed (he was even faster than Marcu), holding his broadsword to block. Ana quickly 
cast a defensive shield around the fighter. Cyprien brought his blade down, the shield breaking 
and blocking the blow. He then swung down with his second weapon, smashing Tandros’ sword 
aside. Tandros backed up, stumbling a bit, but the vampire didn’t let up. He rushed forward and 
slammed his hand into the warrior’s chest, energy draining from him and into Cyprien. Tandros 
gasped, his face, shoulders, and neck losing their color for a few seconds. Cyprien kicked him 
over, his hand throbbing with bright red veins bulging at the seams.  
 “Thank you for your donation,” The Guardian jeered, “Ve’ll give it a loving home, I 
promise.”  
 “Don’t you even think of starting with the blood puns now!” Sharwin shouted, racing up 
and leaping at Cyprien to the side, swiping at him. The vampire easily slid out of her sway, 
swinging his blades and slashing up the eladrin’s back, floating away from her. Brandis fired off 
at the Guardian, but Cyprien was too fast, easily hovering out of the projectile’s way.  
 “Tandros!” Ana raced over and stooped down by the injured warrior, holding his head.  
 Tandros breathed heavily, “I’m alive… Curses, just let me… catch my breath.” 
 Brandis raced over to Sharwin’s side, “You all right?” he asked, stringing his bow. 
 “I’ll live.” She muttered, “He ruined my jacket, though. Let’s get him.” 
 “I’ll need a moment,” Ana warned them, “Please allow me enough time to heal Tandros.” 



 “Sure thing.” Sharwin replied. With that, she rushed back at Cyprien. Ana held out one 
arm and quickly healed Sharwin’s wound as she left. Brandis raced after her, aiming at the 
vampire and waiting for his chance. Cyprien stopped watching his throbbing arm and cricked his 
neck as they ran up. 
 “Don’t even try it.” He growled. 
 “Too late!” Sharwin yelled, “Let’s get ‘im Brandis! ThunderStorm style!”  
 “No, just… us style!” Brandis shouted back.  
 “Whatever!” She rushed in, slicing at Cyprien. He sidestepped quickly, grabbing her 
wrist, his hand beginning to get pale again, her arm starting to also. Sharwin’s eyes widened, 
beginning to struggle to get free of his grasp, though the Guardian was clearly too powerful. 
Brandis ran up to her aid, firing at Cyprien while he stood there.  
 “Hm!” Cyprien gave the arrow a glance and sidestepped, the bolt again missing and 
sailing into the wall. Sharwin used his being distracted to her advantage, leaping up, swinging 
her legs around the sides of his head and flipping herself up, flipping him down at the same time. 
Yelling, the vampire fell over, releasing the eladrin. Sharwin leapt back up, whirling around and 
slamming her dagger down into the Guardian, lighting flying down and slamming into him. 
 “Arrgh!!” Cyprien shouted, flinching upward into the air, reverberating off the powerful 
lightning shock. Brandis quickly took aim and fired into his side. Cyprien shouted again, 
regaining control of his flight and lowering himself back down. He looked down at his wound, 
“You touched me after all.”  
 Brandis and Sharwin high-fived, not breaking sight with the injured Guardian. 
 “Graaah!” Cyprien rushed back at them, drawing both swords again. He lunged at 
Brandis, easily stabbing into the half-elf, and knocking him over. Brandis barreled back. Cyprien 
was already behind him, reaching out. He seized the wounded archer and thrust him over into the 
ground, drawing his weapon again.  
 Brandis hurt and dazed, Cyprien turned and swung for Sharwin, trying to cut her stomach 
open. Sharwin jumped back and stabbed at the Guardian. Reacting faster that she was attacking, 
the vampire sidestepped and grabbed her wrist again, beginning to drain the eladrin a second 
time. Sharwin gasped, beginning to grow slightly pale.  
 Sonya, still circling around back and then forth, held her arm out further. Cyprien’s 
blood-red aura grew, and Sharwin turned paler, almost a ghostly white. The vampire’s wound 
began to close quickly, healing up fully. Cyprien leaned close to Sharwin, murmuring in her ear. 
 “Thank you…” He turned his arm sharply to the side, snapping her wrist. Ducking down, 
the Guardian released his grasp, and then kicked the eladrin in the stomach, knocking her back. 
She sailed back and slammed into the balcony, slumping down, about to fall. Cyprien rushed 
forward, after her. 
 A broadsword to his face interrupted his flight. Cyprien slammed down against the 
ground, springing back up and rolling away before Tandros could smash him a second time. He 
sneered up at the revitalized fighter. Tandros swung his sword back and heaved it over his 
shoulder, glaring back with equal seriousness. 
 “I want my blood back, vampire.” He smirked. 
 Brandis got back up, dusting himself off. Sharwin had fallen down and hadn’t got back 
up, Ana tending to her injuries as fast as she could. He could see Cyprien looking over at the two. 
Brandis could also see the other vampire striding around above them. I don’t have time to worry 
about her, he thought to himself, I’ve got to defeat the Guardian—he’s the biggest threat right 
now. 



 Trying to be distracting, Brandis raised his bow and fired at Cyprien. The bolt sunk into 
the Guardian’s back, alerting him more than injuring him. Cyprien turned at Brandis, glaring at 
him. Brandis replied by firing off another arrow. The vampire shifted out of the way, moving 
with incredible speed in short bursts, dodging each of the half-elf’s attacks. Tandros rushed in 
while he was distracted, swinging his weapon at Cyprien to the side.  
 “Oof!” Cyprien absorbed the blow, reeling back and hitting the wall, quickly rising back 
to his feet floating upward again. Brandis stood by Tandros’ side, the two of them readying their 
bows. Tandros fired first, Brandis following him up, trying to predict where the ballistic vampire 
was going to go to dodge. Cyprien moved in and out, dodging each arrow before bursting forth 
again. Tandros twirled his bow back and whipped out his sword quickly, blocking another of 
Cyprien’s swords. The vampire held his other arm back, his second blade vanishing, and pushed 
his palm forward toward the fighter’s chest again. Tandros broke engagement and leapt back.  
 Rushing into the fight, Brandis swung his bow at the Guardian. Cyprien ducked down 
and kicked Brandis back. The half-elf stumbled and rolled backwards, the Guardian following 
him and vanishing into the shadows cast on the floor by the pillars. Brandis hopped back up, 
looking around.  
 “I’ve got you!!” Cyprien roared, bursting forward into Brandis’ comfort zone. Slamming 
into the half-elf, Cyprien slashed him down twice, kicking him down and then knocking him 
back up. Brandis grunted with pain as Cyprien slammed him into the wall, plunging both swords 
into the half-elf and then slamming both his hands onto Brandis.  
 His sickly bluish hands felt colder than all the chills of the Glacier Mountain combined; 
cold enough to kill, that is. Brandis felt all the warmth in his body seeping out into Cyprien’s 
palms. He began to feel incredibly lightheaded, all the blood under his skin beginning to fade out, 
even the blood soaking his sword wounds sinking back into his flesh and flowing toward the 
Guardian’s hands.  
 “Get away from him!” Tandros hollered, racing up and making a go for the Guardian. 
Cyprien released his grasp of Brandis, and his blades burst back into darkness before reforming 
in his hands, backwards. He lunged back with both arms, stabbing Tandros as he approached. 
Tandros clenched his teeth, taking the hits without flinching, and slashed at the vampire. Cyprien 
let go of his weapons and rushed upward, flying up and around, behind the fighter.  
 Brandis slumped down, trying just to breathe, and slowly struggled to get back up. 
Cyprien grabbed Tandros and lifted him up into the air, spinning around and throwing him onto 
the ground. Drawing his weapons from the darkness again, the Guardian lunged down onto 
Tandros and began hacking and slashing down at him with incredible speed and ferocity. When 
he was finished slicing and dicing, the undead lord left his weapons impaled into the fighter and 
held his hands forth once more toward the fighter’s chest.  
 “No!” Ana held forth her staff and blasted Cyprien with a spell of light.  
 “Agh!” Cyprien rose up and backed away from Tandros, looking over at Ana and 
Sharwin, who was still a little beat up. He was only slightly singed from her spell, far less 
damaged than the other undead monsters she had used it on. Still, he seemed agitated.  
 “You know,” He admitted, beginning to advance on them, holding out his arms under his 
cape, “I usually don’t like fighting vwomen. I prefer to just flat out murder them, typically. Less 
blood on the floor.” 
 “Begone, unholy monster!” Ana snapped at him, blasting him once more with the spell. 



 Cyprien reeled back, getting back up and laughing, “Ah, that hurts me so! Amusing… but 
futile. Do you see any visible vwounds on me? Your blood vill mend my flesh. Come, heal your 
man here so I may kill him a third time.”  
 Ana held forth her staff again, not giving up. Cyprien burst forward toward her, “Enough 
of that!! Perish, you two!!” 
 He slammed into her, knocking her against the wall. Ramming into her again, the 
Guardian pressed his hands against her stomach, beginning to drain her as well, his burns starting 
to disappear. Sharwin leapt up and rushed at him. She plunged her dagger into his side, pressing 
it into his flesh with all her might, shocking him as well.  
 Gritting his teeth, Cyprien released Ana and turned. Sharwin was too weak now to hold 
onto the weapon, letting go and stumbling forward. Cyprien grabbed the eladrin and flung her at 
the other wall, dashing up to her and grabbing her face. Sharwin screamed and struggled 
helplessly as the vampire drained her just about dry. Cyprien then drew the dagger out of his side, 
groaning with the pain of it coming out as well as the pleasure of the wound healing up just after. 
He rammed the blade up into Sharwin’s upper stomach, holding onto it. He turned and, clenching 
down with both hands, swung the eladrin over his shoulder and down onto the floor, letting go of 
her and walking away.  
 “Sharwin…?” Brandis groaned, reaching out for her from across the room, still unable to 
get back up.  
 Ana held forth her staff, still determined to fight. Cyprien was back upon her in an instant, 
his swords between her staff. Turning and spinning his weapons, the Guardian flung the weapon 
out of the mage’s hands.  
 “Ah!” Ana stumbled back, reeling in surprise. Cyprien lunged forward, catching her fall 
with his blades in her sides. Ana gasped with silent pain, leaning back and going limp. Cyprien 
ground his teeth around before gaping his mouth open and chomping down slowly yet suddenly 
onto her neck. He made a sick, slow, slathering sound and then dropped her body, wiping his 
bloody mouth.  
 Tandros struggled onto his hands and knees. “ANA!!” he shouted. 
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 Neither Ana nor Sharwin were moving at all. Tandros spat out a mouthful of blood and 
struggled to get up.  
 Cyprien looked down at the small puddle in front of Tandros. “Oh? Did I miss some?” 
 “You’re gonna die, monster.” Tandros spat, clutching his broadsword tightly and trying 
to heave it up alongside himself.  
 Cyprien laughed, “Have you not noticed? There’s still not a scratch on me! I can just 
drain the life out of you so easily. Surprised vith the help I’m getting that any of you are still 
alive after one of my attacks. In case you haven’t noticed, I’m no pushover like the rest of the 
Esenweins. I’m strong enough to defeat a vhole army of mortal scum like yourselves out in 
daylight!” He flicked some blood off of one of his swords, casting his glance aside, “I honestly 
don’t know vhy Lord Othkurik cares at all about Empiritet anyhow vhen there’s me and my army. 
Probably just to make more drow and Marro for Pelloth and Ne-Gok-Sa, I suppose…”  
 “You dastardly bunch…” Tandros grunted, “Treating people like cannon fodder for your 
drow and Marro to chew out… come to think of it, none of you senior Guardians have any real 
kingdoms of species of your own, just dead, dark, or mutated others… Othkurik’s perfect 
puppets. You’re just like DeathWalker 10000. Hiding behind normal people…” 



 The fighter rose up, balancing on his broadsword. He coughed out more blood—a lot 
more than before. Cyprien’s swords were in him.  
 The Guardian smiled devilishly, showing his blood-bathed fangs, “But I’m right in front 
of you. And don’t compare me to that novice, lower Guardian.” He drew his swords out and let 
Tandros collapse to the ground. 
 “You may vant to get over your superiority complex, arrogant Man.” The vampire 
warned, “Soon enough I think you’ll be an undead too, feeding off the others vhose kind you 
once called your own. Think vhile you can, you’ll be leaving your mind behind too. So, vho’ll be 
the real puppet then, hm?” 
 Tandros crumpled over, limp as a bone. Cyprien rose to his feet and began floating again.  
 “I can still hear a heart beating,” He called out, “So vho is still alive? Ah, I know…” 
 He began floating toward where Brandis still lay in the shadows, “This vould have been 
much easier and less painful if you had just handed it over, Brandis.” He called out, “Sigh! 
Alvays the hard vay vith you. Very vell.”  
 He burst forth, stabbing both his swords into the wall where Brandis was slumped still. 
Clang! Cyprien raised an eyebrow, knowing that the wall was further away than where his blades 
had stopped. Yanking his weapons back, the vampire looked at them. Both weapons were dented 
slightly, and neither had blood.  
 “Vhat!? Vhat did you do!?” He shrieked. Brandis burst forth from the shadows, his body 
enveloped by darkness, his hair grown out long and silver. He now carried a dark-colored sword 
and shield instead of a bow, and he rushed up to Cyprien with lightning speed, engaging the 
vampire immediately. Cyprien lunged back, holding up his twin swords and fighting back at 
Brandis with near-equal ferocity, sparks flying up in the air as the two fought. Rushing in for the 
kill, Brandis caught both of the vampire’s swords with his weapons, then kneed the Guardian in 
the stomach, knocking him away. Not letting up, the blackened half-elf raced after Cyprien, 
catching him in mid flight and, with another burst of dark energy, sent the vampire sailing across 
the room and smashing into the wall. Cyprien slowly rose back to his feet, chortling. 
 “I see now,” He sneered, wiping some blood from his mouth and licking it back up, 
“Using your dark form against me, are you? Maybe now you’ll actually be a match for me.”  
 He sped back into combat with Brandis, slashing and retaliating like a madman, “But 
ve’ll see just how long you can keep that up! I’m this powerful all the time!!” 
 Brandis silently burst back against the vampire, taking him head on. Blades flying by like 
blurs, the two raged against one another in the room’s center, the moonlight shining off their 
weapons. They were near equally matched, but it quickly became apparent to Cyprien that he 
was fighting a losing battle. Brandis simply couldn’t be damaged in his dark form by any normal 
weapons, his darkened body absorbing blows as if he were made of steel.  
 Desperate for a way to damage the half-elf, Cyprien stabbed both of his weapons forward 
directly. Catching both weapons on his sword and shield, Brandis easily slid them out of the way. 
Cyprien let go of both of the blades and slammed his bare hands onto Brandis’ chest, trying to 
drain more blood out of him. Brandis lunged backwards, not receiving any damage from that 
assault, either, and kicked back, sending Cyprien reeling.  
 Kicking off the ground with incredible force, Brandis sailed after the Guardian, crashing 
his shield into the vampire and beginning to slash up his body in midair. Cyprien hit the ground 
hard and rolled back to his feet.  
 “Erk!” Brandis was already in his face, continuing to rail on him with his silver blade. 
Slamming the vampire into the wall, the half-elf ceaselessly assaulted him with a never-ending 



combo of slashes and cuts. Reaching down and grabbing Sharwin’s dagger, the darkened elf 
stabbed Cyprien in the side and continued to pummel him relentlessly. Finally, Brandis stabbed 
Cyprien with an uppercut, lifted him into the air and threw him across the room into the other 
wall, Brandis sending his sword flying after him with an incredibly well aimed throw. The 
weapon struck Cyprien as he was flying, redoubled his flight speed, and slammed him into the 
wall with such force that the floor wobbled a little. 
 Brandis gasped with exhaustion, his dark form beginning to wear off. The darkness 
clinging to his skin began to peel and float off into the air, leaving the half-elf normal-looking 
again, albeit even more exhausted and near death than before. He glared over toward the 
shadows where he had flung Cyprien, panting and waiting.  
 It was silent for a long time. Brandis breathed a sigh of relief, still afraid to look away 
from the shadows. Causing the half-elf’s heart to jump and sink at the same time, a pair of 
glowing red eyes and a devilish set of grinning teeth peered out at him from the darkness. The 
Guardian was still alive.  
 “All done? You might have killed me there if I vas injured from fighting your friends. 
But you couldn’t scratch me for long.” The vampire slugged out into the moonlight, dripping 
with blood in several places, seemingly unhindered by his gory wounds, “But now that you’ve 
finished your little rampage, I can heal up nice and neat with your help. Come to me…” 
 Still panting, Brandis reached down, yanked out the purple potion he had retrieved from 
the scorpion fly monster. He popped it open and quickly chugged it down, tossing aside the 
bottle and preparing to fight, his wounds and energy restoring at an incredible rate. Fully 
recharged, the half-elf braced himself for battle once more, slowly aiming his bow at the vampire. 
Cyprien only laughed, still advancing with both his arms held out, beginning to summon his 
swords again. 
 “It von’t save you, half-elf,” He boasted, “You cannot defeat us, and you can’t activate 
your dark form again so soon, even healed. More blood for me, I suppose.” 
 Ever closer he crept. 
 Brandis flinched. Dang it, he thought, My dark form wasn’t even enough to kill him, and 
he’s just going to heal everything I did to him! His drain is too strong for me to fight…  
 Brandis looked back over at the Guardian. He was still striding over, preparing to strike 
at a moment’s notice. Sonya stood above them still on the balcony, holding one arm out toward 
Cyprien still, keeping his red aura up and running.  
 Wait… Brandis thought, Maybe he does have a weakness… maybe I can defeat him, if I 
can stop him from draining so much out of me. He’s doing something… 
 Several memories rushed into Brandis’ head at once, piecing the clues together.  
 “You cannot defeat us” 
 “Lend me your aid, Sonya.” 
 “I certainly hope you’re not thinking of hurting my vife.” 
 “I’m no pushover like the rest of the Esenweins.” 
 “Surprised vith the help I’m getting that any of you are still alive after one of my attacks.” 
 “They help you do things you couldn’t usually do just whenever you’d like.” 
 Looking up, Brandis caught glimpse of three shiny little triangular trinkets dangling off 
Sonya’s side. Her aura, and Lodin glyphs! I’ve figured you out! Brandis aimed at Cyprien. The 
vampire chuckled and zoomed around and in for the kill with incredible speed. As soon as he 
began moving at all, Brandis aimed up and fired at the lady vampire. Sonya’s empty eyes 
widened, backing up as the shaft struck her chest, recoiling in surprise.  



 Cyprien stopped dead in his tracks, “No, Sonya!” 
 Turning, he leapt forth, assaulting Brandis again, “Die, you!!!” 
 Reacting quickly after his initial success, Brandis leapt up, kicking off of the Guardian, 
and firing off another arrow into Sonya. The second bolt pierced the vampire as well. Brandis 
landed with style, swinging around and aiming another arrow quickly, beginning to chain 
together a combo of shooting.  
 Cyprien cut him short, “Stop!” He slammed into Brandis and lifted him into the air, 
flying straight up and slamming the half-elf into the ceiling. Flying still, Cyprien drilled Brandis 
into the roof, pushing up against him with all his might. Brandis pushed back, obviously no 
match in terms of strength with the vampire. Thinking quickly, Brandis squirmed and reached 
out, freeing him arm. He reached over and yanked out Sharwin’s dagger from Cyprien’s side. 
Twirling the weapon, the half-elf swung with all his might and threw the knife straight toward 
the injured vampire below.  
 Still staggering from her other wounds, Sonya looked up just as the weapon struck her, 
the sharp blade easily penetrating her armor and heart. Screaming, the vampire flailed back, 
burning up and sizzling before bursting into blood. The crimson liquid splashed down onto the 
ground, Brandis’ arrows and Sharwin’s dagger clanging onto the ground in it, along with the 
three Lodin amulets falling and shattering onto the floor as well. The blood began to sink into the 
floor slowly. 
 “No!” Cyprien’s red aura burst apart, leaving him alone with Brandis in just his normal 
state now. Yanking his arm back, he slammed his hand back against the half-elf, attempting to 
drain him dry. Brandis pulled his arm back, grabbing Cyprien’s wrist and keeping him at bay. 
Brandis could feel the lightest touches of energy leaving his chest and going into Cyprien even 
from this distance, though he could tell that the vampire’s touch was far less powerful now.  
 Brandis pushed back with all his might, turning Cyprien’s arm and breaking free of his 
pressure, bringing both of his legs down and kicking the vampire in the face.  
 “Oof!” Cyprien flew down, only healing the most minor of his injuries. Brandis fell and 
smacked the floor hard, rolling back up and coughing. Turning and facing the recovering half-elf, 
Cyprien roared with anger, rushing forward beginning to slash at him with unhindered sword 
strength. Brandis leapt back into the shadows of the room, hiding himself. Cyprien continued 
following after him, bellowing with rage and stomping forward into the shadows.  
 Brandis sidestepped and greeted him by smacking the Guardian’s face with his bow. 
Cyprien yelled and stumbled back, Brandis lighting him up with three arrows strung at once 
while the undead lord was stunned.  
 “Graah!” Cyprien stumbled, wrenching the shafts from his chest and flying back into the 
shadows, slashing at the hard-to-see half-elf. Brandis ducked down and kicked up at Cyprien’s 
face, causing him to flinch back again, and whirled around, kicking the vampire’s gut and then 
firing off another shot at him. 
 Cyprien recovered quickly and burst back into the fight, whirling around the bolt and 
flying toward Brandis, one arm extended to grab him. Brandis dropped his bow, reached out and 
grabbed the vampire’s arm as he dashed in, turning over and heaving the Guardian down into the 
ground. Cyprien’s own momentum worked against him, and he slammed into the stone floor. 
Brandis grabbed his weapon again and fired off into the recovering vampire again and again. 
Cyprien howled with pain as each bolt found its mark, still recovering and rising to his feet even 
as Brandis rained shots down on him.  



 Moaning, the Guardian rose to his feet and turned to face Brandis, wobbling a bit to and 
fro. Brandis stepped forth from the darkness, gritted his teeth and aimed at the anguished 
vampire. Cyprien spat out blood and held up one hand, motioning for the archer to wait.  
 “Time to put you to rest.” Brandis concluded, ending the battle with a final arrow to the 
vampire’s heart. The projectile sank into Cyprien’s breastplate, and the vampire looked back up 
at the half-elf. 
 “I cannot be defeated,” He sputtered, “I am Cyprien Esenwein—one of Othkurik’s 
Guardians. I cannot be slain, or put… to eternal rest… No… wait… I’m not ready yet…” 
 With that, his head burst apart into a multitude of bats, flying around and swarming up in 
a vortex toward the ceiling and out of the clerestories. His voice could still be heard, filling the 
room with a deafening screech that echoed on for several long seconds before all of the bats in 
his body flew out of the room. His empty armor and cloak fell to the ground, and the room 
became silent once more.  
 The fifth Guardian of Othkurik was dead.  
 Brandis collapsed. Understandably feeling drained after his seven-page fight with the 
Guardian, he lay there for a while to recover. Knowing how little time he had to save his friends, 
however, he knew he couldn’t wait long. Getting back on his feet, Brandis raced over and 
examined the conditions of his allies. It wasn’t good: they were all dead.  
 Crap! I have to find Sturla potions for all of them as soon as I can! Brandis tried to 
remember how long Arkmer had been deceased for before he was successfully brought back to 
life. He had been dead long enough for Chardris to escort him back to Tirrej, which was a while, 
but Brandis knew that he couldn’t bring all of his friends to Empiritet in time to save all of them, 
let alone even two. He’d have to find some in the manor.  
 Where do I find it? Brandis thought, hurriedly pacing around, I couldn’t find anything on 
the way to this room! Where’s all the good stuff kept? 
 Calm, Brandis, Ulginesh reassured him, Remember the other paths and the odd window 
placement? They are probably kept hidden like any valuable goods in a wealthy home. Use your 
brain. 
 But Sharwin said I don’t have a brain! How do I figure out their locations in time? 
 I’ll help you, but hurry! We can’t afford to dawdle.  
 Brandis raced out of the room and began tearing the house apart. Running back to the odd 
window on the way, the half-elf frantically grabbed one of the small pieces of furniture and 
lobbed it at the glass. The window shattered, sure enough revealing another hallway further in.  
 “Bingo!” Brandis exclaimed, racing in. The room ahead was littered with valuables of all 
sorts. Brandis probably could have taken any variety of goods he could find, but what was most 
important now was just one thing. Tearing through the potions, the half-elf managed to scavenge 
the bottles he was searching for. Grabbing the first three bright green flasks of Sturla potion he 
could scavenge, he turned and raced out of the room and back to his friends.  
 Going in the order that they perished, Brandis dashed over to Sharwin and administered 
the potion. Administered… he tore the cap off and poured a bunch of it over her face, shaking 
the container back and forth. Soon enough, he watched her wounds heal up and close. She sat 
upright, coughing and sputtering. 
 “Ugh…” She wiped her face off, “Wha? Oh… Brandis?” 
 He held up the empty bottle, flashing her the “Sturla” mark on its husk. She breathed a 
sigh of relief, running one hand through her hair. 
 “Whew… thank God, Brandis. You got him?” 



 “Yeah.” 
 “Of course you did.” 
 Brandis helped her up, “C’mon. We’ve gotta get Tandros and Ana too.” 
 “Alright. Gimmie that.” Dusting herself off, Sharwin began walking over to Ana, swiping 
one of the other revive potions from Brandis on her way. Brandis nodded and hurried over to 
Tandros to resurrect him as well. Before long, Tandros sat up and began having a coughing fit 
too. Brandis helped him get on his feet. The dazed warrior looked over at the half-elf, somewhat 
amazed. 
 “Did we win?” He asked, still looking confused, “I thought we were goners.” 
 “Well, most of us were.” Brandis corrected, “But we won. We can return to Empiritet.” 
 “Return where, exactly?” A voice called up from above. 
 “Erk!” Brandis and Tandros looked up to the balcony ahead of them. There was a lone 
figure standing right in front of the main window where Sonya had been standing before. 
 It was Pelloth. 
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 Brandis flinched upon recognizing the Guardian. Uh-oh! He cursed in his head, we are 
not ready for another fight. Pelloth gleamed down at the four of them. Reaching down, he picked 
up Sharwin’s knife and held it up in the moonlight, gazing down at Cyprien’s empty armor down 
on the floor below. 
 “So, you did kill him after all,” He deduced, “Didn’t think you had it in you. Nicely done, 
Brandis Skyhunter. I am impressed.”  
 “What’s it to you?” Brandis inquired, still wondering about the Guardian’s apparent 
interest in Brandis’ slaughter of his allies. 
 “I’m just keeping tabs on your progress.” Pelloth explained, “You’ve got to grow up big 
and strong, and Cyprien was quite a step forward alright. So I’m impressed. Keep up the good 
work.”  
 Brandis frowned, and Tandros spat, glaring up at the Guardian with contempt. Pelloth 
carried on. 
 “So, I’m sure you’d like to know where the next Guardian is off to. That would be Ne-
Gok-Sa, to the Northeast. Mostly East. He’s at an old abandoned city in the swamplands between 
the jungles and Mount Bejottin. West of the volcanic areas. He’s readying up his armies for 
another attack. If you want another Guardian head on your wall, then you ought to head there. 
Do your thing that you do,” He held up the knife and slid the flat side across his throat, making a 
mock face as he did so, “Othkurik and I are counting on you. My empire is counting on you. 
That’s one thousand years of empire, by the way, so don’t mess it up. Here, catch.” 
 He threw Sharwin’s dagger down at her. Sharwin reached out and caught the weapon, 
quickly putting it away and continuing to support Ana. Pelloth flashed an evil smile down at 
them, “Chop-chop, now. Don’t want anyone getting hurt along the way, do we?” 
 He laughed and then disappeared again, vanishing into the night air. Brandis sighed and 
helped Tandros stand on his own. 
 “Thanks.” Tandros looked back up toward the balcony, “I don’t like the way that guy 
talks. Makes me feel uneasy doing this.” 
 “Yeah, well—” Brandis began. 
 Sharwin interrupted, “Well, we don’t have a choice. We’ve got to kill the Guardians or 
else we won’t be able to unite the kingdoms together.” 



 “Yeah, that.” Brandis finished, “He’ll get his turn eventually. Like, soon as I can get a 
shot at him.” Let’s not mention to everyone here about how he blew me away in one hit at 
Sohenberg, though, he thought, coughing a bit. 
 “Anyway,” Sharwin changed the subject, “Where’d you get those potions anyhow, 
Brandis? We wasted our only one on you.” 
 “Ah, yes (wasted?)!” Brandis remembered, “There was a treasure room.” 
 “We should raid it before we leave,” Tandros decided, “If there was three whole revive 
potions, then there was probably a lot of other useful stuff, am I right?” 
 “Yeah, follow me!” Brandis marched out of the room, backtracking. 
 
 Sharwin hit Brandis on the back of the head. 
 “I thought you said there was treasure!” She scolded, pointing to the empty room around 
them all. 
 “There was!” Brandis whined, “A whole bunch.” 
 Ana pointed out the obvious, “This room is empty.” 
 “Ana, I can see that.” Sharwin reminded her. 
 “Maybe,” Tandros guesstimated, “It was never real in the first place. Sometimes, in ghost 
houses, there’s lots of stuff. Then, there’s nothing. Or it turns out to be bugs or something.” 
 “Bugs?” Ana fidgeted uneasily. 
 “WHAT DID YOU GIVE US BACK THERE!?” Sharwin yelled, shaking her fist at 
Brandis angrily.  
 Brandis covered his head with his arms, “Maybe it was real before, and now its nothing? 
I mean, it did work, didn’t it?” 
 Sharwin scoffed, “Well isn’t that a real deus ex machina.”  
 “Well, I guess there’s no reason to complain about it…” Tandros offered. 
 “I’m just saying!” Sharwin replied defensively.  
 “I don’t want to have another one of these conversations here.” Brandis moaned. 
 “Yes; let’s leave.” Ana agreed, “This place is creepy, and Empress is waiting on us.” 
 “Alright, alright.” Sharwin relented, “Let’s get out of here.” 
 With that, they turned and proceeded on out empty-handed. The sun was slowly starting 
to rise over the horizon as the group made it outside, shedding a ray or two of light down over 
the walls of the Esenwein Manor. The mass of monsters was still active over in the distance, so 
Sharwin led the group around, following the river back over toward Empiritet without much 
trouble.  
 
 Empress Kiova was overjoyed to see them return in one piece. She floated over quickly 
as Brandis and his friends reentered the city palace where they had just fought before. Brandis 
bowed and waited for her to near the group before getting back up. 
 “You succeeded?” Kiova inquired, looking down at their ragged, bloodstained, but 
otherwise okay bodies.  
 Brandis nodded, “Yup. Cyprien is no more. And you won’t need to worry about his 
armies, either. It’s all taken care of.” 
 Kiova was the one to bow this time, “Then you have saved my city from occupation, 
destruction even. I cannot thank your efforts enough, Skyhunter.” 
 Straightening up, she turned and began walking down the courtyard, continuing on, “We 
do not normally align ourselves with other kingdoms or clans, especially not with Sohenberg, but 



Othkurik has made his move against both Romenus and Empiritet now. I cannot refuse an offer 
to assist in his destruction. At your command, I will deploy soldiers to your fronts against the 
black dragon and his remaining Guardians. Ensterek must unite if we are to defeat an enemy 
with a dragon.” 
 “We have something better than a dragon,” Tandros chimed in confidently, “We’ve got 
Mr. Brandis here!” 
 “And there are only three Guardians left.” Ana added.  
 Kiova stopped and faced them, “Yes. Forgive my actions, Tandros Kreel and Ana 
Karithon. You are welcome in this city from here on out. I promise no Guardian will get the 
better of me. We will be making sure Othkurik knows who is calling the shots for Empiritet.” 
 “No offense taken, milady.” Tandros bowed a bit.  
 “Still,” Kiova continued, “Tonight we will celebrate the victory over the vampire. I’d be 
honored if you would join, as important Romenus officials.” 
 “Well, I suppose we were important figures,” Tandros mused, “Very well, then.” 
 “Brandis, you’d join us as well?” The Empress inquired. 
 Sharwin butted in, “I’m afraid not, lady. We’ve got places to be.” 
 “What? Where?” Brandis whispered sharply. 
 “You heard Pelloth!” She whispered back, “They’re amassing armies to the East—we 
should go! Marro are bad news!” 
 “We can’t stay for one night?” Brandis complained, “So I could, you know, maybe, 
sleep? Or something outlandish like that?” 
 “You got plenty of sleep when we traveled from Lakeside to Romenus.” She argued.  
 “Oh. Well, case closed, then.” 
 “Exactly!” 
 “That was sarcas—” 
 Sharwin returned her attention to the Empress, “Well! Sorry, m’lady, but we’ve got stuff 
to do! It sounds like fun, but our schedule’s booked! Besides, if you want to maintain a decent 
amount of respect for Brandis, then you sure don’t want him anywhere that is bound to be 
serving lots of wine! And he’s can’t dance at all—he’s a walking disaster area outside of combat, 
really! Ahahahaha… what an idiot, am I right?” 
 “Hey!” Brandis snapped, moving around Sharwin, trying to explain himself, “Now, the 
thing she said about dancing was true, but I am a very responsible drinker, I’ll have you know!” 
 “Well,” Kiova seemed confused at all the commotion, “I’m not sure what to say…” 
 “I understand Brandis,” Tandros acknowledged. 
 “Oh.” Brandis looked over at the fighter, “You do?” 
 “Yes. You see… I’m a terrible dancer too.” He confessed. 
 “That’s… not what I meant.” 
 “I understand why you can’t stay.” Tandros continued as if Brandis hadn’t said anything, 
“Sharwin, Brandis, go… You can count on us being there when you need us.” 
 “Okay,” Sharwin agreed.  
 “Until then.” Ana nodded, “We’ll see you around.”  
 “Wait, I didn’t agree—” Brandis began. 
 “Oh, well.” Sharwin was already dragging him off, “Let’s get moving. Lots to do!” 
 Everyone up at the courtyard waved goodbye. Once they were back in the streets, Brandis 
scrambled to his feet and began walking alongside his eladrin partner.  
 “What’s the big deal anyhow?” He asked her as they walked. 



 “No big deal,” She replied, “Don’t be so bummed out, those celebrations are probably 
boring. We need to return to Sohenberg anyway. There are folks waiting on us, you know.” 
 “True…” 
 “C’mon! You’re the hero of Ensterek! You’ve got things to do! Don’t have time for no 
celebrating! Besides, what would you even do?” 
 Brandis thought about it, “I… I don’t know.” 
 I wouldn’t have minded partying or what not, he thought, biting his lip, eating good food, 
drinking, maybe dancing with you… yeah, that sounds like a nice change of pace. 
 Really taking that much of a liking to her, Brandis? Ulginesh inquired. 
 Brandis jumped, Agh! Get out of my head! Yeesh, changing the subject now… 
 “Fighting is all I’ve been doing since my old house got burned up. I haven’t gotten a lot 
of time to figure out what to do on my own. I guess I’m just a walking, talking machine of death, 
now…” He admitted. 
 “Hmm,” Sharwin mused, “Well, what did you do before?” 
 “Hunting, little farming, even. Stuff.” 
 “And before your life of labor?” 
 “No, that’s how I’ve done it. The whole time.” 
 Sharwin looked at him weird, “How long were you at your old house?” 
 “Long as I can remember.”  
 “And you grew up on that?” 
 Brandis stroked his chin, “Well, the people at GrassFields were never too far off…” 
 “Ridiculous!” Sharwin accused, “There’s no way you could have survived on your own 
for as long as you can remember!”  
 Brandis shrugged, “Is that unusual?” 
 “Yes!” 
 “Oh. I’m just… doing my normal thing…” 
 “Didn’t know you were so young when that happened,” Sharwin pointed out, “What was 
Master Woo thinking doing that?” 
 “Guess he knew that I’d be all right.” Brandis stuck his tongue in his cheek, now thinking 
about his father. Unlike his friends that he’d just saved, Woo was just gone—no potion being 
able to revive him. Thinking about it did make Brandis feel more encouraged to continue on with 
his mission of eliminating Othkurik.  
 “Three Guardians left.” He muttered, clenching his fist.  
 “What? Oh, yeah. Final countdown, baby!” Sharwin cheered.  
  
 They left the city posthaste and continued on down South, toward Sohenberg. Thankfully, 
it didn’t take too long, and within the timeline of a few days, the two had reached the elven city 
safely. 
 Syvarris was in the town square, standing next to Raelin and Kelda, seemingly 
anticipating Brandis’ return. Looking over immediately upon the half-elf’s arrival, Syvarris 
began walking over quickly, checking the returning champion’s condition before breathing a 
sigh of relief. 
 “You’ve made it.” 
 “Yes.” Brandis confirmed, “Empiritet is on our side, and another of Othkurik’s Guardians 
is dead.” 
 “That’s very good to hear.” Syvarris nodded, “What now?” 



 “That’s just the thing.” Sharwin explained, “We’ve got more stuff to do, it seems.” 
 
 After explaining the situation with Ne-Gok-Sa to the elf leader and the Kyrie, Brandis 
leaned back and asked, “What do you think?” 
 “I think that sounds like it could be trouble.” Syvarris pondered, “That old, abandoned 
town is of no use on a battlefield. Which means that it is likely that the enemy is drafting an 
army to attack.” 
 “It is possible that they may try to stamp out Romenus or Sohenberg again.” Kelda 
speculated, “The Marro army is very powerful. Though they need their leader to function.” 
 “Do they now?” Sharwin asked, raising an eyebrow. 
 Kelda nodded, “All Marro spawned from Ne-Gok-Sa alone. Without him or their hives, 
they will die.” 
 “Hmmm…” Sharwin stroked her chin, “Now that does give me an idea.” 
 “Assassination.” Brandis guessed, “By you and me.” 
 “Exactly!” She chirped, being mockingly pleased with his answer, “You get an A+!” 
 “It’s a shot.” Syvarris opted, “We can’t let them get a foothold in one of our populated 
cities. And if the Marro are shut down for good, and you two secure the swamplands North of 
Bejottin, then the enemy will be contained in that corner. They won’t be able to access the 
Northern forests, the Eastern volcanic areas, or the Western deserts with us in control of the 
swamps and Desert Mountains. Then we can go in for the kill.” 
 Brandis consented, “Now, that does sound good to me. Alright, count me in on that plan.” 
 “If that is your plan,” Raelin spoke up, “Then you’ll need to rest up quickly and go in a 
hurry. Those armies won’t stay there for long, and your information is several days old.” 
 “Okay. We’ll make it quick.” The half-elf agreed.  
 “See? I told you.” Sharwin reminded him. 
 “Okay, okay. Note how she also recommended that we rested up. Hm?” Brandis began 
walking down the leftmost street to Master Woo’s house. Sharwin followed him quickly.  
 “We’ll see you off when you’re ready.” Syvarris called after them. 
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 “Ready to go?” Syvarris asked Brandis when he was ready to depart. 
 “Yep.” Sharwin replied for him. 
 “Oh,” Syvarris noted, “And it looks like you won’t be going alone. Had someone demand 
to accompany you to the abandoned city. Seems he wanted to go there too.” 
 “Pfft.” Sharwin put her hands on her hips, “Why would anyone else ever want to go all 
the way out there?” 
 “Because there’s treasure!!” Mogrimm shouted out from the balcony behind Syvarris and 
the Kyrie. He hopped down, landing on the pavement with a heavy thud. Getting up again, he 
strode over to Brandis, his head held high. 
 “We meet again, Mr. Skyhunter!” He shouted, even though they were right next to each 
other.  
 “Who let him get up there?” Syvarris questioned under his breath. 
 “Oh, great.” Sharwin crossed her arms, “Long time no see, shorty.” 
 “You get more rude everyday; makes me so proud.” Brandis notified her before returning 
his attention to the dwarf adventurer, “How’s it going, Mogrimm?” 



 “Goin’ great! Gone and spent every last penny I earned at Rokdecia, but ‘ey, there’s 
always more fish in the sea! Heard that you two ‘ave been up to no good lately. A lot of no good 
by the sound of it! Took that Guardian we killed and, what, now Syvarris here tells me you just 
crossed off yer first four tally marks of ‘em! On a roll, eh?” 
 “Well, actually, I’ve killed five, but yes. Thank you.” Brandis dumbly corrected him. 
 “Brandis, the fifth tally crosses off the other four—that’s how those work, you dolt.” 
Sharwin told him. 
 “Whatever.” 
 Mogrimm hoisted up all his junk, tightening his belt, “Well, off we go! Hear you’ve got 
another date with one of them Guardians! Thought I may as well lend ya a hand while I was in 
the area. Shall we be off, then?” 
 “Yeah. Let’s get going, I suppose.” Brandis turned and began heading out toward the 
main gates. Mogrimm and Sharwin were right behind him. The trio began heading East 
immediately, heading directly between Romenus and the Desert Mountains, going straight for 
the swamplands. It was a bit of a long trek, like traveling to Thorns’Side from Sohenberg without 
stopping at Empiritet. Luckily dangerous wildlife was not a problem anymore. Brandis could 
dispatch one enemy right after another with ease, each slain foe only giving him more incentive 
to fight on and slay another. Sharwin’s arcane bolt spell had grown more powerful and refined as 
well, able to decimate an entire group of enemies in one sitting. Brandis felt much stronger after 
recovering from his battle with Cyprien, feeling even more awesome than usual. Mogrimm had 
some new tricks up his sleeve as well, his fighting style more powerful and improved. It certainly 
helped boost morale as the group advanced towards their destination.  
 Soon they were in the swamplands. The ruins of the abandoned city lay dead ahead, with 
the Bejottin mountain looming off to the South, and a large volcanic land far off in the Eastern 
distance. 
 “What lives off there?” Brandis asked Mogrimm, nodding toward the red, mountainous 
horizon. 
 “Nobody lives there.” Mogrimm grunted, “It’s the volcanic wastelands. Nobody’s even 
thought about doing anything there in over five hundred years. Even Othkurik has no interest in 
claiming it.” 
 “Okay.” Brandis glanced back at the town. 
 “Shut it, you two.” Sharwin snapped, pointing, “There’s our place. I can see Marro from 
here. We should go and take them out.” 
 “Okay.” Brandis took out his bow and aimed carefully. 
 “Hold up.” Mogrimm warned, “Sharwin and I will need to get closer if we’re to attack 
together.” 
 “Okay.” Brandis lowered his bow. 
 “You’ve got a crossbow, and I have magic.” Sharwin pointed out, “We can get them from 
here no probs. Why not?” 
 “Okay.” Brandis raised his bow. 
 “Well let’s not be hasty without examining our options first.” The dwarf countered. 
 “Okay.” Brandis lowered his bow. 
 “Here’s our options: they’re about to leave.” Sharwin snapped, “Now let’s get the jump 
on them while there’s still time.” 
 “Okay.” Brandis raised his bow.  



 “If we alert them, then we’ll want to be able to run in. We need a small enough gap to 
close safely when they are alerted.” Mogrimm argued. 
 “…Okay.” Brandis lowered his bow. He began creeping closer toward the city, trying to 
keep quiet. He could see the Marro monsters now, and he knew instantly that Ne-Gok-Sa was the 
icky, bony monster he had seen at Sohenberg. These soldiers were a sick, yellow-orange color, 
like bone and muscle beings that had no skin or hair. Most of them had strange purple, handheld 
weapons, the back ends of which were connected to their joints by thick tubes. The others had 
massive silver and green guns, like those Brandis had seen in DeathWalker 10000’s lair; only 
these were more lifelike and organic, less like machines. The ends of the weapons had yellowish 
teeth, occasionally sparking and snapping at the air. 
 Suddenly, Brandis didn’t care so much for getting closer. Besides, there was a small river 
of swamp water dividing the town from Brandis’ positions. He decided to keep the safe distance. 
 “Brandis!” Sharwin caught up to him and ducked down, “Take out the ones with the 
green chompy-chompy guns. I’ll fry the little guys. Mo, you try to help Brandis. Got it?” 
 “Consider it done.” Mogrimm took out his crossbow and aimed carefully. Brandis did the 
same, but… with his bow. Sharwin got into position and waited. Finally she rose to her feet and, 
holding forth one arm, fired off a quick burst of arcane energy. It struck one of the Marro, 
incinerating it and jumping on to the next with deadly efficiency. Most of the Marro wielding 
purple weapons dropped dead. The others turned and open fired on Sharwin.  
 She sidestepped a blast from one of the enemies, held forth her arms and deflected two 
more shots back at the attackers, blasting them away. Brandis fired off at one of the Marro as 
instructed, Mogrimm doing the same. Brandis’ bolt hit one of the Marro with deadly precision, 
and it dropped its guns and slumped down. 
 “Get the Stingers—she said Stingers, not Drudge.” Mogrimm instructed, reloading his 
weapon. 
 “What?” Brandis asked, stringing another shot.  
 “Purple guns equals Drudge.” Mogrimm informed him, “Green equals Stingers.” 
 “Okay.” 
 Several of the Stingers leapt down from their defensive positions. They began to advance, 
forcing Sharwin to arcane bolt their ranks as well. The magic felled some of the enemies, but not 
even close to all. The Stingers began wading in the water, approaching closer. Reaching down to 
their lively weapons, the Marro began charging the guns with some sort of power source. Sparks 
flew from the maws of their giant weapons. They began to charge up, heating up rapidly. A few 
of them heated up so much that they exploded, sending their owners flying apart. The remaining 
ranks of Stingers proceeded to open fire on Sharwin, massive bursts of lightning screaming out 
toward the eladrin.  
 Preparing to block again, Sharwin braced herself. The first bolt struck her, exploding on 
impact rather than zapping.  
 “Ah!” Sharwin’s guard broke and she stumbled back. More bursts of lighting racked 
toward her. Hitting the dirt, she rolled back, away from the deadly projectiles. The Marro were 
quicker to aim than the DeathWalkers, but their shots were slow and inaccurate. 
 “Hurry it up!” She shouted at Brandis and Mogrimm. 
 “Sorry.” Brandis fired off again, trying to pick them off. 
 The enemy continued advancing through the swamp water, pounding their weapons to 
charge them up. Again, a few of them exploded, their owners oddly shriveling a bit before their 
weapons gave way. The rest turned and fired on Brandis and Mogrimm. 



 Brandis backed up, still firing amongst the chaos and explosions around him. Mogrimm 
swapped out his crossbow in favor of a war hammer and mace, bounding to his feet and diving 
into the Marro ranks. 
 “Sharwin, get close! We’ll finish them off faster together!” The dwarf barked amidst the 
noise and confusion. 
 “Okay!” Sharwin braced herself and then lunged back into the fray. Brandis picked his 
shots carefully, trying not to hit his friends. The river began to float more and more Stingers 
downriver as they continued. Before long only one remained. It shrieked at them, reached down 
and yanked down on its weapon, then proceeded to explode.  
 Brandis wiped his brow as he watched the little pieces fall back down and splash in the 
water, “Whew. Dangerous.” 
 “Better head on in.” Mogrimm nodded toward the city ruins, “There’s bound to be more 
where that came from.” 
 “Great. Just great.” Sharwin walked to the other side of the river, glancing down at her 
feet, “Yeck. This is going to be a fun job, I can tell.”  
 Brandis caught up to her, “Yeah… these things are kinda nasty. Let’s find the leader so 
that they can all go away.” 
 “That’ll most likely be in the center of town.” Mogrimm guessed, “Follow me.” 
 They headed further in. The streets were mostly vacant, save for an occasional pack of 
vicious little Marro pups, doglike creatures with armored heads. Sharwin dispatched them 
quickly. 
 More Marro squads awaited the group further in, but they mostly didn’t present a 
challenge. Using crowd control, the group advanced further in, unhindered. 
 “Not too many enemies,” Brandis mused, aiming at a single squad of more Stingers. 
 “It’s probably a trap.” Sharwin figured, striding in after he fired and flinging more chain 
lighting into the group. 
 “Heads up!” Mogrimm called out. From behind one of the walls a ghostly knight flew 
into view. He was see-through and a ghastly green color, but still armored and wielding a sword. 
He flew up, taking a swing at Sharwin. She jumped back in surprise at the new enemy coming in 
through a wall, only getting scratched by the knight’s sword. 
 Brandis quickly aimed and fired. The bolt sailed through the knight. Another warrior flew 
into view, going for Brandis. Mogrimm stepped in the way, blocking the invisible sword with his 
real weapon. Turning, Mogrimm took a swing for the phantom, the ghost backing off a bit. An 
eerie wail filled the air. Sharwin had dispatched the ghoul with arcane magic. Looking over, the 
knight by Mogrimm let his guard down. Jumping up, the dwarf brought his weapons down, 
smashing the ghost into green mist. The remnants of the enemy slowly faded away. 
 “Ghosts?” Brandis lowered his weapon, confused. 
 Sharwin strode back over, “This is an old city, I suppose.” 
 “The center’s over there.” Mogrimm pointed, “Ya still wanna check it out?” 
 “Guess so.” Brandis took the lead, going on ahead down the next road.  
 It lead to a large, open clearing, perhaps where a large temple or building of some sort 
had once stood. Now, only dust and gravel filled the square, ruined pillars and buildings lining 
the sides. Brandis stepped in a puddle of swamp water as he entered, looking around. It was still 
quiet, with the Guardian nowhere in sight. 



 As the group stepped into the middle of the middle of town, the wind blew quietly. As the 
breeze past, another gust continued blowing dead ahead of them, spectral particles forming 
together into a figure. Before long, a cloaked, light ghoul hovered before them: a shade. 
 Brandis recognized him from Sohenberg. He was another Senior Guardian. 
 “You…” The half-elf began. 
 “Yep. It’s me.” The shade replied in a rather relaxed voice, “King of the Shades. One of 
the Guardians of blah blah blah, here to kill you and stuff. So, what are you doing here guys?” 
 “We’re after Ne-Gok-Sa!” Brandis exclaimed, “Where is he!?” 
 The King of the Shades pointed North, “That-a-way. He left a while ago. You could 
probably catch up to him, but he’s got his whole army around him. So there goes that plan. Ha!” 
 “North?” Sharwin sounded confused, “He’s going after the forest elves?” 
 “That’s the idea.” The Guardian answered, “He’s gonna go right through the jungle and 
rip that Elf City to shreds.” 
 “No one can get through the jungle but elves and the jungle creatures.” Brandis pointed 
out, “How are they going to navigate it?” 
 The Shade King laughed, “Ha! Believe it or not, Marro are jungle creatures. Your elven 
friends can’t hide there anymore. I think Othkurik’s gonna turn this whole war into an East 
versus West sort of thing. Smart move, eh? Nice and classic. So what’re you gonna do, half-elf? 
Outrun and out-navigate their army?” 
 “Blast.” Brandis cursed under his breath. 
 “Oh, by the way,” The King of the Shades added, “Gimmie your jewel.” 
 “Come and get it,” The half-elf challenged. 
 “After what you did to Cyprien? No way!” The Guardian floated up and backed off 
aways, “But seriously; come on. What’re you gonna use it for? Othkurik’s uniting a nation. You 
kids need to look at the big picture. Unity, good. Anarchy, bad. How did the dragons of old keep 
peace during the Great War again…? Oh, yeah. They united. Don’t make this hard.” 
 “We are uniting,” Sharwin countered, “Against you.” 
 The King Shade sighed, “I’m too old for your youthful rashness. Pelloth asks for too 
much… Can’t you youngsters duke it out with each other? I’m dead, you know? I’m tired!” 
 He floated back a comfortable distance, then waved his arm around in the air, summoning 
more phantom knights as well as additional shades (all of whom looked very similar to the King 
Shade), “Minions; kill them. And let me see their bodies when you’re done. Go. Attack.” 
 The ghosts wielding weapons rushed in first. Going for Brandis, the phantom knights 
flew up into the half-elf’s face, swinging for his stomach. Recoiling with surprise, Brandis leapt 
back, jumping away. Two more of the spectral foes raced after him, slashing back and forth. 
Blocking the ethereal blades with his bow, Brandis kicked one away and then whirled around to 
attack the second foe. Unfortunately for him, the ghost blocked with its shield, forcing the half-
elf further back before rushing into him, passing through him and turning to cut him down.  
 “Not so fast!” Mogrimm grunted, slamming into the enemy, knocking it aside. Brandis 
turned and finished it off with a shot to the chest. It burst apart just like the ghost warriors before. 
The King Shade peered out at the battle from behind the distant buildings. 
 “Hey!” It shouted at them, “How can you kill them? They’re ghosts—they can’t be killed 
by mortal means and methods! What are you doing!?” 
 Recovering, the other phantom knight zoomed into battle. Sharwin threw her knife into it, 
knocking it back. Brandis jumped up and kicked it into thin air, the ghastly form of the knight 



vanishing. He fired off at the final knight. The arrow sailed straight through it, remaining 
virtually unharmed.  
 “Gotta get closer.” Brandis muttered. He ran forward and swiped at the phantom with his 
bow, turning with the momentum and trying to jam a handful of arrows into its side. Again 
blocking with a shield, the spirit slowly backed off aways, keeping its distance. Sharwin ran up, 
jumping over Brandis and swiping at the specter rapidly. 
 “Hey Shaaades.” The King Shade castigated at the other ghouls, “Somethin’ keeping 
you? Quit sitting around and get in there! Your Emperor commands you!”  
 The other shades floated up into the air and took off straight for Brandis and Sharwin.  
 “Brandis! Heads up!” Sharwin shouted, grabbing the phantom knight as it stabbed for her. 
She easily heaved the spirit over her shoulder and flung it at Brandis (it was lighter than air, after 
all). Brandis turned, stabbing forth with his handful of arrows, the arrowheads puncturing the 
ghoul as it flew into them, causing it to vanish also. Whirling back, the half-elf strung as many of 
the bolts as he could and fired off into the approaching squad of shades.  
 The incoming spirits parted ways, maneuvering out of the arrows’ flight path, and landed 
around Brandis. There were six in total. The shades closed in, boxing the half-elf in, and began 
to float around him in a circle. Desperate, Brandis looked for a way out of the swarm of ghosts. 
They synonymously held forth their arms and began to glow brightly. Brandis began to feel 
lightheaded again, feeling like his guts were being slowly yanked out of his body by a magnet. 
He leaned over, putting one hand on his head, stumbling a bit. 
 “Brandis! Move it, boy!” Mogrimm barged into the group, swinging both his weapons 
across, smashing three of the ghouls aside, “Get out!”  
 Brandis snapped back out of it and dashed out of the semicircle of shades, feeling better 
instantly. Mogrimm jumped back away from the ghosts as well. 
 “Don’t give them time to get up close and comfy with you.” The dwarf warned. Brandis 
nodded and took aim once more. The shades continued hovering in close, inching nearer and 
beginning to glow again. Sharwin intervened, rushing up to the ghouls and electrifying them, 
felling two at once and making a go for the third. The shade sailed out of the way, swerving back 
in and trying to grab the eladrin. Brandis aimed carefully and fired off into the shade, killing it 
instantly.  
 The remaining three ghastly foes had risen back to slightly above their feet (ya see what I 
did there?), and were beginning to renew their assault. Flying up to Brandis, the fastest shade 
held out its arms, making an awful wispy screeching noise as it glowed brightly. Brandis rushed 
forward, kicking it over. Another shade flew up to him, arms extended. Sidestepping, the half-elf 
swung his bow at an angle, catching the ghost and slamming it down on top of the other felled 
enemy. He stomped down on both of the defeated foes, bursting them apart into more ghastly 
wisps. Mogrimm dispatched the last one with a short sword uppercut, sheathing the weapon and 
turning to face the Guardian.  
 The King of the Shades was nowhere to be found.  
 “Hey!” Sharwin yelled, “Where’d you go?” 
 “Over here.” The Shade poked his head out from behind some battlements all the way 
across the field, in one of the buildings.  
 “You’re hiding?” Sharwin scoffed, “C’mon, dude. Get down here.” 
 “Ha!” The Guardian replied, “Screw that noise! I’ll face you when I’m good and ready. 
Which is not now. Be seeing you all later!”  



 He snapped his fingers, pointing at them in a very unghostly manner, “Don’t you go 
dying on me, now! You all stay beautiful! And sorry about your pals in Elf City. Too bad. Later!” 
 On that note, the Shade vanished into the air, his form dimming and becoming more and 
more transparent until there was nothing there anymore. He was gone.  
 

30 
 “Ah, jeez.” Sharwin groaned, “This is going to be a problem. I can tell.” 
 “He said that Ne-Gok-Sa hadn’t reached the jungle yet.” Brandis pointed out, “We can go 
attack them before they can cause damage. 
 “Attack them in the open field?” Mogrimm exclaimed, almost bursting a gasket, “That’s 
suicide! You won’t be able to punch through their ranks while they’re on the move like that.” 
 “Why not?” Brandis asked, “We did for the orcs.” 
 “Only because we had a distraction, reinforcements, and they were all camped up like 
that. Marro don’t work like that. We’d have to fight our way to the Guardian with all those 
enemies swarming.” Sharwin refuted him. 
 “Why not?” Brandis offered, “We did it for Cyprien’s army.” 
 Sharwin sighed, “That’s only because they were stupid beasts. Ne-Gok-Sa is in constant 
communication via his hivemind. He practically is his own army. It’s like Ulginesh’s mind 
linking. He’d know in an instant. Plus that means he knows we’re behind him already. We can’t.”  
 Brandis put crossed his arms, “You sure know a lot about Marro.” 
 “Well it’s a gosh-darn good thing I do!” She retorted sharply, “I don’t want to get us 
killed; that’s all.” 
 Brandis stroked his chin.  
 “How do we warn the elves, though? They won’t suspect an attack from the jungles…” 
he mused.  
 Ulginesh popped back into his head. I’ve heard and seen it all through your eyes, he 
alerted the half-elf, I am in Elf City. I will notify them immediately. 
 Right. You be careful, though, Brandis warned, I heard that you can’t fight so well 
anymore. Stay out of trouble.  
 Ulginesh laughed, I’ll do what I have to if I have to. Don’t worry about me—I’ve still got 
some tricks up my sleeve. 
 “Still,” Brandis turned to his friends and carried on the conversation out loud, “We 
should go there. I wouldn’t feel comfortable knowing that a Senior Guardian and his entire army 
are going to go rampant in a populated area. We ought to go help as best as we can. This was a 
bust, and we came here to kill Ne-Gok-Sa anyway.” 
 “How the heck are we going to get there? We can’t slip past the Marro and even if we 
could, we’re not pure elves or forest creatures. We’d get lost and die.” Sharwin objected.  
 Mogrimm put forth his two cents, “There’s a path that leads to the Elf City; even 
outsiders can follow it there. It connects the city to the docks by the river.” 
 “Ah!” Brandis lit up, “We’ll take the river there! Marcus owes me that favor.” 
 “We won’t get there before the Marro.” Sharwin pointed out. 
 “I know,” Brandis admitted, “But it’ll still be fast enough to get us there in time to help 
Ulginesh fight them off. We gotta do something.” 
 “Something indeed!” Mogrimm decided, “There’s lives at stake, so I guess the treasure 
can wait. I’ll come with you two and lend them a hand—show them what a dwarf’s capable of!” 
 “It’s decided, then!” Brandis concluded, “Now let’s go—time is of the essence!” 



 
 Marcus stroked his chin, “That does sound important. Consider one of our vessels yours. 
Are you sure that you don’t want me to send a few warships downriver with you. I don’t claim to 
know much about those forest elves, but they don’t sound too much better prepared or equipped 
to deal with Othkurik’s armies than the U.S.E. was.” 
 “Don’t worry about it.” Brandis turned him down, “I need Romenus to be fully staffed 
while we’re gone, just in case of a double offensive.” 
 “That makes sense, and if the Guardian is the only one you need to kill, then I suppose it 
is a job for just you, Brandis.” Marcus agreed. With that, the Roman leader led the group to the 
port, walking over to a boat large enough to get the job done. It wasn’t all too big, but it would 
navigate the waters well enough. Plus, it was simple—adequate for boat know-nothings like 
them to work. 
 Marcus tapped the side of the vessel with his foot, “There you go.” 
 “Sweet.” Brandis hopped in and got a good look around before looking back up at the 
others, “C’mon guys!” 
 Mogrimm clenched his stomach, “Agh… I don’t like boats. But it must be done.” The 
dwarf reluctantly followed Sharwin aboard and before too long everything was set.  
 “Now, be careful.” Marcus advised, “It’s a big river. The currents can get pretty wild and 
unpredictable at times. The winds get pretty strong upriver, too. Just keep to it and you should 
get to the docks outside of Elf City safe and sound. When you do, go East until you hit the 
forests. The path should be along that line of trees somewhere. You got all that?” 
 “Be careful. Watch currents and winds. Path East of docks. Got it.” Brandis confirmed. 
 “Off you go then. Good luck!” 
 Mogrimm took control of the vessel, beginning to maneuver it carefully out a safe 
distance from the other boats. He then turned the ship and began moving it upriver. The Roman 
warships parted ways as the little ship moved on ahead. Several of the Romans aboard the war 
vessels and fishing boats waved as Brandis’ boat got further out. Marcus cupped his hands over 
his mouth and yelled out, his voice too far out to hear properly.  
 “Oh yeah! Watch out for vipers and hydras!” 
 “What!?” Brandis shouted. 
 Mogrimm steered the ship out, beginning to get on course, “Probably not important.” 
 Sharwin scoffed, “Yeah. Nothing anyone says while being just barely too far away to 
hear ever is saying anything important or crucial.” 
 “Oh.” Brandis relaxed, “That’s good, then.” 
 She looked back over at him, hopelessly, “Brandis, you make me cry myself to sleep 
every night.” 
 “Sorry.” 
 It got pretty boring pretty quickly, though it was smooth sailing. The wind blew gently, 
the waves splashing up against the boat lightly, the coast rolling on by. Brandis gazed out at the 
open water, not saying a word for quite some time. The hours rolled on by without any 
happenings to speak of. 
 After quite a length of time, Brandis stopped staring at the clouds and dozing off and 
glanced over at the distant shore. Not yet recognizing any jungles or elven landmarks, the ranger 
decided to checked in on the situation with his mind link. 
 Ulginesh? He voicelessly inquired, Are the Marro there yet? 



 It took Ulginesh a few seconds to reply, Oh, yes… they’re here all right. I am helping 
mount what defenses we can. Unfortunately our greatest natural barrier is useless here; the trees 
betray us to these monsters. We are relying on normal methods now. 
 How’s that going? 
 We won’t be able to hold them long, Brandis. They’ll be able to take whatever they set 
their mind to, with enough muscle. The elves are trying to maintain control over all the key 
defensive locations. We will not allow them entrance to Elf City. 
 Well, hang in there. We’re on our way. Brandis bit his lip. 
 Good. We will need your help, I fear. I pray the Marro do not take the docks before you 
arrive. I’ll be there myself if I can. There is little I can do from my current position. 
 Okay. We’ll be there as soon as possible. Brandis looked out ahead. Unfortunately, the 
horizon that greeted him wasn’t the one he was hoping to see. The elven shore wasn’t in sight, 
and there were dark storm clouds looming up ahead, fast approaching.  
 “Things’re gonna get bumpy!” Mogrimm shouted, “I’ll try to get us through it!” 
 “Bad luck.” Brandis cursed, preparing for the storm. 
 “These things just seem to happen,” Sharwin remarked, bracing for the coming tempest. 
 It didn’t take long for the bad weather to hit them. Rain began dumping down on the 
vessel like, uh, well; you get the imagery enough already. The water around the boat began 
swelling up, churning and rolling along the ship.  
 “Oh, good grief. For the love of—” Mogrimm reached down and pulled out a bucket of 
water from amongst all his junk, dumping the water into the river and then handing it to Brandis, 
“Here, boy. Shovel that rainwater out of the boat and into the drink, aye?” 
 “Aye.” Brandis took it and began heaving water out of the ship wherever it was needed. 
He stopped and looked at the bucket, glancing back over at Mogrimm, “Why the heck do you 
carry a bucket of water with you wherever you go?” 
 “Fer minin’!” The dwarf answered, “Best way to get over lava! Saves me a lot of time 
and trouble!” 
 “Lava?” Brandis shouted, “What?” 
 “Never you mind! Jes keep going!” Mogrimm grunted with effort as he maneuvered the 
boat through the increasingly harsh waters. Sharwin, looking out dead ahead, glanced over her 
shoulder, sounding a little alarmed. 
 “Uh, guys? I think we got more problems.”  
 “What now?” Brandis yelled over the noise of all the splashing and drizzling.  
 Sharwin pointed out to another swell of the waters. Brandis could make out a tangled 
mess of swarming green bodies, slick and serpentine. The writhing swarm was making its way 
dangerously close to the boat. Drawing her weapon, Sharwin flung an arcane bolt into the water, 
the magic briefly lighting up the dark waves. Many of the monsters scattered instantly, revealing 
themselves to be large snakes with arms and hook-like talons and teeth. Many of them sleekly 
swam around and deeper into the water, disappearing out of sight. Sharwin bit her lip, looking 
around. 
 “What are those?” Brandis asked. 
 “Venoc Vipers,” Mogrimm answered, “Be careful; they’ll only show themselves when 
they’re attacking.” 
 “I think there are some under the boat,” Sharwin snapped, “Move it, Mogrimm.” 
 “It’s easier said than done!” The dwarf struggled to fight the torrent of wind and water 
fighting the boat back, “I’m havin’ some trouble controllin’ the dang thing!”  



 A viper burst out from the water, crashing into Brandis, knocking the half-elf over. 
Making the most horrible noise, it began hacking and tearing at him with its claws, snapping at 
him with its dragon-like mouth. Its ferocity was intense, and before Brandis could kick it off it 
had torn him up pretty badly.  
 The viper hit the deck, writing around a bit before Sharwin raced over and cut it clean in 
half with her dagger. The snake died instantly. Brandis scrambled back to his feet. Instantly more 
of the dreaded snakes leapt aboard, clawing and biting. Reacting quickly, Brandis turned and 
smacked several down mid-flight with his bow, firing off into another as fast as he could. 
Sharwin began hacking and slashing and countering the frenzying beasts, laying waste to several 
very quickly. The monsters were easy to kill, but there was just so many of them.  
 “Brandis!” Mogrimm barked again, “Get those snake carcasses off the ship! They’re 
bringing us down.” 
 Brandis glanced down at the deck to find that it was, indeed, littered with viper corpses. 
He grabbed the bucket and began flinging the dead snakes overboard. Coughing from the excess 
of viper carcasses, Brandis turned and started to heave more into the other side of the river. The 
bloodstained bodies hit the water, sliding off more green necks.  
 Odd, Brandis thought, I just now started flinging these things off this side. 
 Soon as that thought crossed his mind, the necks lifted up and burst to life, four more 
snakelike monsters swimming up to the side of the boat, snapping at Brandis. The half-elf 
recoiled in surprise, falling over and scooting back. The vipers moved simultaneously, slithering 
up aboard the boat, their necks all connecting into a single, thick body. The ship tilted in its 
direction from its weight, forcing Mogrimm to steer the other way. The dwarf looked over and 
yelled out loudly: 
 “HYDRA!!” 
 The hydra roared, beginning to advance on Brandis. Two of its heads loomed forward, 
biting at him. Brandis backed off, trying to keep a safe distance. Unfortunately, the boat was too 
small for that sort of thing. The other two heads leaned over toward Sharwin. 
 “Look alive, girl!” Mogrimm shouted, turning the boat in the opposite direction. The ship 
turned on the hydra’s weight, causing the monster to slip and fall over on its side.  
 “What?” Sharwin turned, still fighting off more venocs, “Oh! That’s bad.” 
 Mogrimm released the control to the boat, jumping and smashing his weapons down on 
one of the hydra’s heads, crushing it and lopping it off. The boat turned without anyone 
controlling its movement, flipping the hydra over again. It turned, snapping at Mogrimm and 
pushing him back against the boat’s edge. 
 Brandis aimed and fired off an arrow into the beast. The hydra took the bolt to its center, 
seemingly unaffected. It looked down, wrenching the projectile out of itself without much 
trouble, returning its gaze to Brandis and snapping the shaft in its teeth.  
 “Ah, jeez…” Brandis grumbled. 
 The hydra roared and burst forward, its three heads rushing Brandis and snapping at him. 
The half-elf evaded the first bite, jumping over the head and leaping around the beast to a safe 
distance. Tragically for Brandis, the heads had more reach than he first thought. The remaining 
two heads stretched out after him, biting down at his coat and leg. Powerful jaws clamped down 
on him, sending pain racking up his body. The hydra head shook him around. 
 Sharwin raced up to the monster, twirling her weapon, “Stop it, you!” She leapt forward, 
cutting down on the beast. Recoiling back, the hydra stopped shaking Brandis and flung him 
overboard.  



 “Arrgh!” Brandis clawed about in the splashing waves and foam, trying to get ahold of 
the boat. A viper pummeled into him, knocking him away from the ship. Not relenting for a 
second, the venoc slithered up to the half-elf for another go. Brandis grabbed onto the monster as 
it rammed him, turning with all his strength and snapping its mouth.  
 Mogrimm shouted from the boat, “Take this, ya infernal beast!” 
 There was a loud thwack! and the hydra reeled off of the boat, right above Brandis. 
 “Oh no.” Brandis squeaked, looking up. The hydra crashed on top of him, its heads 
tangling around him biting at everything they could get, snapping up viper corpses and spitting 
them out. Brandis squirmed out from under the beast and clawed his way to the surface, gasping. 
Three angry hydra heads burst out of the water beside him, roaring at the half-elf.  
 Brandis clamored back onto the ship as fast as he could, the hydra beginning to drag itself 
out of the water and back onto the ship after him. 
 Sharwin ran over to Brandis’ side, helping the exhausted archer back to his feet. 
Bellowing threefold, the hydra slithered aboard and began to assault Mogrimm, its other heads 
trying to get around the dwarf to the rest of the tiny ship’s crew. Mogrimm, grappled with one 
head, trying to seize another and hold the beast back. Brandis looked over at Sharwin and nodded. 
She let go of him and raced back into the fray.  
 Grabbing the third head’s neck, the eladrin electrocuted the brute, shocking it as much as 
she could and then slicing the neck across with her knife. The weapon got stuck about halfway 
through the tough flesh of the monster. Sharwin yanked down with all her might, the head 
tearing and slumping downward, not entirely disconnected from the neck. 
 Mogrimm released his grasp on the second head and slammed his weapons down on the 
first, knocking it down. Quickly losing steam, the hydra slumped down on the ground, slowly 
getting back up. Mogrimm’s weapons smashed down on its head a second time, the dwarf 
smashing it apart. The final head lifted up and bit down hard on him, flinging him aside. Roaring 
with rage and pain, the massive snake began slithering towards Sharwin. It snapped at her, its 
body beginning to move around her while it did so. Sharwin leapt back, braced herself, and then 
threw her dagger into the beast’s head. The weapon sunk down into its skull, but the hydra did 
not die. It rushed back towards her, preparing to bite down again. Waiting until the last second, 
the eladrin jumped up, wrenched her weapon from the monster and dragged it down its neck. 
 The plan worked right up till about halfway down the creature’s neck. The dagger again 
got caught, giving the hydra enough time to buck Sharwin off and turn to face her again. Roaring, 
the monster reared back and lunged forward. It was cut short by an arrow piercing one of its eyes 
and sticking out the other side of its head. The beast twitched, then slumped over, rolling off the 
boat, Sharwin’s knife popping out as its neck caught the side of the ship. Brandis strode over, 
breathing heavily. Sharwin sighed, relieved, and got back up and retrieved her weapon.  
 “Everyone alright?” Mogrimm wheezed, getting back on his feet, beginning to sip at a 
reddish potion.  
 “Yeah,” Brandis confirmed, “We’re good. Take us there.” 
 Mogrimm got the ship back on course, and before too long the boat pulled out of the 
storm, and back on track. Brandis gazed out ahead, checking to see their progress. Sure enough, 
he could see the elven shore on the horizon. They were there. 
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 The storm and the fight had both cost them valuable time. The docks at the shore weren’t 
too far off, but Brandis could see that they needed to get to land soon. There was smoke in the air 



and the sounds of battle could be heard not too far off. It looked like the Marro were trying to 
take the docks.  
 Hang on guys! Brandis thought, I’m coming! 
 You’re here? Ulginesh established, Good. We are trying to keep them off the docks and 
the path to Elf City. I’ve sent Chardris and the others to rendezvous with you.  
 The docks were a simple set of areas to harbor boats, along with a barren beach 
surrounded by thick forests and jungles. Off the roads, it was a mess of green. The beach was a 
warzone. Several Marro monstrosities littered the far end of the shore, and along the paths ahead. 
There was a multitude of elves as well, fighting the disgusting creatures to the best of their 
abilities. They still looked like they could use a hand.  
 Brandis caught eye of Chardris as the boat neared the shore. The elf wizard saw him, too. 
 “Brandis!” He shouted, “Get over here pronto!”  
 “Right!” Brandis leapt off the boat soon as he could, racing into battle and heading for 
Chardris. He dove out of the way of a pack of Marro stingers firing off into the distance, a hail of 
arrows sailing into them only a second later. Brandis raced along the beach, running alongside an 
elven warrior battling a Marro drudge. The drudge caught eye of the half-elf, shot down the 
warrior in front of it and dove into the murky swamp water puddled around the area, shooting 
back up behind Brandis and grappling him. 
 “Arrgh!” Brandis grabbed the monster and threw it down on the ground, shooting it in the 
face with an arrow. Looking up, Brandis saw a blur of orange before a massive Marro hound 
knocked him to the ground, snapping at him with decaying teeth that broke a bit each time it 
chomped. Brandis shielded himself, trying to kick the thing off. 
 A massive wave of fire flew through the air and blasted the skeleton hound to bits. 
Chardris rushed over, his hand still extended, glowing with a bright flame. Brandis scrambled to 
his feet, dashing over to the elf wizard and into the trees. Out of the line of fire, Brandis caught 
his breath. 
 “Sorry we had to meet again under these conditions.” Chardris apologized, beginning to 
walk around. The rest of the elf wizards Brandis knew were there too: Emiroon, Jorhdawn, and 
Arkmer.  
 Sharwin caught up to Brandis, “Hey… wait up.” 
 Chardris nodded towards her, “A pleasure as always, Sharwin. Brandis, we need to move. 
Now that you’re here, the docks are expendable. We need to get back to Ulginesh. He’s in the 
thick of it right now—the Marro are pushing at the paths to Elf City.” 
 “Right.” Brandis panted, “Is Elf City safe?” 
 “…It’s complicated.” Chardris explained. 
 “Another thing.” Emiroon added, “We need to secure the remaining troops here. Sharwin, 
could you help mop up these enemies?” 
 Mogrimm caught up, tilting his helmet toward the elves in greetings, 
 “Let me handle that.” He offered, “I can help out here. I’m best with squads, anyway.” 
 “You have our thanks, Mister, uh…” Chardris bowed a bit. 
 “Mogrimm Forgehammer.”  
 “Mogrimm. Thank you.” 
 With that, he turned and hurried along the path onward, his companions following him. 
 “See you around, Brandis.” Mogrimm nodded and rushed back out into battle. 
 “Bye.” Brandis followed the path and rejoined with the elves.  



 “Stay close,” Arkmer warned the half-elf, “The real forest is up ahead a ways. That’s the 
impossible-to-navigate one for you outsiders.” 
 The paths were still littered with Marro creatures of every horrible sort. Fighting was the 
only option, and the forest roads became more and more plagued by the Marro presence. Brandis 
was already exhausted from his fight with the hydra, and this left him in no better condition. Still, 
it was good to be with Chardris and the gang again, and it was clear to him now that Mogrimm 
wasn’t the only one who had improved since they had last met.  
 Finally the group came out into another clearing. Like the shore, this spot was also a 
battleground. Several Marro and elf corpses lay strewn about. Brandis could see Ulginesh over at 
the far end, looking unharmed.  
 “Ulginesh!” Chardris began striding over, “Thank God… let’s get back to Elf City.” 
 “Stay back!!” Ulginesh gurgled in a voice Brandis had never heard before. He sounded 
pained, not his usual calm self, “Don’t get near me!” 
 Emiroon reached out and yanked Chardris back. A sinister voice chuckled from over by 
Ulginesh. A Marro walked into view from behind Ulginesh’s Pegasus. It was Ne-Gok-Sa. 
 “Hey there, half-elf.” Ne-Gok-Sa spoke in a deceptively clear, calm voice, his mouth 
moving around but not opening, the muscle covering his face all sewn about. 
 “What have you done!? Tell me, monster!” Chardris demanded.  
 “I’ve just been doing some recruiting.” The Guardian sneered devilishly, “Allow me to 
introduce myself. I am Ne-Gok-Sa, one of the Eight Guardians of Othkurik. I have been sent 
here by my master to destroy this place, resting grounds of Charos. I’ve been thinking about 
moving in—where do you think I should put the hives?” 
 “You’ll have to kill us first!” Chardris shouted. 
 “Yeah; that’s the plan.” The Marro warlord crossed his misshapen arms, “But it’s taken 
awhile. Perfect as we Marro are, we have not gotten a necessary foothold on this world yet. For 
so many centuries we have been contained, unable to take over everything. Soon, that will 
change—I will begin spreading like an unstoppable virus, conquering entire nations overnight. 
Not even Othkurik will be able to stop me!” 
 He gestured to Ulginesh, “But that’s a long way off. I can’t even slaughter your people 
overnight, and mindshackling takes oh so long. I think Ulginesh here will be able to help me 
with that. And I thought our hierarchy was prone to weakness. Ulginesh, force Brandis to hand 
that jewel over and then slit his own throat.” 
 Ulginesh shuddered in place. His voice racked through Brandis’ head, in a more 
menacing tone, overlaid by Ne-Gok-Sa’s voice in unison.  
 Brandisss. Brandis’ head began to hurt, throbbing violently. He could feel his thoughts 
ebbing from the back of his mind, Ulginesh’s presence in his brain growing from a background, 
passive presence to a larger, more demanding one, pushing all the space to think out of the half-
elf’s brain. 
 Ulginesh’s voice snapped back into his head, sounding a little bit more like himself, 
speaking with every ounce of energy and willpower that he could muster. 
 Brandis! Take—that—thing—off! Brandis! Take my amulet off! Take it off or everything 
is for naught! 
 “Ah!” Brandis forced his way back into control of his body. He could hear Ulginesh 
shouting, pushing back against Ne-Gok-Sa’s will with all his might to allow Brandis time to act 
on his own. Fishing out the amulet, Brandis looked down at it sadly. 



 Take it off… and kill me!! Ulginesh pleaded, If you don’t I will consume the minds of all 
your elven allies! Do it! I am gone. 
 Brandis ripped the amulet off and threw it on the ground, Ulginesh’s voice flowing out of 
his mind for good.  
 “Fighting me?” Ne-Gok-Sa looked over at Ulginesh, “How cute. Turn for good!” 
 His eyes flared up, a small spark flying from him to Ulginesh. Ulginesh shouted and 
clasped his face, shaking uncontrollably. He finally sat upright again, looking back over at 
Brandis and the others.  
 “Good.” Ne-Gok-Sa chortled, “Now kill them. I’ve things to do at the Great Tree.” 
 He returned his attention to Brandis, “Fight all you like. We Marro are exponential. We 
never stop growing and growing. No matter what you do, you’ll reach your limit. All other life 
forms reach their limit. But we never will. We’ll outgrow this forest, this nation, and this world. 
What are you to us?” 
  He turned and walked off into the jungle. Brandis took a step after him, only to be 
interrupted by Ulginesh’s Pegasus stepping in the way and rearing up. Brandis jumped back, 
taking out his bow. 
 “You die here, Brandis.” Ulginesh glared down at him, creepily speaking in the same 
voice he had always spoken in when he was normal, as if he was fine. 
 Brandis grit his teeth. Ulginesh lifted up his wand and a burst of green magic exploded in 
front of the half-elf.  
 “Argh!” Brandis reeled back, slightly burnt. He looked over at the others, “We have to.” 
 Chardris was holding one hand over his face, his teeth clenched, “I can’t… it’s still him.” 
 Emiroon backed up a bit, looking frantic, “There has to be a way to change him back, 
right? Right? I know there is!” 
 “Aw jeez,” Arkmer stammered, “I don’t know about this. I never signed up for this!” 
 “Get it together!” Sharwin snapped in a harsh tone, “There’s only one way to deal with 
someone who’s been mindshackled to that degree—and that’s with death. He’ll kill you if you 
don’t kill him! Don’t let Ne-Gok-Sa use him against you! You have to be able to fight through 
this or none of you will ever beat Othkurik!!” 
 Jorhdawn stepped up, “She’s right. Chardris, we have to fight him before he engulfs our 
minds. He’ll turn us against Brandis and Sharwin. Do you want that to happen?” 
 Chardris clenched his fist around his staff, “You don’t understand, child. I’ve known him 
for almost three hundred years. He was my teacher as I am yours.” 
 “If you were turned against me, what would the real you want me to do?” Jorhdawn 
argued, “What would you want?” 
 Chardris sighed, “Of course I would want you all to finish me. I could never allow myself 
to hurt any of you.” 
 He stood up straight, seeming more resolved now, “Alright. Brandis, Sharwin, please 
lend us your aid. It’s what he would want.” 
 “Very well.” Brandis turned and strung his bow. Ulginesh held forth his staff. Not giving 
him time to cast any spells, Brandis fired an arrow straight for the mindshackled elf’s steed. The 
Pegasus took off into the air faster that Brandis thought, avoiding the arrow and sailing down to 
attack. It was cut short by a fiery explosion blasting into it, knocking it down. Chardris lowered 
his arm, a serious look on his face.  
 “Uggh…” Ulginesh rose back up, his mount recovering slower. Sharwin raced up, 
slashing the wizard across the face and knocking him back. Arkmer ran up, biting his lip and 



taking a deep breath before striking his teacher with his staff, pummeling him twice with his fists 
and kicking him further away. 
 “Arrgh!” Ulginesh struck a tree, sitting up and watching Arkmer and Sharwin pursuing 
him. Holding out his staff, he sent a bright blue wave of light searing through Sharwin (not 
affecting her at all) and wrapping around Arkmer’s head, sinking into him. The elf straightened 
up and then lunged for Sharwin, grabbing the eladrin and heaving her over him, slamming her 
into the ground.  
 “Stop it!” Jorhdawn fired off a ball of flame from her staff straight for Ulginesh. The 
wizard raised his staff, a portal opening up in front of him and absorbing the magic, spitting it 
back out in the opposite direction a second later. The fireball sailed straight for Jorhdawn, 
forcing her and the other elves to dive out of the way, right before exploding into flames and 
inferno. 
 “Erk!” Brandis ran over, Arkmer getting in his way. The elf swung for Brandis, forcing 
him back. Brandis backed up and waited for another swing, ducking down and punching the elf 
in the stomach before getting up and kicking him in the face. Grabbing his bow in both hands, 
the half-elf jumped back up and smacked Arkmer right in the side of the head with it.  
 “Yeouch!” Arkmer fell over, rising back up and rubbing his head, “Wha…? I’m alright! 
I’m alright!”  
 Seeing that Arkmer was back to his usual self, Emiroon raised his staff and summoned 
him over. Ulginesh had recovered by now, getting back on his mount and rising back into the air. 
Holding forth his staff again, he fired off a pair of greenish energy blasts. The spells shrieked 
through the air, toward Brandis and Chardris. Brandis cartwheeled out of the path, aiming and 
taking another shot at the wizard. Chardris ducked down, firing off a firebolt at Ulginesh. 
Raising his weapon once more, the mindshackled elf summoned a pair of portals, intercepting 
Brandis’ and Chardris’ attacks and swapping them back at one another.  
 Sharwin stepped in Brandis’ way, holding forth one arm. The firebolt hit her palm, sparks 
flying as it sank into her skin. She clenched her fist, her eyes sparking with energy, and held out 
her other hand, blasting Ulginesh off of his Pegasus again. He fell and collapsed, slowly getting 
on his hands and knees. 
 Emiroon raced over, slashing at him. Ulginesh took the elf’s sword to the shoulder, 
fending him off with his staff and firing off two more light blue mind link spells. The first hit 
Emiroon and the other wrapped around Chardris. 
 “Arrgh! Beat it out of me!” Chardris pleaded before spasming a bit and then turning on 
Jorhdawn and Arkmer. Sharwin raced over to Emiroon and began fighting with him. Brandis 
raced over to Ulginesh, swinging at the elf with his bow. Ulginesh evaded with surprising speed 
and smashed his staff into Brandis’ stomach, knocking the winded archer back.  
 Chardris swung his staff at Jorhdawn, forcing her away before firing off a fire spell at 
Arkmer. Arkmer sidestepped, moved around and grabbed Chardris, kicking him down to his 
knees and holding him still forcibly. Jorhdawn took a deep breath and then pummeled Chardris 
in the face with her staff.  
 “Oof!” Chardris spat out blood and looked up, “What? Did I?” 
 “Glad you’re back.” Arkmer let go of him and ran over to Emiroon. The summoning 
expert was locking swords (or knives) with Sharwin. Jumping up, Arkmer seized Emiroon and 
brought him to the ground, slamming his head on a tree root, jolting him back to their side. 
 Brandis ran back up to Ulginesh, ducking down and uppercutting the elf. Stumbling back, 
Ulginesh held up his staff and fired a barrage of green energy blasts at Brandis. Weaving in and 



out of them, the half-elf dashed up and knocked Ulginesh back. He stumbled back and fell 
against one of the trees, slumping up against it. Brandis aimed with expert timing and fired off 
three arrows at once.  
 They all sunk into Ulginesh with deadly precision. The elf slumped down the rest of the 
tree, blood beginning to well up in his mouth. He looked up at Brandis and the others, smiled a 
bit, and then slumped over completely, closing his eyes. 
  
 Brandis lowered his weapon, breathing a sigh of relief. All of the elves gathered around 
Ulginesh as he lay there. It was silent for a while. 
 “Goodbye, teacher.” Chardris finally murmured. 
 “But, wait…” Arkmer proposed, “We could use a revive potion, right? It’d work!” 
 “He’d still be under Ne-Gok-Sa’s control.” Sharwin explained solemnly, “His spirit was 
torn from its body, making him no different than those Marro creatures. He was dead as soon as 
the process was finalized. I’m sorry.” 
 “If only we were fast enough…” Emiroon sighed, “Why didn’t he tell us? I maybe 
could’ve summoned him out of the danger zone.” 
 “I’m sure he had his reasons,” Brandis reassured him. 
 “We should go,” Chardris looked over towards the paths, “He would want us to stop Ne-
Gok-Sa. Him mentioning the Great Tree could only mean the worst. We should get to Elf City 
and kill that coward. But… at least we could spare the time to bury him, I suppose.” 
 “Okay.” Brandis nodded. 
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 It was hasty work, but the group buried Ulginesh in the clearing, giving the elf a simple 
grave. Brandis walked over once it was finished and everyone had said their final words. He 
looked down at the grave, and slowly laid down Ulginesh’s amulet on it. Looking down at it, the 
half-elf rose back up to his feet, gazing down at the trinket. 
 Good-bye. 
 Brandis closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and turned and followed the others down the 
paths. The main entrance to the jungles wasn’t far off. The sky was still gray from the storm 
clouds earlier, casting the forests below in a shady, dreary mood. Brandis knew he didn’t have 
time to be so down though. If he wanted to make it up to Ulginesh, then he would have to kill 
Ne-Gok-Sa. 
 “Who will lead the group when I am gone or not there to tell them where to go, what to 
do, what to believe in? I sense that you are the one for this job—not just for my elves, but for 
everyone in Ensterek. Why else would Master Woo give you that gem?” 
 No, Brandis thought while he walked, not just Ne-Gok-Sa. All of the Guardians, and 
Othkurik, too. Ulginesh and Master Woo put their faith in me, I owe it to them to do it all. 
 The forest opened up, giving way to another small clearing, a stretch on treeless land. In 
front of that was a gargantuan jungle. Its trees shot up much higher than the forest before, its 
floor more dense by no small amount. A tiny path was dead ahead. Someone was waiting for 
them at the beginning of the tiny road. 
 It was Pelloth. 
 “Hello again,” The dark elf greeted them, “Here to polish off another Guardian? This one 
might take some work. You ought to be fine, though. I think we’re keeping you fit enough.” 
 Brandis drew an arrow and fired at the Guardian without hesitation. Pelloth burst into 
shadow as soon as the projectile hit him. The darkness he had turned into split into four, forming 



back up into drow. They all stood there, speaking in Pelloth’s voice at the same time, making it 
impossible to know which one was really him. 
 “Now, now. Not me. Someone’s got to keep an eye on you, after all. Don’t want you 
messing anything up! Keep you in check! My empire’s going to last a thousand years! Lolth’s 
Wrath!” One of the drow stumbled forward toward Brandis and burst apart in a massive 
explosion of darkness, knocking the archer off his feet and back a distance. 
 Not giving up, Brandis leapt back up and fired off another bolt into one of the remaining 
three drow. The projectile punched into the dark elf and sent it reeling back, a burst of black dust 
revealing that this one was Pelloth. The other two vanished. 
 Pelloth rubbed his side, then looked up at Brandis, his eyes flaring up, “So, you want to 
rumble, huh? I’m not feeding you enough blood as is?” 
 He rose back up to his full height, holding his arms out, glaring over at Brandis and his 
friends condescendingly, “Let’s see how much you can take of THIS!” 
 Brandis took aim again, still determined to finally get in on this Guardian. Chardris, 
noting the half-elf’s unwavering resolution, nodded at his companions, all of them preparing to 
do battle with the drow. Pelloth only chortled at the group, holding forth his arms and beginning 
to conjure black magic out of both palms. 
 Not giving the Guardian time to cast any magic, Brandis fired off straight for him. Pelloth 
burst into a cloud of darkness, reappearing several feet to the half-elf’s right. The drow held forth 
his staff, the end of the weapon charging and then shooting forth a burst of dark magic. Brandis 
leapt back and rolled out of the way of the missile, getting back up quickly and returning fire. 
Again vanishing, Pelloth reappeared further back to the other side, three additional drow warriors 
summoning next to him.  
 Raising their weapons, the drow rushed in. The first raced up to Chardris, Arkmer 
intercepting it and throwing it down onto the ground. Chardris raised his hand and shot off a 
firebolt at the other oncoming drow. The dark elf burst into darkness before getting knocked 
back by the spell anyway, badly burned. The final enemy warrior ran into battle quickly, shield 
raised. Arkmer beckoned it closer. 
 “C’mon, come to papa…” 
 The drow raced up to the elf, stabbing forward at him. Sidestepping easily, Arkmer 
grabbed the drow’s arm and flung the dark elf over his shoulder. Pelloth smiled devilishly, 
holding forth his arms. 
 “Lolth’s Wrath!” The drow shriveled a bit and then stumbled forward, spasming violently 
before bursting apart in a dark explosion. Emiroon held up his staff. 
 “Get back!” He called, quickly summoning Jorhdawn and Chardris back behind him. He 
and Arkmer were both blown back by the drow blasting apart. Pelloth warped over closer to 
Brandis, firing off another magic projectile at the half-elf. Sharwin quickly maneuvered in front 
of him, grabbing the spell in her hand and absorbing the magic before sending an electric 
rebound spell back the Guardian’s way.  
 The shock attack struck Pelloth, knocking him back up in the air, recoiling backwards. 
Chardris held forth both his arms and fired another spell at the Guardian, striking him ablaze and 
knocking him further back. Assisting her teacher, Jorhdawn sent an explosive charge of flames 
reeling Pelloth’s way as he hit the ground, the whole area catching ablaze and sending smoke 
rolling everywhere. Brandis took aim and shot into the smoldering haze. The bolt whizzed into 
the smog, the only response being another burst of black dust pouring out, Pelloth leaping out of 



the side of the cloud. He jumped into the air, his staff charged with additional dark magic and 
brought it down on Brandis.  
 “Argh!” The staff struck the half-elf, the magic surrounding the weapon bursting apart, 
dealing out agonizing pain to him and knocking him back a serious distance. Sharwin rushed up 
to Pelloth, stabbing at him repeatedly. The Guardian stepped out of the way of each of the 
eladrin’s rapid attacks with ease. He took a step back and summoned an additional four drow, 
grabbing the nearest by the back of its head and flinging the dark elf at Sharwin.  
 “Lolth’s Wrath!” The drow lord held out his staff at the hapless minion, causing its body 
to expand and darken. Sharwin jumped back, Chardris stepping in the way and smacking the 
about-to-burst drow back at its master. Pelloth leapt back into the dense smoke, avoiding the 
attack, laughing. The other drow began slowly advancing.  
 “Show yourself!” Sharwin demanded, swinging her dagger and sending off an arcane bolt. 
The lightning magic leapt from drow to drow, shocking them all to death before leaping into the 
hazy smog where Pelloth was hiding.  
 “Arrrrghhh!” Pelloth lit up as he was electrocuted, the bright lightning giving away his 
presence. Jorhdawn targeted the Guardian and sent a rain of flames hailing down on top of him, 
each firebolt exploding upon impact, knocking the Guardian back into the air. Chardris took aim 
and shot the drow back down to earth, the smoke finally clearing.  
 Rising back to his feet without too much strain despite the group’s attacks, Pelloth dusted 
himself off and laughed again, “You fight well! I’m impressed! As a sign of respect for your 
strength, I will allow you to continue on your current goal. I shouldn’t hold you back from Elf 
City, after all. See you later, Brandis!” 
 He up and vanished again, leaving no trace. Chardris spat on the ground and walked over 
to help Brandis and his fellow elves back on their feet. Brandis got back up, straightening 
himself out and glaring over where the Guardian had vanished. Sharwin walked over to him, 
glancing over toward where the half-elf was staring. 
 “Coward.” She muttered, “We had him on the ropes and everything.” 
 “Yeah,” Brandis agreed, “Good job. We’ll get him. He’s just always in a spot where he 
can run away. We’re gonna take care of him eventually.” 
 “Cornering him would have to be in Drow City at Mount Bejottin,” She conjectured, 
“That’s a pretty tall order, Brandis.”  
 “I imagine we’ll have to get there one of these days,” Brandis figured, “We’re gonna 
have to go in there to get Othkurik, too. It’ll probably be inevitable.”   
 Chardris walked over, joining the conversation, “Ne-Gok-Sa first. We’ve got to get to Elf 
City. He’s our top priority right now.” 
 “Yeah, I know.” Brandis replied, “Let’s not dawdle, then.” 
 Once everyone was good and ready, they set out on the tiny path leading into the massive 
forest. Chardris led the way, knowing full well the paths and roads that led to the elusive elf 
homeland. Brandis and Sharwin made sure to stay close to the elf, since they would certainly get 
lost if they ever got separated from their elven comrades. It was a long, winding road, but 
thankfully before too long Chardris led them into a clearing. 
 “This is it.” He confirmed, “Welcome to Elf City. Thank God; it looks all right to me.” 
 Brandis gazed around. It was a deceptively simple town, much of the city integrated quite 
literally with the surrounding forests and jungles. There were several homes and shops and 
whatnot build into the trees and against the large bushes all around. It was quite beautiful, albeit 
simple, if not homey. Brandis felt a little at home, anyway, since he figured he was probably 



born here. There were several elves about, looking a bit more forest tuned than those at 
Sohenberg. Speaking of the U.S.E. city, Brandis was surprised to see that Elf City did not appear 
to be all that big. It was big, sure, but the half-elf didn’t think it would have held both its own 
population and that of Sohenberg’s back in the day.  
 At the very far end of the town was a ginormous tree, shooting up into the air far above 
any of the other plant life around. It had a large entrance at the front, like a cave mouth. There 
were several elven soldiers at the front, oddly facing toward the entrance rather than away, as 
well as a giant man standing guard as well. 
 The giant looked over toward Chardris and slowly strode over, the ground shaking a bit 
with each of his footsteps. He glared down at the elf as he approached, leaning over and bowing 
a bit. 
 “You have returned Chardris, and with the half-elf as well. I am glad.” 
 “Glad to make it back in one piece,” Chardris bowed in return, “Where is Ne-Gok-Sa?” 
 “It is complicated.” The giant replied, turning his attention to Brandis now, “I’d first like 
to speak with the new bearer of Charos’ jewel.” 
 “Oh. That’s me,” Brandis stepped forward, “Hi.”  
 “Greetings, Brandis. I have heard very much about you.” The giant greeted, “I am Jotun, 
the current appointed leader of Elf City. You are Win Chiu Woo’s son, the half-elf and Guardian 
slayer, yes?” 
 “Yes.” Brandis affirmed, “I am here to defeat the Marro Guardian Ne-Gok-Sa.” 
 “Of your own authority?” Jotun asked, “I hear now that Sonlen, Woo, and Ulginesh have 
all perished against the black dragon.” 
 “That’s right.” Sharwin stated, “It’s just our decision, now.” 
 “Very well.” The giant rumbled, “Then follow me.” 
 He turned and led them to the massive tree at the end of town. Looking up at the trunk 
reaching up into the sky, the giant pointed to the top and then turned and faced the group before 
continuing. 
 “This is the sacred Great Tree. It has always existed here, for as long as the elves have 
lived in these woods. It houses the sacred tomb of the great dragon Charos, deep within its 
hollowed out tunnels. It is a holy place, but…” 
 “But what?” Sharwin inquired. 
 “It is the Marro.” Jotun explained, “While the City technically is safe, Ne-Gok-Sa and his 
forces have invaded the tree itself. I’m certain the sacred tunnels within the tree are stained with 
their hives. They will have an indefinite amount of soldiers right at our doorstep if the hives and 
the Guardian are not flushed out. Naturally we cannot destroy the tree in order to do so. Still, 
their presence is rotting the tree from the inside out. How low of him, that Marro warmonger.” 
 “Well that’s no good.” Brandis determined, “All right… I’ll go in there and destroy all 
the hives, and Ne-Gok-Sa, too.” 
 “Then we’re going with you.” Chardris stepped up, “There’s no way I’m letting them mar 
the resting place of Charos like that. We’ll smoke them out, you can count on it.” 
 “My armies and I must stay here,” Jotun warned, “Their ground forces are not depleted, 
so I cannot turn my eye completely to the tree. The enemy knows we are backed up against it, so 
they will be closing in for the kill any time now. If you and your companions can destroy those 
Marro within, then Elf City might just have a chance.” 
 “Right, then. We’ll go in as soon as possible.” Brandis assured the giant, “Provided 
everyone is ready.” 



 “What are we waiting for?” Arkmer rolled up his sleeves and punched at the air, “There’s 
Marro in that sacred place—there’s no time to lose!” 
 “Alright, alright.” Brandis relented, “It’s just been a long day, that’s all.” 
 The half-elf walked on up to the opening into the tree, peering inside carefully. It was 
dark inside, and musty. There were no immediate signs of Marro. Reaching over and tapping 
Brandis on the shoulder, Jotun offered one final piece of advice. 
 “Be careful. There are very many Marro inside. You should take these. They might be 
useful. It is very dangerous, after all.” 
 The giant reached into his satchel and pulled out two small trinkets. One was an axe-
shaped glyph that glowed bright red slightly at the edges. The other was a golden charm shaped 
like a beetle, hanging from a necklace. Brandis took both and eyed them carefully. 
 “The first will give your attacks more strength.” Jotun explained, “The second will 
protect your body in deadly situations. You will likely need both to get through alive.” 
 “Okay.” 
 The giant pointed upward, “The paths within extend upwards toward the heavens and 
down deep into the tree’s roots. The Guardian travelled skyward, I believe. He will probably be 
at the very top, to observe the coming battle from above. You should travel up there.” 
 “What about down below?” Sharwin inquired.  
 “The way is sealed. Don’t go down there.”  
 “Uh, okay.” 
 “Alright,” Brandis figured he got all the details, “Let’s do this.” 
  

33 
 Sharwin coughed, “Jeez, it’s stuffy in here. How old is this place?” 
 Chardris caught up to her, looking around for the path upwards, “Very, very old. Don’t 
worry though—the paths are sturdy. The way is over here. It’s going to be a long climb up, so we 
should get moving.” 
 “It’s dark.” Brandis squinted, trying to see where exactly the elf was pointing. 
 “It’ll get brighter as we go.” Emiroon assured him, “There’s plenty of spots for light to 
come in further up.” 
 The first floor alone was a huge, winding room. The paths curved around, ramping up or 
down like the roots of a tree, reaching out and spiraling upwards or down, as if someone had 
carved out the paths perfectly. The way down was over to the left aways, but it was indeed sealed 
off by a mass of wood. The path upward, to the right, was just an unguarded, spiraling trail 
leading way on up. Brandis found it and led the way. Sure enough, it was significantly brighter 
up above, the room letting in much more light through several open spots. This room was far 
more open and circular, splotches of swamp water here and there, grass and moss growing on 
much of the wooden floor. There were even several pools of water scattered about.  
 Unfortunately, this area was also infested already. There were a multitude of Marro 
spread out and about. Immediately the monsters turned their attention toward the group and 
began moving in for the kill, charging up their weapons and preparing for battle.  
 “Company.” Emiroon warned. 
 “Right.” Chardris issued orders, “Brandis, focus the most dangerous ones. Sharwin, 
Jorhdawn, crowd control. Emiroon, get to that high ground over to the left and summon us over. 
I’ll go with you. Arkmer, defense. Got that?” 



 “Yes sir!” Arkmer strode forward, waving the Marro with melee weapons on towards 
him. Brandis closed one eye, aiming toward the closest stinger he could aim for and firing. 
Sharwin walked over next to Arkmer, already charging up an arc of electricity in her hand. 
Emiroon took off, ducking down and beginning to take the long way around, Chardris sneaking 
along behind him.  
 Placing each shot carefully, Brandis continued taking down one stinger after another, 
keeping the shorter-ranged foes at bay and out of his hair. Before long, the small horde of melee 
enemies rushed up to their position. Arkmer cracked his knuckles, reaching out and blasting the 
first foe within reach with a spell, then grabbing the second and throwing him back at his 
comrades. Sharwin intercepted another oncoming attacker, taking the drone’s weapon and 
cutting him down with it. She then shot off a bolt of lightning into the remaining group, felling 
several immediately. Jorhdawn followed up the spell with one of her own, blasting apart more of 
the Marro squads.  
 Following the melee enemies were several drudge and stingers. Brandis kept up his fire 
with deadly precision, felling more of the dangerous Marro. Every now and again, Chardris 
would send a firebolt sailing across the room and smiting one of the enemies to the side of the 
head. Sharwin took a step forward, keeping Arkmer back, and began reflecting the drudge shots 
steadily, keeping them at bay. All was going well enough.  
 Unfortunately, more Marro showed up. An eerie wailing of a roar filled the room, and 
shortly after a massive Marro serpent pulled itself up and out of the swamp water at the room’s 
center, several additional drudge climbing out of the water as well. A multitude of small doglike 
Marro scrambled down into the room and swarmed around the giant Marro snake, clamoring 
around it and making a racket.  
 Immediately the drudge ducked back down into the water and surfaced back up around 
Brandis and his friends, uncomfortably close. The snake leaned down and rushed forth, slithering 
up to the group quickly, the smaller Marro pests around it hounding after it.  
 “Uh-oh!” Arkmer beat down a drudge and looked up, “Incoming!” 
 “Brandis and Sharwin!” Chardris commanded, “Get over here pronto. Arkmer and 
Jorhdawn, stay put!” 
 “Okay.” Brandis smacked down a drudge and began running over to Chardris and 
Emiroon’s position as fast as his legs would carry him. Sharwin raced after him. Arkmer backed 
up away from the incoming Marro viper, still trying to deal with the drudge in front of him.  
 “Uh, guys…” The elf called out, “Any time now!” 
 Jorhdawn sent a rain of fire hailing down on the Marro snake and its minions, the flames 
kicking up smoke and embers everywhere. After a second or two, the serpent rushed out of the 
smog, unhindered, a few of the pups still dogging onward. 
 The monster lifted up its head, opening up its maw and diving straight for the two elves. 
Emiroon held up his staff and in a flash of light brought the two of them over to his side in the 
blink of an eye. Sailing into nothing, the Marro crashed into the wall, getting back up and hissing 
viciously.  
 Brandis reached Chardris’ position and sent an arrow headed the monster’s way. The bolt 
struck the viper, sinking into its slippery skin. Roaring, the Marro beast began slithering over to 
the group’s new position, drooling and turning (making awful noises). Chardris blasted the beast 
as it approached with another fire spell, badly burning the monster and blasting some of its flesh 
open. Wailing, the Marro bent over and snapped up one of its own, gnawing at the small Marro 
creature before biting down and swallowing it up.  



 Immediately the Marro snake’s wound began to rapidly heal up and close, completely 
looking normal again in seconds. Once again unhindered, the monster continued rushing in for 
the kill, racing up to the group’s position and lunging into their ranks with incredible swiftness. It 
snapped at Sharwin and Emiroon before turning and winding around Arkmer, trying to constrict 
the elf and crush him. 
 “Somebody do something!” Arkmer pleaded, struggling to slip away. Brandis quickly 
aimed at the beast only to be slapped away be the monster’s tail. Taking up the assault, Chardris 
quickly blasted the Marro with several small fiery missiles. The projectiles scorched the serpent, 
forcing it back, releasing Arkmer from it grasp. Leaning over to its side, the Marro snake reached 
out to snap up another Marro pup.  
 “Not so fast!” Sharwin intervened, intercepting with an arcane bolt. The lightning 
reached the grub first, shocking it to death before arcing over to the others. Leaping from one to 
the next rapidly, the bolt destroyed all of the little living snacks, ricocheting to the snake and 
electrocuting it as well.  
 Making a horrible whining noise, the beast turned tail and dove across the room, 
splashing into the center pool and slithering down inside it, disappearing. Brandis aimed and 
waited for a while before lowering his weapon and turning to the others. 
 “I think it’s gone.” He determined.  
 “Good,” Chardris breathed a sigh of relief, “You okay, Arkmer?” 
 “Yes; I believe that my spine is still intact,” The elf replied, rubbing his back, “Yup. It is.” 
 “We should hurry.” Emiroon chimed in, “We still are only on the first floor.” 
 Brandis nodded and climbed down from their position, walking over toward the next 
ramp leading upward. The next few floors weren’t full of too many surprises, being more Marro 
infantry. It was about the fifth floor before any real progress was made. It was another 
particularly swampy room, absolutely filled with Marro. There were also more large Marro 
hounds like the one that had pounced on Brandis earlier. There in the center was a particularly 
large number of Marro equipped with dual-bladed melee weapons, crowding around a huge husk 
of flesh, jutting out from a pool of ick like a pair of Marro horns, draped with swampy goo. It 
had several bubbling egg sacs at its center, spewing out more battle-ready Marro monsters.  
 “That’s a hive.” Chardris revealed, sounding slightly alarmed as he pointed to the 
massive monstrosity, “We should kill it as soon as possible.” 
 “Ew.” Sharwin made a face, “Gladly.” 
 “How?” Brandis asked, “It’s huge.” 
 “They’re more fragile than they look; don’t worry.” Chardris assured him. 
 Once again, the elf leader formed a strategy, “Sharwin, Jorhdawn, you need to clear a 
path to it. Arkmer, Emiroon, go kill the hive. Brandis, you and me will be a short distance behind 
them, helping them out. Okay?” 
 “Okay.” 
 The Marro quickly noticed the intruders and began to move up, the gun-wielding ones 
taking the lead and beginning to open fire. Jorhdawn quickly placed a smoldering crater amidst 
their ranks, clearing a path for Arkmer and Emiroon. The two quickly ran forward, making a go 
for the hive. Brandis took a few steps forward, picking off the Marro closing in around the two 
elves.  
 Taking note of the advancing enemies, the Marro swarming around the hive broke away 
and began racing toward the elves, crowding around in a mass of bone and flesh. Another rain of 



fire from Jorhdawn cleared the way once more for them. Arkmer dove through the ravaged 
crowd of Marro and continued over to the hive.  
 This time the Marro dogs took note. They rose up and dashed over, one diving on top of 
Arkmer and knocking him over. Another dove for Emiroon, Chardris intercepting it in mid-air 
with another fire blast. The elf ran over to the hive, fending off the dogs with his sword and 
summoning Arkmer over to his side. 
 Brandis followed close, smacking one of the Marro drones down out of his way, the rest 
just standing around for some reason. He aimed and took out one of the hounds ahead, the kill 
filling the half-elf with the energy to aim and fire off faster into the hive itself.  
 The hive was teeming with life, its eggs bubbling up and spilling out onto the ground, the 
Marro pouring from its body rising to their feet, weapons already in hand. Arkmer and Emiroon 
already had their hands full as is, too many enemies around to have time for the hive. Brandis 
aimed for the hive again, cut forth by a blast of electricity blasting his back and knocking him 
over.  
 His back singed and hurting, the half-elf struggled back on his feet. Chardris hurried to 
his side, blasting away the stinger that had hit Brandis from behind and turning to fend off the 
surrounding drones closing in while Brandis recovered.  
 “You all right?” The elf inquired. 
 “Oh, I’m just dandy.” Brandis got back up and aimed again, this time a hound 
interrupting him. The dog raced up to pounce, forcing Brandis to lower his weapon and kick it 
back. Hearing a sizzling noise, the half-elf looked down, confused. The tip of his shoe was 
burning with some strange gunk, the filth eating through his boot. The dog ahead lumbered about 
a bit, coughing the stuff up from its throat, making a mess. Chardris blasted the thing away 
quickly. 
 “C’mon. This is a bad place to be.” 
 Brandis nodded and turned round the elf, firing back into the advancing swarms of drones 
behind them, allowing Chardris to advance and continue blasting the hive ahead. Arkmer threw 
down another spawning soldier, reaching over and blasting aside another one.  
 “Too many.” He panted, looking over at Chardris, “Get over here, man!”  
 “On my way!” The elf replied hastily, “Jorhdawn!! Tell Sharwin to get back downstairs 
and out of the battle; Emiroon summon Jorhdawn over to you. We’ll get the flip on these guys.” 
 Relaying the command, Jorhdawn and Sharwin backed off, Emiroon finally summoning 
the former to his side. Immediately switching gears, the elf turned around and fired back upon 
the crowds form the other side. Brandis jumped back as the explosion went off, turning and 
hurrying over to the hive.  
 The Marro swarms turned and ran back to their undefended nest, Arkmer stepping in 
Brandis’ place and beginning to pummel the attackers back, Jorhdawn continuing to provide 
support, albeit danger close.  
 Chardris and Emiroon were still working on the hive, the mammoth Marro flinching back 
upon each hit rather strangely. Finally the hive made an odd cracking sound, turning paler and 
grayer and sinking down into the swamp slightly before completely hardening. Several of the 
Marro in the room dropped dead as soon as the hive did, the rest immediately becoming few in 
number to mop up easily enough. When that particular deed was done, Jorhdawn turned her 
attention to the petrified hive, blasting it apart with another explosion spell. The thing burst into 
several smoldering pieces rather easily, the rest of its base collapsing inward on itself and sinking 
back into the swamp water.  



 “There.” Jorhdawn concluded, “It’s gone.” 
 “Yes. Onward still.” Chardris turned and began heading on over to the next path up. 
 “Hey, look! Chests full of junk.” Sharwin called over from the other end of the room, 
kicking open three chests lining the wall with total disregard for their age. 
 “Hey let me see (and when did you get back in here?)!” Brandis ran over, taking a look. 
 The eladrin was already yanking out a dusty bottle full yellow-colored potion. Brandis 
raided the next one over, finding several gold coins within. He pocketed them without hesitation.  
 Guess the currency system in this country goes way back, he thought to himself. 
 “Hey!” Emiroon shouted, “Those are old and sacred and stuff!” 
 Sharwin ignored his pleas, “Look, a Healer glyph! Named after our good friend Kelda.” 
 “Or vise versa.” Brandis pointed out. 
 “Oh, give me that.” Emiroon suffered a change of heart, “I’ve kind of always wanted to 
be a battle medic. Summon and mend, you know?” 
 Sharwin forked the glyph over, looking a little pouty over giving it up. Just then, a loud 
explosion rung through the air, coming from far outside. Chardris hurried over to one of the 
openings amidst the bark. Brandis peered out also, seeing a pillar of smoke slowly beginning to 
fume up in the air off away from the city a bit. 
 “The attack is begun—the Marro are renewing their assault.” Chardris alerted the others, 
“They know we’re in here, and they know that the elves in the city are sandwiched between 
Marro armies. They’re having a second wind: we have to hurry.” 
 “Let’s keep moving, then. Godspeed.” Brandis nodded toward the ramp ahead. 
 Not wasting any more time, they proceeded onward, clearing out room after room, slowly 
climbing their way higher into the sky. It was a long series of trials to get through, but the group 
managed to fight on without further disaster. Having to keep the pace up to indirectly stop the 
battle below kept them all pressured to fight on. 
 Nine more floors and three more hives later, they emerged onto what seemed like the 
final floor before the top of the tree. Things had gotten continuously greener as they had 
proceeded, more brightly colored leaves and even grass filling up the interiors. This room was 
still plenty swampy, however. Yet another hive sat right in the middle of the room, soaking in a 
pool of swamp water surrounded by a ring of normal-looking water. 
 There weren’t as many Marro in this room as there was in the rooms prior it, but what it 
lacked for in numbers it made up for in size. There was a massive, hulking Marro giant treading 
about in front of the hive, a normal looking Marro riding on top of it. 
 The room’s description was abruptly cut short by an unnatural call of alarm. Another 
Marro, this one carrying a large, green firearm and riding a Marro horse, was pointing over to the 
group and calling out. Instantly all the enemies honed in on their position and began to prepare 
for battle.  
 “Oh, great.” Sharwin muttered, “Give me a break.” 
 “Arkmer, with me—we’re going after that giant.” Chardris issued the orders, getting up 
and beginning to move in, “Jorhdawn, blast that hive’s scum out of our tree. Brandis, get that 
mounted guy. Sharwin, crowd control.” 
 Brandis drew an arrow and aimed, beginning to advance forward. The mounted Marro 
made a sick chortling sound and leaned forward, causing Brandis to suddenly freeze up. Unable 
to move, the half-elf shook a bit, looking around in confusion. The Marro aimed carefully and 
fired at the half-elf for a dead on hit. Sharwin moved in the way, reflecting the shot back at the 
enemy.  



 She slapped some sense back into the half-elf, “C’mon, man. Move it!” 
 Brandis shuddered a bit, “Sorry, sorry.” He aimed again and fired at the Marro, the 
enemy galloping out of the way before riding forward, returning fire at him. Brandis moved back, 
continuing to send arrows its way as the foe got closer. The horse running up, the Marro raised 
its weapon to melee the half-elf. Brandis rolled out of the way, leaping back up and taking the 
Marro down with a shot to the back of the head. The felled enemy slumped down in its saddle, 
the horse suddenly just dropping dead too. 
 “Whoa!” Brandis had about a fraction of a second to duck back down as Arkmer was sent 
flying his way. The elf hit the ground, rolling back up and racing over to the giant Marro again. 
The beast was keeping Chardris at bay, stomping at the elf’s feet and fending him away from the 
hive. Chardris backed up, sending a firebolt back at the monster in return. Simply reaching down 
and consuming a Marro pup at its feet, the creature’s wounds healed instantly and it renewed its 
assault, grabbing and throwing Chardris as well.  
 Emiroon summoned the airborne elf over by him quickly, the Marro giant beginning to 
stomp over their way. Brandis aimed and stuck an arrow right between the rampaging beast’s 
eyes. Even having an arrowhead in its brain didn’t seem to inhibit it, however, as it simply 
continued tramping forward. Brandis grit his teeth, quickly getting more problems. Another 
Marro moved up in his way, holding forth arms with long, iron claws and slashing at him. 
Arkmer rushed up and kicked it back, blasting it apart with a spell. 
 The Marro backed off, its two halves rapidly reforming into two separate enemies. The 
two new Marro raced back into battle, slashing at Arkmer and forcing the elf back. Brandis 
turned and rapid-fired two arrows into the Marro, felling them both for good.  
 “Focus on the big guy,” Arkmer advised, “I’ll cover your flank—oh, crap.” 
 A large splash ruptured from the water over by the hive, the Marro serpent reappearing 
from the torrent of water. Several Marro stopped swarming the hive and rushed close to the new 
enemy. 
 “It’s the snake.” Arkmer groaned. 
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 “Don’t got time for this!” Brandis tapped his attack glyph and held up his bow. The 
arrowhead glowed with a deep red hue, the tip seeming sharper all of a sudden. He shot off the 
bolt at the snake as it coiled around in the water, hissing. Slithering out of the way quickly, the 
monster curved along in the swamp water before diving and lashing out at Brandis and Arkmer.  
 “Argh!” Arkmer was again sent reeling as the hivelord knocked him out of the way. The 
massive beast slammed into Brandis quickly, ensnaring the half-elf and twisting around him. 
Quickly it began pressuring down on him, growing stronger by the second, waiting for him to 
tire out and stop resisting. Brandis could feel the beast crushing around him, just waiting for its 
change to snap him. Leaning down, the Marro opened up its mouth and lunged down. 
 “Don’t even think about it!!” Brandis huffed. His golden amulet lit up, lifting up in front 
of him and casting a barrier in front of him. The Marro snake’s jaws slammed up against it and 
bounced back. Recoiling in surprise, the serpent leaned back up, looking down rather confused.  
 Its distraction was time enough for Sharwin to send a liberating bolt of electricity sailing 
its way and running through its body. The snake immediately dropped Brandis and began 
slithering around, circling. 
 “Oof!” Dazed and sparking a bit, Brandis fell to the ground. Sitting up, he tore off his 
now broken scarab amulet and looked over towards Sharwin, “Thanks. Watch out!” 



 Sharwin turned and leapt out of the way, just before the Marro giant stamped down 
angrily. She backed up away from the monster, twirling her weapon. The giant rushed forth once 
more, only to have its rider knocked back a burst of magic from Arkmer. Chardris blasted it back 
in return, quickly turning his attention to the Marro serpent as it homed in on his position gliding 
low across the floor and behind cover. 
 Brandis aimed carefully, activating his glyph again and preparing to fire. He was 
disrupted again by several small energy shots whizzing past him, forcing him to duck down and 
take cover. Brandis swore and glanced down at the magic trinket, observing the deep cracks and 
dents on it with dismay before looking at who had wasted it for him. There were four Marro 
warriors entrenched by the hive, knee deep in the water and safely out of any danger range from 
an explosion on the hive from Jorhdawn. 
 “Grr!” Brandis began to fire in their direction. He felled two quickly, only to watch the 
remaining two sink into the water and split into four again, dividing in the drink without any 
problems. More dividing attackers strode forward past them, homing in for Brandis and flashing 
their steely claws. 
 “Oh, yeah. Real cute.” Brandis sent an arrow sinking into the incoming Marro. The foe’s 
head exploded just before the projectile struck it, splitting down the rest of its body and 
reforming into two. Arkmer dove in front of them, blasting one apart for good and pummeling 
the other down to the ground. 
 “Get me to those cloners in the water.” He snapped over his shoulder at Brandis. 
 “I’ll do my best.” The half-elf drew another arrow, pulling out nothing, “Oh, no.” 
 Arkmer was already diving into the thick of it, striking another divider into two before 
kicking them both away and running up to the Marro entrenched in the water. Brandis ran after 
him, smacking the dividers out of his way with his bow, keeping a sharp eye out for arrows lying 
about. He spotted a few over by the Marro in the water, where he had tried to take down the 
snake. Arkmer had leapt into the Marro bath, cracking the skull of the nearest foe and blasting 
another apart.  
 “Lend a guy a hand?” The elf jabbed another away from him, watching as they began to 
quickly split apart. Brandis ran over, abandoning the pursuit of the arrows over there and leapt 
into the fray, pounding one down into the drink and stopping its cloning process. The half-elf 
reached over and punched down the second Marro soldier. Arkmer nodded his approval and 
turned on the hive. By the looks of it Jorhdawn had ceased her assault on the hive some time ago, 
what with the giant running rampant back there and all. Arkmer cracked his knuckles and 
jumped up, beginning to give the giant monstrosity all he had to offer.  
 Brandis glanced over, seeing more stingers starting to climb out of the hive, clawing at 
the air and wrenching out their weapons. To the rear Brandis could see more dividers advancing. 
He ran up and beat down one of the stingers as it emerged from its egg sac. He quickly turned 
and kicked back a divider from behind. The other ran up to Arkmer, the elf swinging his fist over 
his shoulder and knocking it down without even giving it a glance. Brandis raced around to the 
other side, grabbing a spare arrow and using it to immediately execute another birthed stinger. 
He wrenched the arrow out and turned, facing the Marro monstrosities in the back. 
 The snake had leapt up and tackled Chardris, beginning to crush the elf with its body, 
constricting him. Sharwin was still entertaining the giant Marro, keeping her distance and 
pestering the beast with magic. Emiroon summoned Chardris out of the serpent’s grasp, 
Jorhdawn sending the snake reeling back with an explosion the second her teacher was free. 



 Writhing around in the swamp water, the snake ducked down and slithered back up. The 
Marro giant stamped at Sharwin, keeping her away and then charging Jorhdawn, trampling her 
down and away before slashing at Emiroon and Chardris. Diving back into the fray, the serpent 
entangled Emiroon and began crushing him with devastating strength.  
 Jorhdawn got back on her feet and fired off another explosive spell at the snake’s slippery 
hide, only to have the giant intercept the blast, tanking the blow and stomping forward and 
keeping her back. 
 “Arrrrghhh!!” Emiroon struggled, “Help! It’s crushing me!” 
 Brandis raced over, snatching up the arrow that had missed the serpent initially and 
enchanting it with more strength, his glyph snapping apart. Taking careful aim, the half-elf lined 
up the shot and fired at the distracted snake. The bolt whizzed through the air and sunk into the 
viper’s head, the shaft snapping through its skull and splitting out the other side, reddish magic 
spraying out with the beast’s blood. The massive snake straightened up and fell over, collapsing 
and releasing Emiroon. 
 “Take this!” Arkmer raised his staff and charged it up with magic. He held it forth and 
sent the magic welled up in his weapon ramming into the hive and destroying it. The hive’s 
destruction caused the rest of the room’s Marro infantry to die on the spot, leaving only the giant 
and the Marro grubs around it.  
 The beast was still stomping around rather unhindered by the group’s magic, reaching 
down and feasting on its own whenever it did take any real damage. Brandis and Arkmer raced 
over as soon as they could. The giant turned and faced the half-elf, roaring and reaching out. 
Brandis drew an arrow and fired off at the beast’s head, the arrow once again proving ineffective 
against the monster.  
 Arkmer ran up, pounding the monster’s knee and rolling underneath it. Brandis backed 
up, unsure what to do. Sharwin ran over to the monster’s flank, zapping up all of the Marro pups 
around the beast before throwing her dagger at Brandis.  
 “Agh!” Brandis narrowly caught the weapon. 
 “Use it!” The eladrin ordered, circling around and continuing to badger the Marro with 
more magic, “I got this!”  
 Jorhdawn blasted the giant forward, forcing the monster onto its knees. Brandis gulped 
and raced up to the injured beast. He leapt up onto its head, blocking an attack from the rider 
swinging at him with its spear.  He grasped the knife tightly and threw it into the Marro’s 
forehead. Kicking the slumped down rider off of the giant, Brandis turned and began holding on 
tightly to the beast, stabbing it as often as he could.  
 Sharwin and Chardris kept their distance, peppering the monster with bursts of magic and 
keeping it busy. Arkmer continued to race around the giant’s feet, pummeling it wherever and 
whenever possible, Emiroon summoning him to safety if things ever got sticky. The giant 
roamed around wildly, flailing back and forth trying to stomp the elves away whilst trying to get 
Brandis off of it. 
 Brandis held on tightly and continued to harass it with stabs. Finally, Jorhdawn swung 
her arm across at the half-elf, signaling him to get off. Grabbing the spear that the Marro rider 
had, Brandis rose to his feet and brought it down on the monster’s neck, vaulting off and hitting 
the ground hard. Jorhdawn promptly sent a rain of flame hailing down on the beast’s chest, 
knocking it over and finally finishing it off. Collapsing with a huge thud, the giant slammed onto 
the ground, shaking the tree a bit. At long last it was quiet again.  



 “Whew.” Brandis wiped some sweat off his forehead, handing Sharwin’s dagger back to 
her and going over to scavenge for arrows, “That was a workout.” 
 “Everyone okay?” Chardris asked.  
 “I’ll live.” Jorhdawn breathed heavily. 
 “Everyone get close and I’ll heal us all.” Emiroon proposed. 
 “Yeah, sure.” Everyone who had injuries of any sort moved within the elf’s healing range. 
Taking out the Kelda glyph, he held it up. It began to glow with a bright green light before 
breaking apart and sending waves of restorative magic everywhere. The magic wrapped around 
every person it could reach, sinking into their wounds and closing them up quickly and 
painlessly. The mending spell slowly faded away, leaving everyone perfectly healthy and 
rejuvenated. 
 “Perfect.” Emiroon nodded toward the ramp curving up to the final room, “Shall we be 
off, then? We don’t have much time.” 
 “Yes. Let’s end that monster.” Chardris took the lead forward. 
 “You coming, Brandis? You’ve got a Guardian to kill!” Sharwin asked as the group 
moved on over to the path upward. 
 “Yeah, just getting as many arrows as I can. On my way…” Brandis got up and followed 
them out and above into the final area. 
 The ramp let to the very top, a wide-open space. The path branched out in many 
directions, though the only accessible area here was a large, grassy, rectangular space in the very 
center of the tree. It was surrounded by multiple small jungle trees that had grown on the Giant 
Tree, lining alongside the massive tree’s branches. Brandis could see through some of the jungle 
brush the ground below, a long way down. The clear sky shone overhead, a refreshing breeze 
blowing through the air, the temperature surprisingly cool all the way up here. At the far end of 
the clearing on top of the tree was Ne-Gok-Sa, surrounded by a group of Marro hounds, 
apparently waiting for them. 
 The Guardian called out to them, “You made it after all! I was certain Wo-Sa-Ga if not 
Tor-Kul-Na would destroy you, but I guess they still have a long way to go to reach perfection. 
Don’t worry, I’ll recreate them later.” 
 Brandis led the group up, facing the Marro warlord, “You’ve got nowhere to go, Ne-Gok-
Sa. This is where you pay for what you did.” 
 Ne-Gok-Sa shrugged, “But who’s running? My inferior subordinates may not be good 
enough to defeat you, but I am a different matter entirely. I am an unstoppable force of evolving 
devastation, a perfect example to my Marro species below me. I’ll admit, the Marro have their 
flaws, losing both the Great War and the recent battles across this land. Even so, we will only 
advance more and more until there’s nothing you or anyone else on this planet can do to stop us. 
I am the leader of that cause, the first and greatest Marro who ever lived.” 
 He held forth his blade-arm menacingly, “So if you think you can contain me then you 
have another thing coming! I’m done acting as Othkurik’s second highest officer! It’s time to 
become something even greater… and I think that with your jewel in my arsenal this is a perfect 
place to begin expansion. Ready to join my ranks, half-elf!?” 
 “Like hell!” Chardris objected, “This is where you die, Marro scum! This holy land is the 
last place you’re going to ruin, and its unstained beauty will be the last thing you ever see.” 
 The Marro chortled, “You amuse me. We Marro are always growing exponentially. I 
don’t think you understand how uncontrollable the force you’re fighting is. You can’t hope to 



contain it, or curb its influence. And you certainly can never stop it. I suppose someone like you 
couldn’t understand.” 
 He stroked his chin, grinning devilishly, “I guess the best way would be to show all of 
you. Come and join my mind and you’ll understand everything! You need not fear death!!” 
 The Guardian turned his arm-blade, the sickly shaped weapon flashing in the light. He 
bent his other armored arm around, assuming a battle stance. His slit eyes began to glow a deep 
shade of red, his gaze becoming deeper and far more penetrating, making it hard to look directly 
into his hypnotizing eyes. Brandis aimed his bow at him, squinting. 
 “Let’s finish him,” He nodded toward the Marro, “We don’t have much time.” 
 “Oh, yeah. Jotun’s counting on us.” Arkmer remembered.  
 “Well? Come at me!!” Ne-Gok-Sa challenged. 
 Jorhdawn attacked first, holding forth her staff and sending a large fireball shrieking 
towards the Marro. Chardris fired off a firebolt right behind her. Ne-Gok-Sa took a step forward, 
both of the spells blasting into his chest, smoke flying everywhere and the ground shaking. After 
a few seconds, he strode out of the clearing fog completely unharmed. 
 Arkmer ran up towards the Guardian, twirling his weapon as he ran. Sharwin raced up 
behind him, Brandis beginning to circle around. Ne-Gok-Sa held out his arm, his Marro hounds 
racing out ahead of him. Arkmer beat down the first one and dove out of the second’s path. He 
blasted the final dog away with a burst of magic and reached the Guardian, swinging for him.  
 Ne-Gok-Sa stepped back, dodging the elf’s staff and catching his fist. The Marro then 
swung his blade, cutting Arkmer’s stomach across and pushing him back. The elf stepped back, 
dazed and stumbling. Ne-Gok-Sa took another step forward, his eyes flashing at Arkmer’s 
making a little “Zzzt!” sound. He grabbed Arkmer and spun him around and flung him back 
towards Sharwin. 
 Arkmer stepped forward and took a swing at the eladrin. Sharwin ducked down, kicking 
one of the hounds away from her before getting back up and slicing at the attacking elf. Arkmer 
blocked the attack and kicked her away, still advancing. Brandis raced up and smacked the elf 
across the face with his bow, knocking him down. 
 Hitting the ground hard and rubbing his head, Arkmer sat up again, looking a little more 
normal. Brandis nodded at him and turned to face the Guardian. Ne-Gok-Sa was already in his 
face, slashing at him rapidly.  
 “Geez!” Brandis backed off, dodging each slice. He tripped and fell over one of the dead 
hounds, Ne-Gok-Sa closing in on him. The Marro gleamed down at him, his eyes deepening and 
glowing more, as if there was a portal of crimson space deep within the recesses of his skull 
(kinda trippy looking).  
 “Join my side, Brandis.” The Guardian coaxed, raising his arm. 
 Sharwin raced up and jammed her dagger into his upper chest, grabbing the Marro’s face 
and flinging him over her shoulder. He hit the ground, rolling forward and getting back on his 
feet, beginning to stride over towards Chardris. Sharwin quickly helped Brandis back on his feet. 
 “C’mon, let’s get him.” She spurred him on. 
 “Right.” Brandis raced over toward the Guardian. Ne-Gok-Sa was ignoring him, walking 
toward the other elves, absorbing their magic as if it was harmless. Brandis raced up to him, 
shoving an arrow into his side. The shaft ineffectively bent against the Marro’s armor and tough 
skin. Still determined, Brandis hooked his bow around Ne-Gok-Sa’s neck and yanked him away 
from the others. Chardris used his distraction to blast the Guardian’s stomach, scorching him and 
dealing some actual damage.  



 “Argh!” Ne-Gok-Sa elbowed Brandis with his armored arm, reaching up and cutting the 
half-elf’s bowstring with his sword.  
 Brandis stumbled back, looking at his torn weapon, “Oh, great.”  
 Ne-Gok-Sa turned on him and jammed his fist into Brandis’ stomach, pushing him back. 
The Guardian didn’t let up, turning and slashing the half-elf’s side twice before jumping up and 
kicking him away. Sharwin finally caught up to them, ducking down and placing her hand on the 
ground, electric currents running through the ground and wreathing up around Ne-Gok-Sa. The 
volts sent the Guardian into a spasm, flinching around. Sharwin took the opportunity to dash up 
to the stunned foe and kick him away.  
 Arkmer moved in his flight path, jumping up and knocking him down to the ground. 
Emiroon summoned the elf back and Jorhdawn sent a hail of fire mortars on top of the dazed foe. 
Rising from the wreckage, Ne-Gok-Sa cricked his neck.  
 “Ah, much better!” He ridiculed, “I was a little achy back there.” 
 Chardris blasted him back, the Guardian blocking and only skidding away a little. 
Sharwin rushed in through the smoke and slashed his body across, grabbing his face and 
slamming him against one of the numerous trees lining the battlefield. Jumping up again, the 
eladrin kicked him in the side of the head, sending him reeling back towards the center of the 
area. Brandis raced up and leapt up into the air, bringing down his heel in a kicking motion. Ne-
Gok-Sa blocked with both his arms and flung Brandis back, struggling to his feet and dusting 
himself off. 
 Sharwin sent another arcane bolt bounding towards the Guardian, shocking him again 
and immobilizing him. Brandis, not wasting any time whatsoever, engaged his dark form. His 
worthless bow transformed in a burst of darkness into a sleek, sharp sword. A shield with a 
spider design formed on his other arm. Within a few seconds, the half-elf had taken on a drow-
like appearance. He rushed up to Ne-Gok-Sa while the Guardian was immobilized, beginning to 
hack and slash the Marro up with incredible speed.  
 Ne-Gok-Sa backed up further and further, the blade cutting through his flesh and 
clanging up against his near-impenetrable armor. Brandis continued to rush him, attacking like a 
whirlwind of steel. Everyone else kept their distance and watched as the half-elf berserked on the 
Marro warlord. Finally, Brandis slammed both of his weapons down on Ne-Gok-Sa, knocking 
him to the far end of the clearing and slamming up into a tree. The darkness surrounding the 
half-elf disintegrated, leaving him exhausted and normal. 
 “You okay, there?” Sharwin ran over to him, giving him some of the yellow potion she 
had found. It restored some of his energy, but he still felt a little fatigued (plus it tasted old). 
 “I’m all good,” He coughed, looking over at the Marro at the far side, “Did I get him?” 
 Sharwin didn’t reply, looking over at Ne-Gok-Sa too. It was quiet for a while. 
 Then he twitched. 
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 “Heh heh heh…” Ne-Gok-Sa chuckled, getting on his hands and knees, “Your dark 
form’s powers are impressive. Drow have the potential to be very strong. But they wear out after 
time. I’m only getting stronger and stronger. So what are you going to do now?” 
 Some of the Guardian’s wounds opened up more, parts of his guts spilling out onto the 
ground and forming two sloppy puddles in the grass. After a while, the Marro’s wounds closed 
and the puddles beside him began forming up, rapidly shape-shifting into two massive Marro 
skeleton dragons. Ne-Gok-Sa rose to his feet and held forth one arm. The pair of skeletal dragons 



began marching forward rapidly, stopping and raising their wings high into the air before leaping 
into the sky.  
 The first landed with a crash in front of Sharwin and Brandis, reaching down and 
chomping down at the two of them. Sharwin grabbed Brandis and leapt back, out of the way of 
the deadly bite. The second dragon turned in midair and landed behind the elves, swinging down 
its head and snapping at them. 
 “Ack!” Emiroon hopped back and summoned the others to him. Unwaveringly 
continuing its assault, the dragon jumped up in the air, its wings slowing its descent. It raised up 
its head and in a rapid, fluid motion, slammed its head down on Emiroon, smashing the elf down 
and into the air. He hit the hard ground, groaning and unable to get back up. 
 “Split!” Arkmer called, running around and away from the beast. Chardris leapt back and 
blasted the dragon several times, the flames wreathing through its bones and searing the monster, 
forcing it back.  
 Ne-Gok-Sa strode forward slowly, gradually advancing toward the group. 
 Brandis broke free of Sharwin’s grasp, getting to his feet and running around the dragon 
in front of him, still recovering from his dark form. The beast roared at him, vaulting up into the 
air and bounding down upon him again. Brandis rolled out of the way, narrowly dodging the 
boney dragon smashing down onto the ground behind him, nearly cratering the spot with the 
impact.  
 “Brandis, you idiot!” Sharwin raced up behind him, slicing the back of the dragon’s leg 
and sending electricity arcing up its spine. The beast made a horrible bellowing sound and leapt 
back. Sharwin ran over and helped Brandis to his feet. 
 “Let me stop you there.” Ne-Gok-Sa coldly advised over the eladrin’s shoulder.  
 “Oh!” Sharwin whirled around, slashing back at the Marro. The Guardian blocked her 
attack with his sword, leaning forward and sending a little spark forward into her eyes. She 
slumped over for a second, suddenly jerking around and slashing for Brandis. Brandis leapt back, 
surprised, evading another attack from the mindshackled eladrin and then diving out of the way 
again as Ne-Gok-Sa made a stab for him. 
 “Ah!” Brandis threw himself forward, right before the dragon jumped back down on him, 
smashing him out of the way. He struggled back up, looking over his shoulder at the Guardian, 
his friend, and the dragon looking over at him, “Give me a break!”  
 The second dragon crashed down near on top of Jorhdawn, the elf retreating back over to 
Chardris and sending an explosive towards the beast. It sailed into the dragon’s ribcage before 
exploding, the skeletal creature bursting apart, making a bone-rattling, cringe-worthy shrieking 
noise as it shattered.  
 Ne-Gok-Sa nodded towards the elves, his other dragon springing high into the air and 
flying down toward them. Sharwin rushed towards Brandis, stabbing at him swiftly. The half-elf 
backed up, dodging each blow narrowly. She lunged forward, taking a slice at him. Brandis 
quickly evaded, grabbing her wrists and throwing her against a tree. 
 “Sorry about this…” He grabbed her again and slammed her head against the trunk. She 
slumped down, groaning a bit and rubbing her head. Unfortunately, Brandis wasn’t given much 
time to celebrate his friend’s recovery, as Ne-Gok-Sa lunged in after him for the kill. He stabbed 
the half-elf in the side, his sickly blade slicing through Brandis’ flesh with cold efficiency. 
Brandis clutched his bleeding side and backed away from the Guardian, trying to keep his 
distance. Ne-Gok-Sa grinned and lunged after him, stabbing repeatedly in his direction. Brandis 
slipped and tumbled over, Ne-Gok-Sa pointing at the fallen archer and signaling. The Marro 



dragon cawed and leapt backwards toward the half-elf, leaning down as it flew and opening up 
its toothy jaws.  
 “Yipes!” Brandis scrambled up and dove out of the incoming beast’s flight path, the 
monster slamming down on the ground behind him and sending him reeling. Brandis grabbed his 
bow tightly in his hand and backed off from the monster. Snapping at the half-elf ferociously, the 
dragon began to advance on him, its maw gaping and drooling. Brandis took a step back and then 
lunged back, smacking the Marro across the face with his bow.  
 “Graaw!” The dragon turned its head back, rearing up and preparing to chomp down on 
its prey. A bolt of lightning shrieked through the air and slammed into it as it lunged down, 
completely shocking it apart. Its bones shattered and its remains collapsed on the ground, the 
beast defeated. Sharwin breathed a sigh of relief, standing over behind the monster with one arm 
held forward, still sparking a bit.  
 Ne-Gok-Sa chortled, backing up and drawing more of his guts out and onto the ground. 
He flicked his wrist, splashing down three splats of his blood onto the floor in front of him. More 
Marro began clawing their way out of the ick, three small heads poking up. They rose out of the 
Guardian’s gore, rising up on spinal chords giving way to more Marro. A trio of the monsters 
formed out from the goo, on top of three strange horse-like creatures. They all wielded the spines 
like whip-like weapons, swinging them about in the air as they stood waiting on their leader’s 
command. 
 “Go, my Grok Riders!” Ne-Gok-Sa pointed to Brandis, “Smash their skulls open!” 
 The Guardian lunged for the half-elf, rushing forward and stabbing for his chest. Brandis 
sidestepped the attack, only to be forced to duck down as the Marro warlord took a wide swing at 
him, moving his sword-arm quite swiftly. One of the riders galloped up to Brandis, swinging 
down with its weapon and clocking the half-elf in the head with it. The weapon’s skull collided 
with Brandis’ knocking him over and dazing him quite a bit.  
 The rider’s mount reached forward and snapped at him, its wolf like, and yet strangely 
reptilian mouth chomping down almost on top of him.  
 “You can struggle all you want.” Ne-Gok-Sa jeered, “You’ve all already been marked.” 
 Another Grok Rider swerved in behind Brandis, smashing the archer from behind and 
sending him reeling forward. Brandis’ whole body throbbed from the blow, and as he struggled 
to get back up and recollect himself the third Marro was running in for the kill.  
 Chardris knocked the monster from its ride, blasting it with some more magic as he 
rushed to Brandis’ side. Ne-Gok-Sa sneered and signaled his remaining cavalry to charge. They 
rushed forward, racing up to Chardris quickly. Jorhdawn stepped in the way and blasted them too, 
holding forth both her hand and slowly forming another explosive spell in them.  
 The Marro burst forward from the smoke, still alive. They careered into the elf apprentice, 
knocking her over and circling around. Chardris sprinted up to them, one of the cavalry forcing 
him back with a swing of his bony weapon. Swinging it all the way around, the skull smacked 
into Jorhdawn’s back and knocked her into the other’s swing. She collapsed onto the ground, 
breathing heavily. Ne-Gok-Sa strolled up to them, gleaming.  
 “There are a lot of you.” He noted, looking around, “I could use your crowd control.”  
 Jorhdawn’s eyes glared, “Take your offer and shove it. You can’t use me now.” 
 She thrust her spell-clad hands onto the ground, triggering the explosive magic danger-
close. A massive ball of fire swelled up from around the elf, engulfing her and the Marro 
surrounding her. Reeling back, singed and seared, the cavalry flew back and collapsed, melting 
back down. 



 “Graaaaahh!” Ne-Gok-Sa sailed back up into the air, shielding himself with his armor 
and hitting the ground hard. Jorhdawn collapsed down, badly burned and no longer breathing. 
Chardris ran over to her side, glaring over at the Guardian and beginning to charge up some 
magic of his own. Sharwin ran over to Brandis, giving him the rest of her potion and helping him 
up. 
 “C’mon,” She gestured, looking over at Ne-Gok-Sa, “We’ve got to help.” 
 “I can only do so much with a broken bow.” He admitted, rubbing his throbbing head as 
the pain subsided and his stab wound sealed up. 
 “What, the bowstring?” She snatched the weapon, “Gimme that. I’ll fix it.”  
 “How?” He inquired, getting up on his own. 
 “I’ll use my some of my own hair,” She replied sweetly before cutting the sarcasm, “I’ll 
fix it, you idiot just get in there!” 
 “Right.” Brandis turned and faced the Guardian, joining Chardris. The elf was already 
preparing to rain hell down on the Marro with a vengeance. Arkmer raced over and held up his 
fists, preparing for battle.  
 “Graaaaahh!!!” Ne-Gok-Sa slammed his arms into the ground, more of his body seeping 
off of him. An aura of reddish-gold energy began to flow around him, his eyes and armor slowly 
becoming a golden color. He shouted again and slammed his arm down, pounding the earth (well, 
technically not earth, but you know…). Two additional Marro dragons erupted from the ground 
beside him, both roaring in unison and spreading their torn, black-webbed wings. Moving at the 
same time, the pair of skeleton monsters leapt up into the air, flying down towards the group. 
Chardris narrowed his eyes, clenching his fist tight around the magic he was storing. 
 “I’ve had it up to here with you Marro!” He spat, holding forth his arm and firing the 
spell he was saving at one of the beasts. The firebolt slammed up into its ribs, flames splashing 
off of the magic and wreathing around the dragon, burning it down to ashes and destroying it 
instantly.  
 Brandis activated his dark form once again, grabbing his sword and shield and leaping 
into the air. He bashed the dragon with his shield and then proceeded to slash it to pieces rapidly 
in midair. He landed close to Ne-Gok-Sa, the skeleton dragon behind him splitting apart as if its 
joints had simply stopped holding the bones together.  
 Ne-Gok-Sa grimaced, yanking his golden sword-arm out of the ground and lunging for 
the half-elf. Arkmer sprinted in and caught the blade with his staff, flinging the Marro over his 
shoulder and slamming him into the ground.  
 “Argh!” Ne-Gok-Sa sprung up, only to have Brandis slam into him. The darkened archer 
began to slice the Guardian to pieces. Slicing cleanly through the Marro’s sinew and bones, 
Brandis beat him down, working with Arkmer to combo him back and forth. Ne-Gok-Sa lunged 
back, stabbing at Arkmer. The elf gracefully slid out of the way, revealing Chardris behind him, 
charging another fireball in his hand. Both elves blasted the Guardian down, burning and 
bruising him further.  
 Brandis silently lunged in from behind and kicked him into the air, leaping up and 
slashing him up midair. He kicked off of the Marro and flew back, slipping back into his normal 
form. A knife flew through the air and struck Ne-Gok-Sa as he fell, Sharwin leaping in and 
claiming the weapon. She sent several volts of electricity streaming through him before yanking 
out the dagger and leaping back. She tossed Brandis his bow, replaced with a new, green string. 
Brandis looked closely at it. It seems she had replaced the string with one of the large, narrow 
leaves form the jungle brush around them, twining it until it was string-like enough to work. 



 “Man, this won’t work.” He complained at the eladrin, “Switching it out like that’s gonna 
mess up my bow.” 
 “You can get a new one.” She offered, “This is Elf City, you know. It’s not like that one 
didn’t need replacing and all.”  
 “But I like this one.”  
 “Too bad.” 
 Brandis took a deep breath, still recovering from using his dark form. Ne-Gok-Sa was 
getting up, somehow still alive and well enough to keep fighting. Chardris blasted him again, 
firing off another flame spell at the Guardian.  
 “Oh, no you don’t!!” Ne-Gok-Sa blocked the spell with his armor and then burst back 
into battle, slashing at Chardris rapidly. Chardris stumbled back, receiving several cuts to the 
side and to his face. He skidded back, wiping some blood from his cheek.  
 Arkmer dashed back into the fray, swinging for the Marro warlord. Ne-Gok-Sa blocked 
his attack, cut him down to the side and grabbed him. Sharwin hurriedly raced back up to the 
Guardian.  
 Ne-Gok-Sa saw her coming, head-butted Arkmer down to the ground and left him there, 
and began to advance on the eladrin, flashing his golden blade. He raised up the weapon-
appendage as she neared, only to be blasted back to the side from Chardris again. Growling with 
rage, the Guardian rose and dashed up to Sharwin.  
 Sharwin sliced at Ne-Gok-Sa, her blade catching against his armor. He lunged back and 
stabbed at her, the eladrin yanking her weapon out and weaving between his blade and his other 
arm. Slamming into him, she managed to knock the Marro back and jump away from him, 
sending another arcane bolt jolting through him.  
 “Argh!” Ne-Gok-Sa only had time to shout before Chardris blasted him to the side again, 
rapidly approaching him.  
 The elf neared Ne-Gok-Sa, glaring down at him, “This is for what you did to Ulginesh, 
and the rest of my friends.” 
 “Gah!” Ne-Gok-Sa hissed in a far more Marro-like manner, snapping his head forward 
like a snake and sending another little jolt from his eyes to Chardris. Freezing up, Chardris stood 
there, his fiery hand still extended at the Guardian. Ne-Gok-Sa laughed cruelly, his glowing 
yellow eyes piercing into Chardris’ as the elf began to shudder and twitch. 
 “Your efforts are fruitless, elf!” The Marro cackled, “It doesn’t matter what manner of 
conviction you posses, or what willpower you try to fight me with! I am exponential! I am 
beyond you—Ahh!”  
 Chardris cut him off by finishing casting his spell, blasting the Marro back and colliding 
with one of the trees at the far end. Taking a gasping breath, the elf clutched his chest and fell to 
one knee, breathing heavily. 
 “There…” He huffed, “I bested you, you monster.” 
 Ne-Gok-Sa glared back up at them all, his eyes burning with a deep, seething rage.  
 “GAAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!!!!” He shrieked, slamming his arms down to the ground. 
Large portions of his body dripped off of him, rapidly forming into four skeleton dragons around 
him. Wrenching his hands back from the soil, Ne-Gok-Sa pointed to the group ahead of him, 
“Su-Bak-Na! Kill!”  
 The dragons all roared together, preparing to jump into the fray. Brandis rose to his feet, 
grabbed four arrows from his quiver and took aim with incredible speed and precision. He pulled 
back an arrow on his repaired bow, stringing it all the way and firing. 



 The projectile sailed through the air and slammed into the first dragon with such force 
that it instantly died, its bones bursting apart and falling to the ground. The kill filled Brandis 
with the energy to keep going, aiming and taking down another the same way. He rapidly aimed 
and fired off, destroying all four of the beasts in rapid and deadly succession. 
 Yanking out a final arrow, the half-elf aimed and, with all the strength he could muster, 
let the shaft fly. The bolt whizzed through the air and punched through Ne-Gok-Sa’s armor, 
sinking into his center. 
 “Ah…” The Marro gazed down at the wound, “No… not possible… not me… No, not 
me… We, we Marro. We’re constantly growing exponentially! We cannot be bested, or stopped.” 
 The Guardian rose to his feet and stumbled about, reaching out and groping at the air as if 
there was some invisible object he could not grasp, “We’re never slowing down or giving way. 
We just keep improving. We never stop improving. We’re exponential! I guess… we’ve finally 
reached our limit. Impossible… simply impossible…” 
 He tumbled forward and collapsed, beginning to melt down into goo. Brandis’ arrow 
stood alone amidst his melting armor and flesh. The icky sludge continued to boil down and sink 
into the ground, the tree sapping it up like rainwater until there was nothing left of him. The sixth 
Guardian of Othkurik was dead. 
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 Brandis breathed a sigh of relief, finally lowering his bow and relaxing a bit, only to jolt 
from the sound of Pelloth clapping behind him. Whirling around and raising up his bow again, 
the half-elf faced the drow, who was standing over by the entrance from the tree below. The 
Guardian stopped applauding and smiled devilishly. 
 “Well done, Brandis. You showed him up, that’s for sure.” He gestured to the arrow 
sitting in the ground where it had struck the final blow to Ne-Gok-Sa. 
 “He messed with my friends and bragged about it.” Brandis concluded, “So I thought, ‘eh, 
what’s one more impossible feat?’” 
 “Indeed! The Marro are not so easily uprooted.” Pelloth put his hands behind his back, 
“Of course, Lord Othkurik already knew of his planned treachery, so we sent him out for 
slaughter. We knew you would not falter. Now both of us are relieved of another potential threat. 
That just leaves one thing left…” 
 “I was thinking the same thing.” Brandis challenged.  
 Pelloth frowned, glaring now at the half-elf, “Indeed.” 
 The drow backed off slowly, “Your battle against the Marro and Wulsinu is won—you 
should assist in cleaning this place up and regrouping. Have your day for now, the age is already 
mine. But I’d like to see you worms squirm and struggle before you perish. In your eyes, fate is 
with you—how little you understand. Don’t worry though, before you perish, I will help show 
you. Do not weep over your fates, for on your backs will stand an empire greater than you could 
ever conceive, and the Earth shall smile upon it. Isn’t that great?” 
 With that he took off again, vanishing into a puff of black smoke and disappearing. 
Brandis frowned and lowered his bow, turning to Sharwin and Chardris. Sharwin sighed and 
blew some of her hair out of her face, wiping off her dagger with her coat. Chardris walked over 
to Brandis, leaning on his staff. 
 “I’m going to go get help. If what they say about the Marro hierarchy is true, then those 
below will die without their precious warlord and hives. Can you keep watch until I return with 
assistance and some Sturla potions?” 



 “Okie dokie.” Brandis nodded, “We’ll make sure nothing bad happens.” 
 “Thanks. I won’t let anyone else perish today. Not needlessly like this.” With that, the 
red-cloaked elf took off, hurrying down the ramp below to get to the city. Brandis took a deep 
breath and walked over to Sharwin, slumping down on the ground and gazing out at the amazing 
forest view before him. 
 She looked down at him, “Big day, huh? Another one bites the dust.” 
 “Whew—yeah, glad it’s over for now. What an adventure.” Brandis looked at his bow. 
The tightly wound cord it now possessed had worked, but was bending the bow itself a bit 
(sturdy as it was). He’d need a new one for sure. Sharwin sat down next to him. 
 “Why you lookin’ so down, Brandis?” The eladrin inquired, “We won! Yaaay.” 
 “Not without loss.” He muttered, “We’re lucky no one else perished besides Ulginesh 
(unless Chardris takes too dang long with those potions). No one else had to perish, anyway.” 
 “I only met him that one time.” Sharwin pointed out, “But he was in your head ever since 
then, I suppose. You must have talked more.” 
 “Yeah. We talked a lot. I kind of liked him. He helped me sound more smart to everyone 
who couldn’t hear him.” 
 “I’m sorry he had to die.” She murmured. 
 Brandis sighed, “I just didn’t think I’d be the one who killed him. Jorhdawn said that he 
could’ve lived a lot longer if nothing bad happened. And yet when it does, just like with Master 
Woo, there’s no way we can bring him back or save him. Figures.” 
 “…Brandis. Those people died, but both of them died passing the torch of responsibility 
onto you. They weren’t opposed to the idea of not living anymore because they knew you’d take 
up the mantle of defending this country from Othkurik.” She told him. 
 “But I feel directionless without people like them to guide me.” 
 “Then maybe that’s why they knew that their death would have real meaning to you—a 
reason to keep fighting. They fought to keep Ensterek free and her people safe. And well, right 
now, you’re the one doing just that. There are a lot of people who need you right now. You’ll 
fight for them, right?” 
 He chuckled a bit, “Ah, jeez. What did all you people do in this country before I walked 
into the spotlight?” 
 “Oh, shut it. We’re all just being pulled into your conflict with Othkurik over those stupid 
jewels. Everyone you know is just as foreign to this whole mess as you are.” 
 “Alright, alright.” Brandis stared out at the river off in the distance, “Still, I hope I never 
have to fight or kill any of my friends ever again. I don’t know how I’d pull through without any 
of them.” 
 Sharwin was quiet for a few seconds before responding, “You’d pull through for sure. 
You’re a tough guy. ‘Course, you are useless without me.” 
 “Gee, thanks.” 
 “Don’t deny it! You’re a stammering dolt without my help!” 
 “Well, you’re a yappy, arrogant… I don’t know… rude… person.” 
 “Words like poetry, Brandis.” 
 It was quiet for awhile before she rekindled the conversation, “Hey, Brandis.” 
 “What’s up?” He asked. 
 She waved her hand around in front of her, “Do you ever wonder if all of this is, well, 
worth it? Like if it’s really the right thing to do?” 
 “What do you mean?” He probed. 



 “Like how the Emperor Shade and Pelloth put it. If Othkurik’s just trying to impose order 
and unity, putting things together after the Great War and settling differences.” She sounded a bit 
more serious. 
 “Of course not!” Brandis scoffed, “All he cares about is power, and all those Guardians 
want is revenge! Besides, with officers like Ne-Gok-Sa and a lot of those other Guardians, how 
am I supposed to believe monsters like that want order and peace? The whole lot of them are evil, 
simple as that.” 
 “I guess your right,” she figured, “They’d probably snuff out the rest of us as soon as 
they were in power.” 
 “Probably,” he leaned back, “I’d never give up to them. I trust our side a heck of a lot 
more, and everyone I know wouldn’t give in to them for a second. Neither will I.” 
 “There’s always going to be a loser,” Sharwin stayed sitting upright, “Sometimes the 
same loser either way. It’s sad…” 
 “What?” Brandis glanced over at the eladrin, “I don’t understand.”  
 “Forget it. You’re too dense.” She reached over and knocked him on his forehead. 
 
 After awhile, Chardris finally returned with several elf archers and some potions. He 
hurried over to his comrades and began issuing out proper healing to them all. One of the elves 
walked over to Brandis, offering him and Sharwin some potions also. He nodded at Brandis. 
 “Chardris told us the news. The battle below is won, and the Marro are eradicated from 
this holy place. Jotun sends you his many thanks.” 
 “Oh.” Brandis drank up some of the provided healing drinks, gulping down a red potion 
quickly and feeling much better, “No problem. Glad to help, but I’d like to have a word with him. 
If that’s alright.” 
 “Sure thing.” The elf soldier replied, “He’s waiting for you down there. You can return to 
him; we’ll secure the tree and make sure everything’s alright and untouched.” 
 “Sounds good.” Sharwin rose to her feet, “Let’s get out of here, Brandis. I’m sick of this 
place. I’m sure we could all use some rest.” 
 Chardris walked over with his revived and restored squad of elves, “You’re ready to go? 
We did it.” 
 “I knew we’d pull through!” Arkmer punched at the air, “Take that, you Marro freaks!” 
 “Just tell me they’re all gone for good,” Emiroon rubbed his forehead, “I’ve had all I can 
take with those abominations.” 
 “Don’t worry,” Brandis assured him, “We’re good to go.” 
 The walk down was a simple enough task. All of the Marro filth and corpses were gone, 
leaving the tree’s insides looking much better. Several squads of elven troops were in the highest 
floors, making sure everything was okay. Brandis hastily made his way down the tree, trying to 
get back to Jotun as soon as he could. He’d had his fill of adventure for one day, and he was 
ready to kick back and relax, at least for a little while. Even so, he had one last thing to do before 
he could throw in the towel or whatever.  
 

* Side Story * 
 

This is an extra portion that adds to the overall story, as well as holding significant importance 
for the second ThunderStorm. However, it doesn’t strictly speaking have real impact on the plot 

of this tale. As such, it can be skipped over without consequence (skip to page 171). 



 
 “Finally!” Brandis dropped down onto the first floor of the tree. It was still musty, but the 
half-elf could smell the fresh air not too far off. Daylight pouring in from the exit far off down 
the hall, the group began heading over in that direction. Something caught Brandis’ eye as he 
walked, however.  
 “Hm?” He glanced over at the entrance to the lower levels in the corner. The way was no 
longer sealed, the barrier simply gone and the path downward revealed. Brandis stopped in his 
tracks and nodded over towards the path, “Wasn’t that all blocked off before?” 
 Emiroon nodded, “Yes it was… could it have been the Marro?” 
 “Newsflash—they’re dead now.” Sharwin reminded the elf, “What could have done that?” 
 “I don’t know…” Jorhdawn argued doubtfully, “Jotun instructed us not to go down there.” 
 “If it’s a threat, then it cannot be ignored,” Chardris decided, “We ought to give it a look.” 
 “Well, okay.” Brandis turned and began heading over towards the dark stairwell. It was 
pitch black down there, absolutely no light coming in from any direction. It was also deathly 
quiet. The darkness and stillness gave Brandis a few chills running down his spine, but he knew 
if there was a threat that it had to be dealt with. He cautiously began heading on down. 
 It was extremely stuffy down there, the path to the tree’s roots having been sealed until 
recently. Brandis coughed and looked around, the others beginning to catch up to him. It was still 
too dark to see. Quite unsure how to deal with the problem, Brandis simply stood there, glancing 
this way and that.  
 Suddenly, a small flame lit up in the center of the room. It hovered in the air, a single ball 
of fire lighting up most of the room despite its size. A low voice spoke, sounding out throughout 
the lonely area, the half-elf unable to detect where it was coming from. 
 Brandis… 
 “Hello?” Brandis looked around, gazing back at the eerie fire lighting the room. 
 Brandis… the voice whispered again, follow the light, Brandis… 
 “I dunno,” Sharwin warned, “It’s usually a bad idea to follow the light.” 
 “I think we should.” He determined, “May as well.” 
 He began to walk over toward the fire. The room was very similar to the rooms above, 
only more winding and dusty. There was an abundance of swamp water on the floor as well, and 
of course not a bit of light save for the flame. As Brandis approached, the ghostly blaze floated 
back, lighting up the areas further ahead and downward. Chardris began to cautiously follow, 
leading his companions alongside Brandis. 
 The next room was no different from the first. The flame floated on ahead to the center 
and glowed brightly, illuminating the murky dark. As it did so the swamp water on the ground 
began to churn, vipers somehow still living rising up out of the mud and writhing about.  
 The voice spoke once more, Defeat them, Brandis… 
 Brandis quickly whipped out his bow and aimed. It was difficult to line up a clear shot 
properly in the darkness, but he managed to target suitably enough. Jorhdawn quickly blasted a 
whole group of the snakes out of the water, causing the tree to shake a little. 
 “Careful Jorhdawn!” Chardris warned. 
 “Sorry!” His apprentice apologized, trying to tone down the explosives a bit. The snakes 
burst forth, rushing up quickly and coming to life in a heartbeat. Sharwin took a step forward, 
dodging the first viper to lunge at her. The eladrin caught the monster by the tail and electrocuted 
it, the lightning jumping from the serpent to the others rapidly, polishing the rest of the beasts off 
in a hurry. 



 Good… the floating flame continued hovering on ahead slowly. 
 “Hmph!” Sharwin boasted, blowing some of her hair out of the way of her eyes, “Too 
easy, I say.” 
 “I don’t think it’s a contest…” Emiroon reminded her. 
 Brandis waded his way through the icky water, going on ahead, “Come on…” 
 The fire led the way further down, going through deeper and deeper wooden chambers 
built into the tree’s roots. Once again, the spark stopped and floated upward, lighting up the 
room more. Several wisps floated about in the room, stopping as the group entered and 
beginning to form ghastly bodies. The specters formed up into humanoid beings and looked over 
towards the half-elf and his friends. The fire glowed brightly and the voice spoke. 
 Defeat them, Brandis…  
 The ghosts drew swords and bows, beginning to prepare to fight. Brandis gulped and 
aimed again, hoping to get a shot in this time. All of the phantoms gazed over at him, suddenly 
all raising their weapons in unison.  
 “Erk!” Brandis lowered his bow and leapt back, a few spectral arrows whizzing past him 
and disrupting his aiming. Chardris quickly raised up his staff and sent a fireball hurtling towards 
one of the ghouls. The magic blasted the ghost and destroyed it instantly. The other spirits with 
blades rushed forward, closing in on the group. Arkmer stepped forward and blasted one into 
nothing with a quick burst of magic. He grabbed the other and dispatched it swiftly with a close 
engagement strike. 
 The third dove for him, slashing him across the shoulder and stabbing forward rapidly. 
Emiroon stepped forth, summoning his comrade behind him and slashing the attacking 
apparition down with his sword.  
 Brandis quickly aimed and shot down another ghost archer, Sharwin moving close to his 
side and intercepting more oncoming arrows with her reactionary spells. Using the kill as fuel to 
keep pushing, Brandis whipped out another bolt and fired with lightning speed. The shaft sailed 
clear through the phantom, causing it to dissolve into thin air.  
 The final archer floated up and swerved around, drawing a ghastly dagger and rushing 
forward up to the pair. Chardris simply turned and blasted it down midair with another firebolt. 
The room fell silent once again. Glowing brightly, the flame at the room’s center swelled and the 
voice spoke again. 
 Good… This way… 
 With that, the fire took off slowly, inching further down the halls. Brandis shrugged and 
followed, making sure to collect his arrows since they were technically used to slay nothing 
(don’t want to waste ‘em). The half-elf continued trailing the mysterious fire, Sharwin catching 
up to him as he walked. 
 “Hey—are you sure this is a good idea?” She asked, looking over at him with concern. 
 “I don’t know. It knows my name and stuff.” He replied dumbly. 
 “I dunno, I’m starting to have second thoughts…” Arkmer confessed, looking around. 
 “Yeah, this place is creepy.” Jorhdawn agreed. 
 “This area is very sacred.” Emiroon explained, “It was not made for the living to tread on. 
We are not welcome here, I suspect.” 
 “Not the way that flame’s making it sound.” Brandis argued. 
 “I do feel like it’s calling us down here.” Chardris admitted, “Whatever it wants, let’s get 
it over with quickly and report back to Jotun. We succeeded here, we shouldn’t dawdle.” 
 “All right, all right—just a little while longer.” Brandis stalled, still hounding the flame. 



 They pressed onward. It was a long walk—the ghostly kindle leading ever downward. 
Finally the flame led the group into a large hall. It was much better kempt than the rooms before, 
flattened out and without swamp water. Massive doors were on either side for quite aways, a 
door at the end of the hall standing open. The flame floated inside. 
 Brandis curiously strode in. It was a large open room, very cube-like (unlike the other 
rooms in the tree) and empty. There was a large raise at the far end of the room, like a stage 
almost. The flame floated up to a small pillar on that stage, alighting on top of it and lighting it. 
The room once again was illuminated and a strange, warm glow filled the room slowly. The area 
around the raised area grew brighter and the corners of the room grew dimmer. Energy seeped 
into the pillar like the dust particles in the air.  
 Slowly a large wisp floated up from the floor and hovered above the flame. It formed into 
a transparent, bodily shape, turning slowly into a large dragon. It was rather stubby, larger as it 
was than Othkurik, and had a thick body and limbs. Its wings folded down to its back, 
undoubtedly very big when spread. The ghastly dragon was a green color, a deep yellow-golden 
glow emitting from its eyes.  
 It took shape and floated down to the ground, landing on the floor without a sound. 
Brandis gazed up at the beast, amazed at what he was seeing. The dragon-ghost returned the stare, 
looking down at the half-elf, particularly his jewel.  
 Fight, Brandis… the voice spoke again, Prove your worth… 
 “Huh?” Brandis looked at the dragon, confused, “Fight? You?” 
 Fight… The dragon reared up, raising its wings and slamming its front legs down onto 
the ground, making the tree and ground shake. Its eyes peered down at Brandis again, and it 
began slowly moving towards him, its body becoming less and less transparent as it walked. 
 Brandis gulped and drew an arrow, “If you say so…” 
 The dragon, looking perfectly real now, pounced forward and stamped down at the 
ground in front of the half-elf, forcing him back. Brandis stumbled and quickly fired an arrow off 
into the dragon’s hide. Moving suddenly swiftly, the dragon lunged out of the way and smacked 
him down with its tail.  
 “Oof!” Brandis skidded backwards, reeling from the incredible force of the counterattack. 
 The dragon did not relent, kicking up its wings and leaping forward at Chardris and his 
friends. The elves quickly scattered, Chardris racing around behind the giant beast and leaping 
up on top of the raised area at the far end of the room. He raised his staff and sent a fireball 
hurtling towards the dragon. The spell slammed into the beast, the flames wreathing around its 
scales and hardly denting it at all.  
 Jorhdawn caught up to him and sent a second flaming spell sailing towards the ghostly 
opponent, the blast having a similar minimal effect. The dragon dove up into the air and crashed 
down on top of them, swinging its tail around and lashing out at the dazed elves. 
 “To me!” Emiroon quickly summoned them over to him, Arkmer taking the lead and 
racing up to the dragon. He stopped several feet away from the beast, sending small magic 
projectiles flying out into its side with his staff. The dragon backed up a bit, absorbing the blows 
with ease before bounding forward and trampling down the elf, knocking him aside effortlessly. 
 Brandis grimaced at the dragon’s unstoppable tenacity. He quickly aimed and fired off an 
arrow into the monster’s side, the bolt punching through its scales and sinking into its flesh. The 
attack still only caught the beast’s attention however, and it began closing in on him. Brandis 
winced and aimed another shot, firing off at the incoming dragon. 



 The monster spread its wings, buffeting the projectile off into the air easily. Brandis took 
off, racing around the slow moving enemy and trying to get away from it. Sharwin darted up past 
him and dove for the beast, sending an arcane bolt running along the ground alongside her and 
jolting up the dragon’s leg. The monster glanced over at the oncoming eladrin, simply absorbing 
the electricity without much consequence.  
 Sharwin leapt up into the air, landing on top of the beast and beginning to stab it violently, 
holding onto its neck like a leech. The dragon turned, lumbering around a bit as if it did not care 
about her before flinging her off with its massive, powerful wings. 
 “Ack!” Sharwin was flung into the air and then smacked back down to the ground by the 
dragon’s trunk-like tail.  
 “Sharwin!!” Brandis shouted, alarmed. He didn’t have much time to worry about her, 
though, as the dragon leapt over her and landed in front of him. The creature lashed out, 
snapping at him with its powerful jaws and stamping down at him, trying to knock him over. 
Brandis leapt back, trying to get away from the fast-moving monster to a safer location. Not 
letting up, the dragon jumped forward, turning and trying to slam its body into the half-elf, 
swinging at him with its tail. 
 “Woah!” Brandis stumbled and rolled away from it, Arkmer running over to his side and 
yanking him away from the frenzying beast. 
 “Careful, man!” The elf snapped at him, “That thing’s like a dragon martial-artist (I 
didn’t think I’d ever be saying those words together)!” 
 The ghostly wyrm leaned forward, attempting to bite down now on the yellow-cloaked 
elf. Another ballistic fireball blasted the monster’s maw back, Chardris already charging up 
another spell. 
 “Keep your distance!” He warned, “Don’t try to fight it head on!” 
 The dragon ducked down, beginning to float up into the air without flying. Its green 
scales began to glow a light blue, almost white color. It opened its mouth and seemed to breathe 
in energy from the air. Flying up from the pillar, the flame swerved around the monster, glowing 
bright blue as well. In a split second all of the energy concentrated and climaxed, a huge beam of 
white light firing off from the dragon’s open jaws, blasting Brandis and the elves back with 
unparalleled power.  
 “Ugh…” Brandis struggled back to his feet, quite dazed and winded from the blow. He 
was amazed that he was still even alive after that. The dragon alighted back onto the ground, 
folding its great wings and simply staring over at the injured group. Brandis staggered back to 
his feet, dusting himself off and taking out another arrow.  
 The dragon leapt high into the air and slammed down on top of him, flinging him back 
and away. Brandis rolled along the ground and rose back to his feet, coughing. The ghostly beast 
stared over at him, Chardris and Jorhdawn interrupting it with a barrage of magic to its side. 
Turning, the dragon faced them and roared, beginning to float up into the air again. Brandis 
quickly aimed and fired, sinking an arrow into its side. 
 Falling back to the ground, the dragon ceased its attack and began stomping over towards 
the half-elf. Brandis gulped and backed up. Leaping forward, the dragon pounced down on him a 
second time, turning and swiping at him with its tail before springing at him again. Brandis 
clumsily dodged each attack, firing another arrow into the beast.  
 “That’s it—stall!” Chardris advised, continuing to pelt the dragon with magic along with 
the others. An explosion shook the tree, detonating on top of the beast. The dragon turned, an 
arcane bolt jumping into it and shocking it all over. Brandis yanked out a handful of arrows and 



leapt onto the beast’s back, firing them off one by one into its spine. The dragon looked up and 
snapped at him, Brandis counterattacking with his bow and firing an arrow down on the majestic 
creature’s skull. Roaring, the dragon flung Brandis off of it and vanished.  
 It reappeared over by the pillar, beginning to grow transparent again. The little flame 
burned brightly inside of it, its voice calling out again without the dragon needing to open its 
mouth at all. 
 Good… You fight well indeed, half-elf. You and your friends… 
 “Why were we fighting at all?” Brandis couldn’t help but ask. 
 “Why did you show hostilities towards us… Charos?” Chardris pried.  
 Your guess is spot on—I am indeed Charos. Or, what’s left of his spirit. 
 “Just his spirit’s that tough?” Arkmer shrugged, “Guess I shouldn’t be surprised.” 
 Forgive my apparent enmities, Charos spoke in a quiet, but rumbling voice, My spirit is 
naturally guarded against you, Brandis. You have something of great power dwelling within you, 
but I see that you have grown strong. I needn’t have worried. 
 “My being a half-elf?” Brandis guessed. 
 You think I’d be so troubled over such trifles? No, it is something else.  
 “You’re so naturally guarded, why’d the way open up on our way down?” Sharwin 
objected, “It was sealed off—you inviting us or something?” 
 Yes… The dragon confirmed, I knew you had entered here, smoking out the minions of 
Othkurik. I wished to speak with you. 
 “Oh.” Brandis was surprised, “Well, I’m here.” 
 You have posses something of great power. Charos gazed down at him, Something 
Othkurik does not possess. It is a strength of courage, friendship, and undying willpower. 
Othkurik believes that the only thing that makes you strong is my jewel in your possession, but he 
is wrong. You must stop him, Brandis—you will stop him, I know this. You will defeat him not 
because of any strength of tooth and nail, but rather the strength within you. That is your edge 
over the black dragon, your secret weapon he will never possess.  
 “Uh, thank you.” Brandis stammered, not sure what to say. 
 I wanted to give you my blessing. Not blessing your jewel, but you yourself. I give you 
power, the strength you will need to overcome the challenges facing you. For I sense that you 
have within you the ability to defeat him, and do what I could not. I fight beside you, from within 
your soul. You have the blessing of a great dragon. 
 He began to slowly fade away, Now go… the living world outside this place needs you to 
continue onward. I cannot slow you down any longer. Go onward… Brandis Skyhunter… 
 Before long he was gone, the light slowly burning lower and lower until it looked like 
any other flame, barely burning brighter than a candle. Brandis stared at it, reaching down and 
looking at his jewel. 
 “Not within this, but within me, huh? Hmm…” He mused. 
 “You have a rare and sacred blessing, Brandis.” Chardris looked over at him, “To have 
Charos summon you here and speak to you directly. It’s almost unheard of.” 
 “Yeah, great.” Sharwin brushed it off, “How do we get out of here without that little 
guiding flame thingy?” 
 “Chill out,” Chardris frowned at her, “I’ll light the way. We’d best not linger here, 
anyhow.” 
 “Sorry—I’m understandably a little worn out.” The eladrin apologized. 



 “Aren’t we all?” Brandis put the gem away and began heading over towards the door, 
“Yeah, let’s get out of here. Lead the way, Chardris.” 
 The group walked out and headed on back up the silent path, going back up to the ground 
level. Brandis glanced over his shoulder as he walked, looking back towards the darkness behind 
him. He could still faintly hear the dragon’s whispers as he walked, echoing in his head almost 
silently. 
 Brandis… Never stop moving onward… 
 The half-elf closed his eyes and took a deep breath, turning back and heading on ahead 
right behind his friends. The resting place remained undisturbed, once again fading back into 
complete darkness and silence. 
 

36 (cont.) 
 As soon as he left the tree and got his feet on actual land, Brandis shielded his eyes from 
the setting sun, making his way over to Jotun. The giant was patiently waiting for him over in the 
middle of the road leading through town. He nodded as Brandis approached. 
 “It took you a long time, half-elf.” He rumbled. 
 “Sorry,” Brandis dusted himself off, “A lot of work to do in there.” 
 “No, no.” The giant apologized, “I am most grateful to you. You have defeated the foul 
Guardian, and with him the Marro threat. We couldn’t have done it without you.” 
 “Defeated as the Marro threat is (or are?),” Brandis pointed out, taking advantage of the 
favor-giving, “The threat of Othkurik looms even greater in the distance.” 
 “Ah, I see. You have come here to recruit us to your cause.” Jotun mused, “Now that the 
forest is safe from Othkurik, we could choose to hide in our jungles as we had planned to do. 
However, dire as the situation is, I am indebted to you now. And I understand one of our wisest, 
Ulginesh, has died today fighting the black dragon’s forces. As he and his apprentices did not 
hide in our forest waiting this war out, neither will I. In his honor and in our gratitude to you, I 
offer my hand in Othkurik’s downfall. My armies are yours to command. I will travel to 
Sohenberg as the leaders of the other kingdoms have done.”  
 “Thank you.” Brandis bowed a bit, “I think we could use your help for the final push.” 
 “Very well.” The giant agreed, “Call on me when you need my strength. We will fight.” 
 He reached down and held out another pouch for the half-elf, “Also, take this in addition 
to my services for my gratitude. I believe you have earned it, slaying the Guardian and all.” 
 “Thanks again. Oof!” Brandis took it, having trouble holding it with all its weight. He 
opened it to find it full of gold coins—a whole bunch of them. 
 Jotun pointed, “There is a place for you to stay if you like over there. I’m sure you’re sick 
of being inside trees, but this one is more cozy I assure you.” 
 “Thanks.” Brandis repeated, beginning to head over, “We should go in the morning, but 
I’ll gladly stay the night here.” 
 “Of course,” the giant acknowledged, “Go on ahead.” 
 
 “So.” Sharwin put her hands on her hips, looking around, “This is our room?” 
 “It’s kind of small.” Brandis stated the obvious. It was indeed a little smallish, consisting 
of a simple bedroom carved into one of the large trees making up Elf City. It had a fireplace in 
the corner, the chimney weaving up and out of one of the branches, surrounded by brick (still 
seemed like a fire hazard), and all the other basics that come to mind when you think of a 
lodging.  



 Brandis walked over to a cupboard and laid his bow down on it. He had taken his bow to 
one of the shops before they had arrived here, making sure to get it repaired properly, exactly 
like it was before.  
 “Yeah, we do sometimes use the better forest leaves to twine bowstrings,” The elven 
repairman had told him, “But it’s better left to an expert. I’ll get you a studier string that won’t 
break so easily and tune it properly. The string is the heart of the bow, really.” 
 “Yes.” Brandis had replied dumbly, “I’m an archer my whole life.” 
 The elf gave him a cynical look as he handed the repaired weapon back over, “…I can 
see that.” 
 Brandis patted the weapon affectionately before setting down his quiver and the rest of 
his equipment. He pulled out his jewel and looked at it for a moment before putting it back and 
returning his attention to the situation at hand. 
 “There’s only one bed.” Sharwin complained, looking over her shoulder at the open door 
behind her. Jotun peered back through. 
 “Oh, sorry.” He apologized in his deep tone of voice, “I just figured, ah… you see, we 
don’t get many visitors to the city. So our inn is rather basic. Sorry to inconvenience you. You 
can manage, I’m sure.” 
 The giant quickly reached up and shut the door, escaping from the conversation. Sharwin 
sighed and walked over to the bed, looking down at it. Brandis cleared his throat. 
 “So, what are we going to do?” He asked. 
 “Oh, don’t worry,” She assured him, “I’ve got an idea…” 
 “Oh, good. What’s your plan?” 
 

37 
 “Ugh…” Brandis yawned and stretched, rubbing his back. His whole body ached from 
sleeping on the floor all night. Sitting up, the half-elf glanced around. He didn’t see Sharwin 
anywhere, but he could see sufficient enough lighting coming in through the windows to know 
that he should probably get up. 
 Sharwin opened the door poked her head in, “Good. You’re up. C’mon, let’s go!” 
 Brandis rubbed his eyes and waved a hand at her, “Alright, okay. Give me a second.” 
 He got to his feet and got his things together, freshening up. The battle yesterday had left 
him rather muddied and bloodied, and if he was going to finish off Othkurik and his remaining 
forces, he’d at least want to look good doing it. 
 Once he was finished, the half-elf walked on outside, looking around for his friends. 
Sharwin was over by Chardris and the other elves down on the forest floor, chatting it up. 
Walking down and over to them, Brandis pointed back toward the river. 
 “Shall we get going, I guess?” He asked. 
 “Yeah, sure.” Sharwin conceded, “I’m sick of this place (no offense, guys).” 
 Chardris tapped the ground with his staff, “About that, Brandis. I’m afraid that we won’t 
be going with you on the way back to Sohenberg. We must remain at our home and help rebuild 
it, for now.” 
 “Oh, okay.” Brandis shrugged, “I guess that makes sense.” 
 “Don’t worry,” The elf reassured him, “You’ll still have Jotun’s aid when you need the 
forest elves to help you fight Othkurik. And I’m sure we’ll meet again soon enough.” 
 “Yeah,” Emiroon nodded, “We’ve got your back, Brandis.” 



 “Alright then,” The half-elf relented, “I suppose Sharwin and I are off to Sohenberg. Now 
that we’ve got all of Ensterek’s kingdoms allied against Othkurik, we can finally finish him off.” 
 “Well, I wish you luck then,” Chardris offered a hand, “You’ve been a good friend to me 
and my companions ever since Master Woo had us meet. I’m sure he’d be proud of your 
progress.” 
 “Thanks. I’m sure Ulginesh is proud of what his students did to defend his home.” 
 “Aye. See you two later, then.”  
 “I believe you mean three.” Mogrimm strolled up and joined the group, “I was wonderin’ 
how long you were plannin’ on taking, Brandis. Our job’s finished, then? The Marro are 
eradicated and all.” 
 “About time you showed up,” Sharwin crossed her arms, looking down at the dwarf, “We 
could’ve used you back there.” 
 “Hey!” The dwarf barked, “I was told to secure them docks and that’s exactly what I did!” 
 “I know,” Brandis acknowledged, “Don’t let her rain on your parade; everything worked 
out for the better. Shall we get going, now that the three of us are here?” 
 “Yep.” Mogrimm turned and began leading the way down to the docks, “See you elves 
some other time, eh? Oh, and Brandis, I think I’ll be splittin’ up with ya when we reach 
Romenus—I’ve still got some treasure callin’ my name back at them whatsitcalled ruins.” 
 “’Kay, ’kay… greedy dwarf,” Sharwin shrugged, “At least you helped up until now.” 
 “See you guys later.” Chardris waved, “I’ll be there to get at least one good spell in on 
that blasted dragon before this is all over, rest assured. You save a slice for me, you hear?”  
  
 The half-elf left his elven comrades behind and followed Mogrimm and Sharwin down 
the paths to the docks, from there taking the treacherous river back to Romenus. It was a long 
journey as much riddled with adventure and thrills as the way to Elf City had been. Luckily no 
one was injured seriously or what not, and the group safely returned to Romenus.  
 Brandis parted ways with the dwarf and returned to the government buildings to let 
Marcus know of his safe return and told the Roman general to go to Sohenberg. With that, the 
half-elf and eladrin returned also to the elven city, safe and sound.  
 Sohenberg was its usual bustling self, even more crowded than before. Elves, Kyrie, and 
Men of all sorts were hurriedly going this way and that, preparing for battle. Syvarris was by the 
balcony at the far end of the courtyard, waiting for the half-elf along with Concan’s two Kyrie 
superiors. Empress Kiova and Jotun were now waiting there as well, the leaders forming a small 
council. Marcus walked over towards them, turning once he reached the group and facing 
Brandis. He tapped his sword on the ground. 
 “Well?” He inquired, “What happens now, Brandis? We’ve all gathered under one flag, 
ready to retaliate against the enemy who has wronged us all.” 
 Brandis walked over, shouldering his way through the crowds until he was with the other 
leaders, Sharwin following closely. 
 “We fight.” The half-elf decided, “We’re going in for the kill. Othkurik’s as cornered as 
he’s going to get.” 
 “He still has one wall of defense left.” Syvarris pointed out, “His armies, against ours.” 
 “Without their leaders, they’ll be less orderly.” Sharwin argued, “He’s only got two 
Guardians left to command an army meant for eight. Besides, we have an army big enough to 
challenge them.” 



 “It will be a big, horrible battle.” Kelda countered, “And if there is serious threat, then the 
dragon will hide in Drow City, deep within the caves of Mount Bejottin.” 
 “I know.” Brandis admitted, “But I’ve got a plan.” 
 Syvarris looked over, looking a bit surprised, “A plan?” 
 Brandis held up his hands, clenching one fist and moving his other hand around it, “Well, 
it goes like this: you all rally up your armies and move out to fight Othkurik, past Romenus. 
He’ll send out his armies to defend. You keep it a stalemate, making sure fighting is minimal—
just keep them out of hiding and in the open. While you’re doing that, Sharwin and I will go 
around and sneak into Drow City using the cave networks around it, right? We’ll go in there 
while its empty and defeat Othkurik!” 
 Syvarris stroked his chin, “Hmmm… It’s certainly possible. But you’re sure you can 
defeat him by yourself?” 
 “Sure thing!” The half-elf argued, “I’ve beaten him before, and his last two Guardians are 
both sissies. I can do it, no problem.” 
 Sharwin seemed strangely proud of his idea, “Yeah, we can do that! There’s like a 
gazillion tunnels around there, they won’t catch us coming in. It’ll be a cinch!”  
 Syvarris nodded, “Well, if you insist. We will provide a distraction to keep Othkurik’s 
forces out in the open while you sneak in and finish him off. Consider it done.” 
 “We can certainly give it a try,” Raelin concluded.  
 “Tis a good idea, I say.” Jotun agreed.  
 “Thanks. An original concept, by me.” Brandis bragged. 
 “Well then.” Marcus nodded toward everyone moving about in the square, “Shall we 
ready everyone for battle? We’ll need to give Othkurik a show of force he’ll have to respond to.” 
 “Yes, of course.” Empress Kiova agreed, “We’ll move out on your word, Brandis.” 
 “Okay…” Brandis looked around and was quiet for a few seconds, “…uh, move out.” 
 “Right.” Syvarris stepped forward and began issuing commands to all the soldiers, 
starting to get the wheels moving. Brandis stood there and watched for a few seconds before 
Sharwin tapped him on the shoulder. 
 “Hey,” She reminded him, “We should get ready too. We’ve got a lot of money, after all.” 
 “Oh, yeah.” He looked over towards the market, “I guess it couldn’t hurt.”  
 He had over thirty coins from Jotun, so money was no object. The market had plenty of 
items for sale, and the half-elf wanted to stock up on good stuff before they set out. Apparently, 
Sharwin already had her wish list sorted out. 
 “I want that defense glyph—it’s one of the real nice ones,” She pointed to one and then 
another, “And I want that wound glyph—could be useful. And I do suggest we have at least one 
potion for each of us.” 
 “Yeah, sure.” Brandis picked them all out, “How much is that?” 
 The merchant read off the names and prices rapidly, “Glyph of Jalgard, seven coins. 
Glyph of Wannok, four coins. Two double-serving yellow potions, twelve coins. Twenty-three 
total.” 
 “Fine.” Brandis paid up and took all the junk.  
 “Now what do you want?” Sharwin inquired. 
 “I don’t know—I’ve only got about ten coins left (goes faster than I thought).” He looked 
around, seeing if anything in particular caught his eye. Naturally he was always keen on a Sturla 
potion, but tragically he couldn’t see one.  



 One particular trinket did catch his eye. It looked quite like an arrowhead, with runic blue 
carvings in the side. It looked like it could be of great use to him. 
 “What is it?” The half-elf asked the shopkeeper. 
 “Glyph of Ivor.” The merchant replied, “Enhances your range capabilities. You’ll feel 
like you’re firing lasers instead of arrows. Perfect precision. Four coins.” 
 “Definitely,” Brandis looked down at another glyph, a strange grey and orange glowing 
artifact, “And what’s this?” 
 “Oh, that?” The dealer looked down at it, “Now, that is a very unique item, that is. It’s a 
glyph of Augers. That’ll have you really be firing lasers. Makes your projectiles ethereal and 
gives you special vision. You’ll be able to see and shoot enemies through walls and darkness 
with that. It can come in handy quite a bit.” 
 “How much is it?” The half-elf inquired.  
 “Well, its pretty rare, so… seven coins.” 
 “I’ve got six.” 
 “Well, sorry.” 
 Brandis rubbed his eyes, feeling sorry for himself, “Well, I guess that means that there’s 
only one thing to do… I just didn’t want to have to do it. Oh, jeez.” 
 He looked over at the corner of the marketplace. The town ninja resided over there, his 
table already set up and the masked conman already looking back at him. Brandis groaned, 
feeling sick to his stomach. He walked over, hanging his head and summoning the courage to 
take the ninja on. 
 “Look…” He began, holding up a coin. 
 The ninja instantly swiped it clean out of the half-elf’s hand with lightning fast speed. He 
held it up, the shiny currency gleaming in the light. He slammed the coin down on the table and 
began jabbering on as if nothing had happened.  
 “Welcome, customer! We have four games to play, four chances to win big! You could 
win anything from one to ten coins in a single play! Whaddaya say?”  
 “Look, just give me the easiest to win game—I only need one coin!” Brandis snapped, 
narrowing his eyes at the trickster, “I’m not afraid of you.” 
 “Oh, ho!” The ninja grinned under his mask, “As you wish!” 
 He tossed another coin on top of Brandis’ and put a cup over them, beginning to swap it 
with another, empty cup at an incredible speed. Brandis watched the two move around, trying 
with all his concentration to keep his eyes on the one with money under it. Beads of sweat 
formed on his forehead, the half-elf not blinking for a second. 
 The ninja swapped faster and faster, his hands becoming a blur. Brandis bit his lip and 
continued to watch. The ninja cackled and moved faster, sawdust kicking up from the table. 
Suddenly he stopped, the two facedown cups sitting on the table, completely mixed up. There 
were several scrapes on the stand and the dust settled back down on it. The ninja leaned back, 
proud of his work. 
 Oh no, Brandis thought, I lost track… I’ll have to guess… He shakily reached out and set 
his hand on the one on the left. Biting his lip more, he moved his hand to the right, then back. 
The ninja chuckled. 
 “Hohohoho… go on, pick one. You could be a winner! Yes, fufufufu…” He gleamed. 
 “I could be a winner!” Brandis countered, “And you make stupid noises when you laugh!” 
 He reached over and chose the one on the right, pulling the cup up into the air and 
looking down. There, on the table, was a pair of coins. He’d done it! 



 “I did it!” He shouted, “I finally did it! Take that, you cheapskate!” 
 He grabbed the coins and quickly pocketed them. The ninja swore and kicked his table 
over, shouting with rage. 
 “Nooooo! You were supposed to lose! Dang! Blast! Freaking—” He went on yelling, but 
I’m not comfortable writing down the phrases he chose to use. Brandis pointed and laughed. 
 “Ha! Looks like you’re down a coin! How’s it feel?” He taunted. 
 The shinobi pointed back, rattling his other fist in the air, “You may have won today, but 
it is you who is still in the hole for losses! And you’ll never get those losses back unless you 
play! Again!!” With that, he threw down a smoke bomb and vanished. 
 “Hmm!” Brandis adjusted the collar on his coat, “I showed him! That glyph is as good as 
mine, now.” 
 Feeling proud of himself, Brandis turned and walked back to the merchant waiting for 
him. He slammed the coins down onto the counter, nodding. 
 “I’ve got it now.” He boasted, “Can I buy that glyph?” 
 “Sorry.” The shopkeeper replied, “Just sold it.” 
 “What!?” Brandis was devastated, “Are you kidding me!?”  
 “Yeah, I’m kidding ya. Here you go, heh.” The merchant handed the glyph of Augers 
over to him, taking the money in exchange. Brandis breathed a sigh of relief. 
 “Thank goodness,” He pocketed it, “Don’t do that to me, man.” 
 “Just pulling your leg. Come again.”  
 Brandis turned and walked back over, looking for Sharwin. The eladrin was over by the 
street leading back to the square, staring off into space. Brandis strode up to her and held up his 
glyphs. 
 “Look. I bought stuff.” He prided himself. 
 “Oh, yeah—about time.” She returned her attention to him. 
 “Sorry about the wait. I had to win a coin from the ninja.” He explained. 
 “I heard you two yelling your heads off from all the way over here; I know.” She turned, 
“We should get going, yeah?” 
 “Right. No time to lose.” He followed her out.  
 Syvarris saw them off, “We’ll be right behind you most of the way. Don’t you worry.” 
 “Good, I know where to go.” Sharwin explained, “This’ll be a snap for us.” 
 “I’m sure it will.” The elf commander agreed, “I have to admit, you two have changed 
me. Sonlen couldn’t have been more wrong—Sohenberg… no, this country, needs more people 
like the two of you. We’ll all be rooting for you out there.” 
 “Don’t worry,” Brandis told him, “We didn’t come this far just to fail. We’ll stop him.” 
 “Then off you go. Godspeed.” 
 The two of them set out after that, heading to the pass between Romenus and the Desert 
Mountains and around to Mount Bejottin, heading for the caves leading to Drow City at the far 
end of the mountain. 
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 Mount Bejottin was the second largest mountain in Ensterek, and it was the biggest 
before Nilfheim created the Glacier Mountain. For a majority of the day the mountain cast down 
large shadows to the valley beneath it, pitching some areas in total darkness towards the end of 
the day. Drow City was hidden on its South side, connected to the mountain by a web of tangled 



cave networks. Othkurik’s lair was hidden deep in the tunnels past the city, concealed in the 
mountain. 
 Brandis looked over his shoulder one last time at the lines of soldiers dotting the horizon 
on the far end of the swamps. The allied legions had followed him and Sharwin closely on the 
trek Southeast and were now waiting, keeping the regions around the mountain boxed in and cut 
off from the rest of the country. Countless rows of Romans and Sentinels stood guarding a carpet 
of archers and gunmen. To the South the Imperial guards of Empiritet dotted the mountain, their 
wings, swords, and spears silhouetted against the fading sky. The silent tension strangled the 
cool mountain air. All eyes were on the half-elf, waiting for him to enter the mountain. It was 
Brandis’ move now. With a single step the ranger would both start and end a war at once. Mount 
Bejottin welcomed him into its dark foot. 
 Sharwin cautiously snuck along, passing by several of the empty tunnels until she 
reached a specific one not too far off from the city. She stopped here and pointed down the dark 
passageway. 
 “Here we go.” She whispered to Brandis, “This will lead to the city, and then to Othkurik.” 
 “Yeah,” Brandis peered down into the darkness, “You ready?” 
 “Yup,” She paused, “Y’know, this’ll probably be our last mission together if this works.” 
 “…I, uh, I guess so (and since when were these ‘missions’?)” Brandis figured, rubbing 
the back of his head, “I suppose we’ll be done with all this. It feels like forever ago that we 
started doing this whole thing—now I don’t know what I’ll do after.” 
 “You don’t have a clue what you’ll do?”  
 “I guess not. I hadn’t really thought about it much…” 
 “C’mon, let’s go.” She began leading the way down into the tunnel, “If this is our last 
duet together, let’s make it look good, you know what I’m sayin’?”  
 “Yeah, sure. Let’s get ‘em.” 
 Brandis followed the eladrin into the cavern, drawing an arrow and holding it down to his 
bow, creeping in quietly and casting suspicious glances here and there. It quickly became dark, 
almost impossible to see, until the cave’s path slowly lit up again, glowing plants and rocks 
illuminating the way forward, beams of light here or there piercing through the ceiling and 
shining down onto the floor. Occasional droplets of water hung from the ceiling, falling and 
making loud dripping noises into small puddles on the floor. There was some growth in the cave 
other than the bright glowing plants, carpeting certain parts of the floor with a deep green color. 
It was all rather serene, actually. 
 There were two trolls over at the far end of the path, standing guard by the looks of it. 
Brandis’ glyph shined brightly and the pair of monsters began glowing in the half-elf’s eyes—
illuminating them in the darkness. They both noticed the intruders and began marching over, 
ready to attack. Sharwin smirked and swiped the air with her dagger, lighting shooting out from 
the weapon and arching into one of the monsters, electrocuting it and then jumping to the other 
and back. It zapped both of the creatures two or three times before letting up. 
 One groaned and fell to one knee, clutching its body and slowly starting to heal. The 
other stomached the blow and continued forward, still willing to fight. Brandis aimed and fired at 
the downed one, his arrow sinking into it and knocking it down. Brandis quickly aimed again and 
took down the beast with a second bolt, finishing it off before it had time to regenerate. 
 Sharwin dodged out of the way as the remaining troll smashed its weapon down on the 
ground, trying to crush her. The eladrin whirled around and sliced its side, jumping back quickly. 
The beast gazed down at its wound, not seeming too worried about the minor blow. 



 “So you think you’re tough, huh?” Sharwin whipped out the wound glyph she had 
purchased earlier and held it up, the glyph glowing a sickly green hue before bursting completely, 
leaving behind an aura of magic the same color. The spell flowed about in the air for a second 
before rushing at the beast and forcibly sinking into its skin. Roaring, the monster backed off, 
dropping its weapon and clawing at its hide. After a few seconds wounds ripped open across its 
body, like scars ripping open easily. The monster fell down, making a horrible racket until 
Brandis finished it off with an arrow to its head. Sharwin dropped the pieces of the broken glyph 
onto the ground and started going on ahead. 
 “That’s what I thought.” She concluded. 
 “That’s… useful.” Brandis walked after her, looking down at the monster’s corpse before 
wrenching out his arrow. Sharwin shrugged. 
 “It depends on how strong the enemy is.” She explained, “I doubt it’d work very well 
against a serious opponent.” 
 “Oh. Figures.” 
 The path curved on up ahead, beginning to wind along. Brandis followed Sharwin down 
the rocky terrain, keeping his eyes peeled. As he did so, he caught sight of three drow further 
down the next hall, their bodies lit up like flames. His glyph of Augers was letting him see the 
foes ahead through the wall.  
 “Shh. Drow.” He alerted his eladrin friend.  
 “What? Where?” She asked, her eyes darting around cautiously. 
 “Further ahead. I can see ‘em with my glyph.” 
 “Well, can you do anything about them?” 
 “I think so,” Brandis raised his bow in the enemies’ direction, his glyph glowing and the 
bolt beginning to transform. It was enveloped in a transparent light-blue aura, changing it 
dramatically. Brandis fired into the wall, the arrow sinking into the stone and going straight 
through it, piercing the oblivious enemy. Brandis watched the foe collapse, drawing another 
arrow and firing at the other one quickly. 
 Sharwin watched him fire the magic bolts through the cave wall, amazed. The projectile 
dropped the second foe just as easily, the third backing up, confused, and beginning to run away. 
Brandis reached down and tapped his range-enhancing glyph, and then aimed. He closed one eye 
and with expert precision, fired the arrow through the wall. It sailed off quite a ways, quickly 
felling the third enemy from a most impressive distance, especially with there being a wall 
between them and all. 
 “That’s really something.” Brandis looked down, admiring the glyph. 
 “I’d say.” Sharwin agreed, “You be sure to make good use of that one.” 
 They moved on ahead, moving through the tunnels hurriedly. Although there was still no 
shortage of enemies in the cave, Brandis and Sharwin made quick work of most of them quite 
easily. True to their word, the two of them advanced through the caves quickly and stylishly. The 
path wound onward and onward, the beautiful albeit dark scenery going on for what seemed like 
forever. Brandis figured that they had to be getting close, though. He knew that they had started 
off not too far from Drow City and so he guessed that the path leading to the fortress must be 
nearby. They plodded onward. 
 After a long time, the two reached an open room. It was a single path, leading on across 
and into a circular area before continuing on into the next room. The center had a beam of light 
pouring down, illuminating the small area. The rest of the room was cast in total darkness. 
Brandis strode out to the center area, glancing around before slowly raising his bow. He could 



hear things moving about in the darkness, glints of steel shining in the pitch black and pairs of 
eyes gleaming out at him. A host of lights lingered in the darkness, enemies illuminated by 
Brandis’ glyph beginning to slowly advance forward. 
 Drow… I hate drow… Brandis thought, taking aim. Sharwin twirled her dagger in her 
hand, looking out at the dark elves moving about in the shadows, circling around like vultures. 
 “There’s got to be at least thirty of them.” She estimated, “Really hit the jackpot, didn’t 
we Brandis?” 
 “Look, you picked out this tunnel, not me.” Brandis criticized.  
 “Aw, c’mon! We can take ‘em.” 
 “Then you’ll lead.” 
 “Okay, fine. Bring it on!” 
 Four drow dashed out of the darkness, swords and shields raised. Sharwin instantly lit 
them up with an arcane bolt, electrocuting three of them to death on the spot. Brandis fired an 
arrow at the fourth. The drow blocked the shot, bursting into darkness afterwards and 
reappearing behind the half-elf. Brandis whirled around, his eyes seeing the bright yellow and 
orange heat signature of the enemy and elbowed the drow in the face, knocking it down and 
finishing it off quickly.  
 Turning, Brandis got a good view of all of the drow with his glyph of Augers. There were 
an awful lot of them roaming about in the shadows, circling around and gazing back at the half-
elf. Brandis raised his bow and imbued the arrow with the glyph’s power, transforming it into a 
transparent bolt and firing it off. The glowing projectile sailed through the darkness and sunk 
into another foe, felling it instantly. The other dark elves scattered, five or six racing around and 
into the light, rushing towards the group. 
 The first was a chainfighter. It raced up to the two and lunged forward, trying to bring its 
weapon down on them. Brandis sprung back and out of the way, turning and firing off another 
Auger arrow into one of the rushing enemies. Sharwin sidestepped and swiftly grabbed the chain, 
electrocuting it with her hand and sending several volts arcing into the drow, killing it off 
quickly. She immediately leapt back up, slamming her hand into the ground and sending two 
more streaks of lighting bounding up into the air and striking another pair of drow, finishing 
them off. 
 The last two rushed up, slashing for Brandis, he ducked down, avoiding getting cut across 
the chest. He jumped back up and knocked the drow back with his bow, spinning round and 
knocking the other back. The first would not let up, running back and stabbing for the half-elf. 
Brandis dodged and grabbed the drow, turning and flinging it at Sharwin. She caught the dark elf, 
kicking its sword out of its hand before cutting it down with her knife. She caught the sword and 
dove after the other one, slashing it down quite easily. 
 She dropped the drow blade and caught another foe lunging at her from behind, 
electrocuting it and kicking it back, turning and throwing her knife into its forehead. Brandis 
aimed another Auger arrow and fired over her shoulder, felling another foe in the darkness. 
 “Grah!” A second chainfighter ran out from behind the half-elf and took a wide swing for 
him. Brandis ducked down, avoiding the whip-like weapon. The chain moved on past him, 
slamming into Sharwin and knocking her over. She struggled to get up, only to have a second 
drow bring its sword down on her. 
 “No you don’t!” She snapped, raising up her arm and blocking the blade, a bright blue 
aura appearing between her hand and the weapon. More electricity arced up from her hand and 
retaliated against the dark elf, knocking it down and out of the fight. The drow chainfighter 



swung around his weapon, trying to bring it back down on the eladrin. Sharwin blocked that 
attack with her defense glyph too, eradicating the assailant with another counterattack spell. She 
rose to her feet and walked over, yanking her dagger out of the corpse she had thrown it into. 
 Half of the drow vanquished, the remaining dark elves continued to circle around, 
another pack of six rushing forth. Brandis hastily drew more arrows, giving them his glyph’s 
powers, and quickly took out two. He was forced to back up as the rest neared him, one lunging 
for the half-elf and then beating him back with his shield. Brandis spat out some blood and 
backed off, the drow slicing him across the chest, albeit only a grazing blow. His chest burning 
with pain as well as poison, Brandis stumbled back, coughing. 
 The drow ran forward again unrelentingly, jumping into the air and bringing his blade 
down. The dark elf was intercepted by one of Sharwin’s arcane bolts jumping off of another 
drow, shocking it and knocking it down to the ground. Brandis hastily finished it off with an 
arrow to the head, and then quickly took a swig of the potion he had bought at Sohenberg. His 
wound closed up rapidly, the poison vanishing from his bloodstream. Sharwin grabbed the arm 
of the final drow in the squad, tripping it over and stabbing it down, killing it off quickly. 
 The remainder of the drow rushed into the light, all of them running in unison up to the 
two intruders. Sharwin turned on them and threw her dagger into their ranks. It sunk into one of 
the drow, lighting arcing off of it and striking down two more.  
 Brandis aimed and fired an arrow at the closest one he could see. The drow ducked down, 
vanishing into a mist of shadows before springing back up, slashing at the half-elf. 
 “Yipe!” Brandis backed up and kicked the drow back, aiming again and taking out 
another one farther out. Sharwin sprung into the rest of the foes, making a go for her weapon. A 
drow stepped in her way and slashed at her. The eladrin slid out of the way gracefully, reaching 
up and punching the drow in the stomach. Buckling down, the drow gave way, Sharwin grabbing 
its shield and striking it across the face with it. 
 “Die, here!” Another drow slashed at the eladrin’s back, managing to land a hit on her. 
 “Ow!” Sharwin rolled forward, grabbing her knife and rising to her feet, gritting her teeth. 
 The drow advanced on the injured eladrin, clanging his sword against his shield. Brandis 
hastily disposed of the attacker from afar, lowering his bow quickly to defend himself. Sharwin 
nodded her thanks at the half-elf and leapt away from the other two drow. She lunged back, 
sending an arcane bolt rattling through one and jumping to the other. The second drow 
intercepted the lightning with his shield, blocking the spell.  
 “Gotcha!” Sharwin ducked down and lunged in while the drow was distracted, jamming 
her blade up into him, yanking the weapon out and kicking him down.  
 Brandis smacked the final drow in the face with his bow, kicking him back towards 
Sharwin, “He’s all yours!”  
 She dashed forward and finished off the last enemy with a hasty stab, dropping the drow 
and wiping off her weapon, looking around at all the bodies.  
 Brandis looked around too, “Thirty, right?” 
 Sharwin drank her potion, healing up her wounds, “Whew… Yup. Thirty.” 
 “Probably could’ve taken us if they all ran in at once.” 
 “Probably, but bad guys are stupid, remember?” 
 “I guess so.” 
 She nodded towards the next room, “Good fun… Drow City should be just a short way 
up ahead. We should… we should go through there. No more caves.” 
 “Okay.” Brandis began to follow her.  



 Sharwin walked on ahead into the next room. It was a rocky, rather hilly room, if you will. 
The floor jutted up and down here and there, the center a raised area. It, too, was circular, though 
much larger. Light spilt in through the ceiling and down into the middle, lighting the room quite 
a bit. A large, dark passageway loomed on ahead at the far end of the room, undoubtedly leading 
on toward the city.  
 Sharwin led the way, walking carefully up the center and climbing up, looking at the light 
above. Brandis followed a ways behind, looking around the room. 
 “There’s nothing here.” Brandis determined, “We should keep going. We are on a time 
limit, after all. Syvarris is distracting them, but we still may not have much time.” 
 He looked over, “Sharwin?” 
 She was standing there, kicking at the ground a bit, holding her hands behind her back 
and looking now at the ground, as if there was something she wanted to say but didn’t know how 
to put it, exactly. Brandis looked over, unsure what she was up to. 
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 “Brandis…” She finally spoke, sighing “We have to stop here.” 
 “No we don’t. The way’s open.” Brandis pointed. 
 “That’s not what I mean.” She corrected, “I mean, we have to stop here. We can’t go 
onward, into Drow City. We can’t.” 
 “Sure we can.” Brandis argued, “It’s not impossible. And if it is, we’ll do it anyway, 
right? Like always. Come on, let’s finish this.” 
 “Brandis, do you even know why you’re doing all of this? All this killing and protecting 
that jewel and all? Do you know who’s pushing you to do it?” 
 He looked up at her, confused still. She was looking back at him now, looking serious. 
 Brandis put his hand on his jewel, “I’m doing it for everyone I know and love back at 
Sohenberg and beyond. For my father, my allies, and my friends.”  
 “I’m doing it for the people I know and love too.” Sharwin agreed, “It’s because of those 
people that we have to stop here and now. It was fun, Brandis, but we mustn’t go any further.” 
 “I don’t understand.” Brandis pressed the issue, “What on earth are you talking about?” 
 She sighed again and put one hand over her face. After a few seconds she looked back 
down at him, a sickened look in her eyes. 
 “Brandis, all of these journeys and adventures,” She explained, “They’re all just animated 
bloodbaths designed by our enemies. They’re not real—they’re just set up to get you to kill lots 
and lots of powerful foes. What do you think Pelloth has been talking about this whole time?” 
 “I don’t understand.” Brandis repeated. 
 “Brandis,” Sharwin confessed, “I work for Othkurik. He’s the one who sent me to find 
you the day the drow attacked your house! Everything you and I have ever done has been part of 
his plan since before the beginning!” 
 “…What?” Brandis was devastated, stepping back, “What…?” 
 Sharwin rubbed the sides of her head and closed her eyes again, looking like she was 
trying to think of where possibly to even begin. 
 

* * * 
 

 It was always the plan. My hometown, Thorns’Side, was a desolate, isolated little village. 
My people, the last of the eladrin in Ensterek, suffered greatly during and after the Great War, 



their numbers far more afflicted by the fighting than the more populated elves and Men. A race 
of High Elves brought low by the scourge of time and war. We were no longer a force to be 
reckoned with. 
 Othkurik’s eye fell on our town when he expanded his reach over the country years ago. 
Seeking to steal the dragons’ jewels from Concan and whomever Woo had given his to, the 
dragon needed people who could be considered trustworthy to his foes. He took our town under 
his wing, acting reasonable to our people and shielding us from the hostile world outside.  
 But his true purpose was clear. Othkurik threatened the leader of Thorns’Side with 
absolute destruction if he did not assist with his plan. My master relented and sided with the 
dragon in his schemes. My purpose was the end result of those plans—the one who would carry 
out those orders so that I may save my people. I could be the one to save them! 
 
 Othkurik landed in the center of town, sending several people scattering away from him 
and hurrying into their homes. The dragon snorted and turned away from them, slinking to the 
back of town, where Pelloth and Erevan were already waiting for him.  
 Sharwin peered out from behind one of the nearby buildings, looking over at Erevan 
standing with the two dark strangers. Her teacher reached out, beckoning her over to his side. 
She slowly approached them, looking over cautiously at Othkurik and Pelloth. 
 The drow priest glanced up at the dragon, “What do you think, Lord Othkurik? He has 
trained her to be as good as he was. She will do perfectly, don’t you agree?” 
 “Yes.” The dragon rumbled, looking over at the eladrin, “I trust she will succeed, Erevan 
Sunshadow?”  
 “Absolutely. I trained her myself.” He replied in a rather cold manner, “She’ll do what 
you want for the sake of our people.” 
 “Your people’s well-being is guaranteed if she is successful.” Pelloth assured him. 
 “Sharwin.” Erevan nodded, “Talk to the dragon. Do as he asks—and he will provide 
safety for our species.”  
 Sharwin walked over towards Othkurik. The dragon lumbered close to her, leaning up 
and glaring down at her with his demeaning eyes. He spoke in a deep, but hushed voice. 
 “I have a job for you, little one.” He informed her, “A task of the utmost importance. 
Listen closely: I want you to go out to the Sohen Plains and find someone who possesses a jewel 
exactly like this.” 
 He flashed a blood-red gem at her, holding it tightly in his claws. 
 “His will be green in color, though. I want you to find him. He will be more powerful 
than the rest of the people living on the plains—you will know when it is him. When you do find 
that person, I want you to befriend him. Get him on your side and go out into the countryside. 
Travel the lands and help him kill all the Guardians under me. Slay them all except Pelloth; make 
sure that the one bearing the jewel lands every finishing blow. Do you understand?” 
 Sharwin was confused by the orders but did not question, “Yes. I understand.” 
 “Good.” The black dragon growled, “When you have slaughtered them all, take the jewel 
from him. Kill him if you have to. Just make sure you get it and return it to me. That is your 
quest, eladrin.” 
 “Do you have all that?” Erevan asked her. 
 “Yes, teacher…” She confirmed, “I’ll do it.” 
 “Good.” He took out a small envelope and gave it to her, “Search the lands under the 
pretext that you are sending a message to Sonlen of Sohenberg. Don’t worry about what it 



says—he won’t read it. Othkurik will have Krug on standby for you at the nearby ruins close to 
the city. Othkurik told the Guardian that he was flanking and to hold position. Play along with 
their games for as long as you have to after that. Othkurik will send more Guardians for you. Use 
the one with the jewel’s strength to your advantage.” 
 “Yes sir.” 
 “Good. You leave tomorrow.” He turned and walked away for a few steps before 
stopping, “This is what I’ve trained you for all these years. Give the dragon what he wants and 
you’ll save all of us. We’re all counting on your success, Sharwin. I’ve taught you everything I 
know—it’s all in your hands now.”  
 “All in my hands…” Sharwin mused, “… I won’t fail teacher. No matter the cost.” 
  
 They’re all counting on me. All those people, my people. We need Othkurik in order to 
survive. We NEED him to survive! I don’t have a choice. There never was a choice… It was all 
always for them, my people. No matter how real everything else felt, I could never forget my true 
purpose. My goal, ever present in the back of my mind. 
  
 “Don’t be dense!” Brandis snapped at her, “Thorns’Side is on the other side of the 
country! It’s as far away from Othkurik as it can get! He can’t destroy it from here! He’s trapped 
in this corner! You don’t have to let him hold that place hostage anymore!” 
 “You don’t understand.” Sharwin murmured, “It’s not safe from him… It’s not done 
yet… Not yet…” 
 “And why would Othkurik want me to kill all of his Guardians?” Brandis shouted, “That 
doesn’t make an ounce of sense!” 
 “I don’t know.” She stammered, “I’m just doing it because that’s what he wanted. It’s 
what he wanted, so it’s what we needed.”  
 “So that’s seriously how it is.” He muttered, “Everything we did and fought for was fake.” 
 “No!” She exclaimed, “It was real—everything we did together. I had a lot of fun, really. 
I kind of knew from the get-go that it’d pain me to do this. But this has to happen! Help me make 
it happen, Brandis! Please, I can save my people! We eladrin can recover and become real, 
respected High Elves like we once were. You can help me! Please!” 
 She held out her hand, “Give me… your jewel, Brandis. It’s only a gem. Just give it to 
me. Othkurik will spare us both if you do. Please, just give it to me. Othkurik will spare everyone. 
He just wants to be a leader like the dragons of old before him. Just give up the jewel; don’t be 
stubborn.” 
 Brandis looked down at his gleaming gem, gazing deep into its emerald-green frame. He 
looked back up at Sharwin. She looked serious, biting her lip as she awaited a response. 
 “Do it for me.” She asked, “For my suffering people.” 
 “… … … … …” Brandis turned the jewel in his hand, still looking at it.  
 Finally he looked back up, summoning the courage to answer her demands, “I came here 
to do one thing: defeat Othkurik. Everyone is counting on me to succeed. My father and 
Ulginesh gave their lives to fight against him—to stop him from obtaining all three. This has 
been my goal ever since I came to Sohenberg in the first place.” 
 “You went there because I tricked you into going so we could start chasing after 
Guardians, Brandis. Don’t think that was your goal—I had to twist your arm to go in the first 
place.” Sharwin was quick to counter. 



 “Even so.” Brandis continued, “I never set out to kill most of the Guardians. I set out to 
stop Othkurik himself.” 
 “That’s just what I told you the goal was: that was a lie, Brandis.” 
 “Not to me!” He snapped, “Too many people put their trust in me! I won’t betray them all 
for you alone! Master Woo tasked me with this! I won’t back down now, no matter the cost!” 
 “You idiot!” She shouted, “Just give me that bloody gem! It’s just a stupid rock! Don’t 
let my people die over a stupid rock!!” 
 “It’s more than a rock! It’s Charos’ gem, passed down to my father and now to me. I 
won’t surrender it so easily! Master Woo told me that only I could be trusted with it! It’s my goal, 
now!” 
 “Idiot!!!” She yelled. 
 “Traitor.” He narrowed his eyes, standing upright resolutely and getting ready to defend 
himself if necessary. Sharwin’s eye twitched, her body starting to tremble and spark. She tightly 
grasped her weapon and held forth her arms, glaring down at him. 
 “I didn’t want it to have to come to this…” She warned, “I wanted this to be a mutual 
ordeal. But you still don’t have a clue about what’s going on here. You have no idea what’s at 
stake for me. You’re so close-minded! You’re so desperate to have meaning—you’re willing to 
deprive me of my meaning in order to do it!” 
 “You’re the desperate one!” Brandis countered, “After all this, you’re still so afraid of 
Othkurik that you’d rather turn on me than try to save your people by defeating him! You’d feel 
more comfortable actually trusting that coward! You’re crazy!” 
 “You don’t understand. I don’t have a choice. I have to protect my people. That’s my 
destiny—don’t you dare deprive me of it!!!” 
 She clenched her weapon and thrust it down, flinging it at Brandis. He leapt back, the 
knife sinking into the ground and sending lighting bolts shrieking out toward him. Sharwin leapt 
up into the air, vanishing from his sight. Brandis backed up away from the lightning arcing 
slowly towards him, climbing up the side of the rocky rise in the center of the room. The electric 
current stopped and split into two, moving around him and circling towards his position. 
 “I won’t let your stubbornness get in the way of my responsibility!” He heard the eladrin 
call out from somewhere above him, “I’ll do whatever it takes!” 
 Brandis leapt back, trying to keep his distance from them both. The lightning stopped and 
wobbled a bit before splitting once more into four separate arcs of electricity. The volts 
continued creeping up to him, cutting off escape from most directions. Brandis’ gaze darted 
around, finally looking up to see the eladrin flinging herself down at him from above. All of the 
sparks lunged towards him at once, trying to envelop him in electricity.  
 Thinking quickly, the half-elf leapt out of the way, rolling forward and slipping a bit on 
the ground. Sharwin crashed down on the ground behind him, rising to her feet and looking over 
at him. Brandis raised his bow but was distracted by the eladrin lunging up to him, rapidly 
stabbing at his torso. He sidestepped back and forth, weaving in and out of each lunge. Finally 
counterattacking, he leapt back and swung his bow at her head. 
 Sharwin caught the weapon as he swung it, sending several shockwaves jolting through 
the bow and into his arm.  
 “Arrgh!” Brandis yanked his weapon back, the currents of energy streaming through his 
arm and side. Sharwin stepped forward and thrust an arcane bolt into him, shocking him badly 
and sending him reeling. Jumping up into the air, she swung her dagger down at him, trying to 
cut him across. 



 Brandis landed, kicking his legs out and catching her stomach with them, kicking her 
away before she could do any more harm. Sharwin landed on the ground, scrambling up and 
coughing. Brandis leapt to his feet and aimed an arrow at her, firing it off rapidly.  
 “Nice try!” She retaliated, swinging her arm across and sending the bolt flying off in a 
random direction, a bolt of lightning flying back towards Brandis. He rolled down out of the way 
before jumping back up on the height and firing again.  
 “Rrgh!” The arrow sunk into her shoulder, the eladrin clenching her teeth and leaning 
back, looking down at the injury. She snapped the arrow’s shaft (most of it, anyway), grimacing 
with pain. Brandis swallowed and aimed another shot. Sharwin dashed up to him, kicking his 
bow away and still lunging for him. 
 Brandis stepped back, avoiding her blade, then stepped forward, tripping her and flipping 
the eladrin over. She slammed on the ground, Brandis kicking her down and jumping back, 
grabbing his bow. He aimed and fired at her quickly. 
 Sharwin reached out and shielded the projectile with her glyph, the glyph shattering and 
completely absorbing the bolt. A lightning bolt struck back at Brandis, jolting the half-elf and 
knocking him over. Sharwin threw her dagger at him, flinging the weapon up into the air and 
down on top of him, leaping after it with grim determination.  
 “Grr!” Brandis grunted and hoisted himself up, jumping forward and out of the knife’s 
flight path, grabbing his bow and smacking Sharwin down out of the air with it. She slammed 
back down on the ground, handspringing back up and immediately getting struck by another 
arrow, this one in her upper-right chest. She looked down at the wound, staggering a bit. Brandis 
sighed and hung his head, still feeling bad for injuring his friend. 
 “No way…” She stammered, struggling with the wounds, “I won’t let you. I cannot fail. I 
can’t.” 
 “Give it up, Sharwin.” Brandis pleaded, “I won’t let you.” 
 “I… won’t… fail.” She glared at him, “No… matter… the cost!!” 
 She screamed, clutching her face. Shadowy energy swirled up around the eladrin, 
enveloping her in a dark shroud. Her hair flared out a silver color, growing longer and more out-
of-control. Her skin turned jet-black and violet, her eyes changing color to red to lavender to 
white. Changing color and form, her coat became a red and black-purple shade, the upper torso 
growing and armored with spider designs. Her dagger vanished from its spot over in the floor 
behind Brandis and reformed in her hand, designed with a more demonic shape and a silvery 
color. The arrows in her disintegrated and vanished, the wounds quickly closing. 
 Brandis gulped and aimed his bow again. Sharwin had activated her dark form. 
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 Sharwin lunged for Brandis a second time, slashing at the half-elf with her knife. Brandis 
stepped back and moved out of the way. She flung her dagger at him, Brandis ducking down and 
lunging back at her. The dark eladrin vanished into shadows, Brandis flying through nothing and 
crashing on the floor behind her.  
 Reappearing by her weapon, Sharwin grabbed her knife and held forth both her arms, 
electric currents storing up in her palms for a second before leaping forth at him. Brandis weaved 
in and out between the arcane bolts, Sharwin leaning forward toward the incoming half-elf and 
firing off another burst of magic at him, this one a dark purple beam discharging from her white 
eyes. The ray struck Brandis, knocking him down and to the ground.  



 “Ow…” Brandis’ chest was singed and he could feel the same kind of poison soaking up 
against his wound that the other drow had used before. Gritting his teeth, he pulled out his potion, 
opening it up and holding it to his lips.  
 Sharwin interrupted his drink, rushing up to him in the blink of an eye and kicking the 
flask out of his hand. Oh no! Brandis leaned back, catching the valuable potion right before the 
glass struck the ground. Sharwin didn’t give him any room for error, stabbing down on top of 
him. 
 Brandis leaned further back, handspringing up and kicking her away from him, rolling 
back up to his feet and finishing his drink, his wounds healing up quickly. Sharwin backed off, 
rubbing the side of her face and glaring over at him angrily. She flung another pair of arcane 
bolts towards him, Brandis easily jumping over them and continuing to rush towards her. Not 
letting up, the drow shot off another venom ray towards him, trying to strike the half-elf down 
before he could reach her. Brandis hit the dirt and slid out of the way, hopping back up and 
taking aim for her with his bow. 
 Sharwin backed up, slamming her hands into the ground and sending a cloud of black 
smoke kicking up from the ground, enveloping around her and hiding her from Brandis’ sight. 
Brandis’ looked around, unable to see her. Reaching down and tapping his Auger glyph, the half-
elf’s vision lit up, Sharwin’s body becoming illuminated and easy to see through the dense fog. 
He aimed a shot and fired, the magic bolt penetrating through the cloud easily and sinking into 
the eladrin.  
 “Gotcha.” Brandis raced up to her, dashing through the smoke and into her. He knocked 
the dazed eladrin out of the smokescreen and into the open, taking advantage of her wound to get 
the upper hand on her. He struck the side of her head with his bow, quickly following it up by 
kneeing her in the stomach and knocking her back. Jumping into the air, the half-elf brought his 
weapon down on top of her, knocking her down and jumping back, aiming another arrow. 
 Sharwin screamed and leapt back into the air, throwing down her dagger at Brandis. 
Sidestepping, the half-elf avoided the projectile, aiming up towards the ceiling. He couldn’t see 
her, even with the Auger vision. Sparking and shining with both light and darkness, the dagger 
burst apart into a coiled bolt of lightning, beginning to jump towards Brandis. 
 Brandis backed off, still looking up, evading the bolt as it began to split up again. 
Suddenly, the arcs of electricity split into four, one jumping on him unexpectedly. Its currents 
ran through his body, electrifying him and keeping him paralyzed. While he was stunned, the 
others moved on top of him as well, all bolts producing the same effect.  
 “Argh!” Brandis couldn’t move at all, completely immobilized. Sharwin suddenly lunged 
down from above, her dagger once again in her hand and charged up with electric power. She 
landed on top of the stationary half-elf, sending all of the stored up magic coursing through his 
body. Brandis was sent reeling back, badly injured.  
 Sharwin lunged at him, swiping at him with her knife with incredible speed and ferocity. 
Brandis grit his teeth and sucked up the pain of his wound, blocking her dagger with his bow and 
knocking her back with it again. He quickly aimed and fired off an arrow towards her.  
 “Not good enough!” She hissed, electricity arcing around her and eating up the arrow, 
sending a bolt of lightning reeling back towards Brandis. He ducked down and lunged back, 
swinging at her with his bow again. Sharwin blocked the attack easily, electrifying the weapon in 
her hand.  
 Brandis released his grip on his bow, the current not reaching his hand, and punched the 
drow in the face. Sharwin backed off, spitting out black blood on the ground. Brandis lunged 



forward, kicking her in the stomach and grabbing her arm, wrenching her dagger out of her hand 
and flinging her over his shoulder.  
 She slammed the ground hard, reeling forward and struggling to get back up. Brandis 
quickly seized his bow and aimed, granting his arrows Auger abilities with his glyph. He shot a 
bolt into Sharwin’s back, quickly gaining the strength to continue with his attacks unrelentingly, 
fighting past the pain of his injuries. He fired off two more arrows quickly, shooting off a third as 
she turned and faced him. All of the deadly projectiles struck her with the utmost precision, 
Sharwin flinching as she struggled to her feet. He wasn’t shooting her anywhere vital.  
 “That’s too much…” She finally gasped, collapsing down onto the ground, bleeding and 
wheezing. Brandis lowered his weapon, breathing heavily under the strain of his wounds, too. He 
hurried over to her, looking down at her with concern. 
 “Stop all this right now.” He scolded.  
 “Never.” She huffed, still struggling to get back on her feet, “My people need me to 
succeed. It’s the only thing that matters. I’ll never give up. Never.” 
 Lunging back up, she flung herself at him one last time. Brandis blocked her simple 
lunge and caught her, holding the defeated eladrin tight. She was still engaged in her drow-like 
form and struggling, but Brandis was the one in control now, overpowering the exhausted eladrin 
even in her dark form. He breathed heavily, and fought to keep her back. 
 “Give it up!” He insisted. 
 “NEVER!” Sharwin shouted, looking up at him with unstoppable determination still 
burning in her quickly glazing eyes, “… Never.”  
 Suddenly a voice called out from the darkness at the far end of the room, ringing out 
loudly as it sounded. 
 “Lolth’s Wrath!!” 
 “Oh no…” Sharwin whispered. A small sparkle of blue-black magic sailed over and sunk 
into her, a massive explosion going off only a split second later. Brandis, in the danger-close area 
being right next to her, was sent flying. He crashed up against a stalagmite, crumpling over, very 
badly wounded and next to death from the deadly blast. Sharwin was sent reeling back in the 
opposite direction, crashing down of the ground over in the light.  
 Looking over, Brandis could barely see a group of figures standing in the dark corridor 
ahead with his damaged glyph, the fire of their forms fading as the charm broke down. From the 
shadows Pelloth stepped out, walking over. He put his scepter away and walked over towards 
Brandis, several drow following him out and walking about the room. 
 “Argh…” Brandis groaned, too injured at this point to do anything. Struggling up to his 
hands and knees, the half-elf reached up and clenched his fist around his jewel. Pelloth strode 
over to him and kicked him back down, knocking any more fight out of him. The drow priest 
reached down and tore the green jewel from Brandis’ neck, rising back to his feet and looking at 
the gleaming gem in the light. 
 “Finally… at long last…” Pelloth mused, “Good work, Sharwin. Your dark form wasn’t 
nearly as impressive as Brandis’, but it got the job done, I’d say. All three will now belong to 
Lord Othkurik. Thank you, Brandis. We couldn’t have done it without you two.” 
 “You…” Brandis spat, “You used me…” 
 The drow priest laughed, “Ha! Of course I did! A dense pawn like you was easy to 
manipulate. You’d kill all the ugly monsters and evil Guardians you could see, but you trusted 
the first pretty-looking thing you laid eyes on, provided it looked enough like one of your own. 



Close enough to an elf for you to not be suspicious, yet far enough away from one that no one 
else would ask too many questions.” 
 “How dare you…” 
 “Don’t be so surprised.” The Guardian looked down at him coldly, “Didn’t you say 
yourself that you lacked purpose? Whether it was Othkurik, Sonlen, or even your own dear 
father you were still simply being used to meet each of their own ends. You’d have felt empty 
inside after the task was done either way. You’re just a pawn, Brandis. Everyone was using you 
to reach their own goals; they were all just different. Master Woo wanted to use you to defeat 
Othkurik, Sonlen wanted to use you to win his war, Sharwin used you to save her kind, and 
Othkurik used you to obtain your gem. You’re just the worthless half-elf who happened to be 
carrying the dragon’s jewel. That was the part of you that mattered to everyone—there’s nothing 
great about you without it. You’re not special now that it’s gone.”  
 He looked up at it, “Do you know why you were always stronger than everyone else you 
fought? Why it felt so easy? It was because of this. Each of the dragons’ jewels possesses unique 
and special powers. They change the flow of energy in the world, breaking the chain of the life 
cycle each in their own distinct way.” 
 Pelloth returned his gaze down onto Brandis, “Yours was the ability to absorb. The 
strength of each and every foe you slaughtered went into this stone, soaking it up like a sponge. 
Othkurik is weak and his armies and officers are strong. In order to become a true dragon, he 
would take this magic jewel and pour countless soldiers and his own Guardians into it so he 
alone could use it. But he was too weak to do it by himself, so he concocted the plan to have 
whoever still possessed it to do all the dirty work, making it look like a righteous war against the 
black dragon. He’d then take it for himself. Your power comes from this alone—I think you’ll be 
quite harmless without it.” 
 He turned and began walking away from Brandis, “The blue gem gives the power to 
amplify, to take one and make it many. And the red jewel has the power to use: to utilize to the 
full extent something’s maximum potential. You’re only using a fraction of the power stored in 
your stone—the primitive use of that magic simply because of its rubbing off on you by 
proximity alone. Othkurik will take that power, amplify it to its maximum, and then use every 
ounce of strength stored up in there to his own gain. He will become immensely powerful, 
stronger tenfold than all of the Guardians combined. He will be unstoppable: a true dragon. Then 
he will take this country, and rule over it as its rightful leader. My empire will begin then. I can 
hear its blossoming creation even now…” He smiled cruelly, lifting his head and looking to the 
ceiling, the sound of marching echoing through the cavernous halls all around them.  
 “Unfortunately, there’s no room for you in that picture. You were a great help to us, but 
now that your jewel is filled with the strength of all the Guardians, you have expended your use. 
Do not mourn, for your purpose was great in the time that it lasted. You have only and ever will 
have that one purpose, and now it is gone. Believe me when I tell you that to your friends and 
comrades, that jewel was everything. You are no one now.” 
 Two drow walked over to Brandis, looking down at him. Brandis groaned and looked 
over at Sharwin. She was still lying quite motionless over on the other side of the room, reverted 
back to her normal form. Brandis reached out for her. 
 “Sharwin…”  
 Pelloth looked over, “Ah yes. A real shame she couldn’t take that jewel from you when 
she tried. I had no choice but to destroy her. Oh, well. She too had exhausted her use to me. 
‘Twas not in vain for her though. I wasn’t lying; her village will go untouched, just as she 



wanted it. See? I’m no villain—I’m a man of my word. She didn’t struggle and she went in peace, 
just like her kind before her did when Othkurik took them over. You on the other hand did put up 
quite a fight for it; we may have had some bloodshed on our side had you not been so close to 
her. You and the others of this country just had to put up such a fight. You’re dangerous.”  
 He turned back, away from the half-elf, “We will be commencing the process of fusing 
the gems together as soon as Lord Othkurik obtains this one. I think I’ll put you as far away from 
us as possible. I’d feel more comfortable that way. Guards, get him out of here and away from 
this mountain.” 
 The drow nodded and stooped down, picking Brandis up, the half-elf too exhausted and 
wounded to really do anything about it. They scavenged his pockets and withdrew both of his 
glyphs, then began to carry him out of the cave. It was dark, and Brandis lost consciousness from 
the blood-loss somewhere along the way.  
 Pelloth watched them go and then strode over to Sharwin. The eladrin was still lying 
there, in far worse condition than Brandis was. She was staring up at the light in the ceiling, 
motionless and slowly breathing as she bled out. 
 “Congratulations,” Pelloth told her, “You succeeded in your mission. Lord Othkurik is 
pleased, and your village will go unscathed. Though, in the struggle, I can’t say that you will live 
to see any of that come to blossom. That’s such a shame…” 
 “Brandis…” She coughed. 
 “We thank you earnestly for your services,” The Guardian continued, “My empire will 
last for a thousand years of peace in part because of your hard work. Goodbye.” 
 He turned and walked back down the corridor from whence he came. The remaining 
drow walked over and stood around the dying eladrin. Ignoring them, Sharwin just continued to 
stare upward. 
 “Brandis, I’m sorry.” She muttered, “I’m sorry you had to get dragged into all this… My 
job is done… but yours doesn’t have to be… 
 “…Damn it…”  
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 The wind blew harshly. Brandis struggled to his feet, looking around. He was in a desert 
area, with small patches of dried up grass here and there. Grasslands were off in the distance, the 
city of Empiritet looking like a dot off on the horizon. Looking back, the half-elf could see 
several squads of drow, walking about the landscape. He could see one holding his bow standing 
not too far off, close to another squad loitering around a wyvern. Reaching down, Brandis pulled 
out Sharwin’s knife. He still had it hidden away in his coat, the blade looking like its normal self 
again. Miraculously the drow had missed it. Brandis looked down at it for a few seconds before 
looking back over at the drow.  
 He got to his feet and dashed over. The drow turned and looked at him as he approached, 
becoming alarmed and raising its shield. Brandis jumped up and threw the dagger down at the 
dark elf. The blade sunk into the drow’s forehead, Brandis landing on its shield and flipping over 
it, grabbing his bow and arrows. He aimed quickly for the wyvern’s weakest spot, being quite 
familiar with how to deal with the beasts, and took it down with a single shot. Energy filling him 
up, he turned and shot down another drow, turning and smacking a third one back with his bow. 
He wrenched out Sharwin’s dagger and dashed forward, stabbing the stunned foe and finishing it 
off.  



 Another squad had seen the half-elf’s attack and began running over. Brandis aimed 
quickly, felling the closest incoming foe and taking down that squad’s wyvern as well. The 
others raised their shields and rushed in. Brandis waited for them to get close, blocking the first 
assailant’s sword with Sharwin’s knife and whirling around him, kicking the dark elf into the 
other foe, knocking them both over. He turned his attention to the final incoming foe, aiming and 
firing an arrow into the attacker’s chest point-blank.  
 The other drow got back on their feet, rushing back over to Brandis. The half-elf turned 
and sidestepped the drow’s first slash, kicking him back and turning on the other one, ducking 
down under the enemy’s sword as he swung, getting back up quickly and stabbing the drow. 
Brandis turned and jumped down on the other one, finishing it off quickly with the dagger. He 
rose back to his feet and began walking onward, in a seemingly random direction. 
 More drow rushed up, a pair of chainfighters running up to Brandis’ flank. He aimed 
quickly and shot one down, the drow vanishing into shadow and reappearing in the same place. 
The other swung its chain down, Brandis sidestepping as the whip-like weapon smacked the 
ground. The first drow swung its weapon around before taking a wide swing at the half-elf. 
Brandis ducked down and lunged for the drow as it missed. The other lashed out with its chain, 
the weapon wrapping around Brandis’ leg and tripping him. The drow yanked the half-elf over 
and swung its weapon back up into the air.  
 Brandis rolled out of the way, smacking the drow back with his bow and stringing an 
arrow on it as he did so. He turned and fired on the other chainfighter, the foe vanishing once 
more into darkness and reappearing closer. Brandis rushed back at him as he saw the shadows 
reforming into the drow, stabbing the foe as it returned from its shadowy form.  
 The other swung for him again, advancing closer. Brandis turned and ducked down, 
lunging for the foe. The chainfighter rushed forward, punching at Brandis. He caught the drow’s 
fist, clenching it tightly and glaring at the dark-elf. The drow pulled its fist back, backing up. 
Brandis didn’t give it a chance, rushing up and cutting it down quickly. He breathed a heavy sigh, 
looking down at the corpse.  
 Finally he turned and kept walking. He walked on for a long time, aimlessly striding 
forward. There were still plenty of drow about the deserted wasteland, and Brandis quickly 
defeated them all, taking them down with ease. He kept walking, killing, and walking. Finally 
someone called out to him as he strode onward, breaking the mindless routine.  
 “Brandis!!”  
 Brandis stopped and turned around. It was Chardris. He was standing several yards away 
from the half-elf, along with the other elves in his company. Mogrimm was there too, as well as 
Tandros and Ana.  
 “Brandis! We’ve been looking all over for you!” Jorhdawn called out to him. 
 “What are you doing looking for me here?” Brandis asked. 
 “The battle’s scrapped.” Mogrimm informed him, “We can’t stall Othkurik without our 
trump card. We heard that he has all three, and Syvarris’ scouts saw squads bein’ flown out this 
way on wings. We came lookin’ for you, Brandis.” 
 “We need you.” Ana added. 
 “Forget it,” Brandis looked back, “I’m through with all this. Everybody’s just been using 
me this entire time. I’m fed up with being the pawn in everyone’s games.” 
 “You’re no pawn!” Tandros argued, “We never used you to meet our own ends, Brandis.” 
 “Yeah, right!” Brandis scoffed, “Master Woo just used my power to fight off Othkurik. 
He had me help you, so you’d help him by recruiting Marcus to his side. Same thing with 



Empress Kiova; and Othkurik used all of us to kill off his Guardians. You’re trying to get me to 
help you now so you can get rid of Othkurik!” 
 “And you think we used you too?” Chardris challenged, “Ulginesh died fighting against 
Othkurik’s schemes! So how do you think he was using you then, huh!?” 
 “Othkurik just used him too!” Brandis snapped, “Because I killed him, his strength was 
absorbed into my jewel too. And he was no different than Master Woo! His plans were the 
same—they were to meet the same ends! What about me? I’m just the tool of destruction 
everyone was using all along! I’m the big guns anyone brought out when they needed someone 
dead! That was the only reason anyone sent me anywhere! I don’t even have that much anymore. 
Just leave me be! Do it yourselves!” 
 “Brandis, Ensterek needs your help!” Emiroon scolded. 
 “I don’t care about this country! I ought to just live alone like I did before! I refuse to be 
the puppet in anyone’s games! What difference does it even make!? Leave me be!” 
 “I refuse!” Chardris shouted, “You will not abandon this country so easily! You brought 
us together!” 
 “Nope.” 
 “You gave everyone a reason to fight! Your strength united us against Othkurik!” 
 “Never.” 
 “It doesn’t matter if it was part of his plan or not, you don’t want to be used anymore, 
then you finish him off and see it done!!” 
 “No.” 
 “It is your moral obligation to do that!!!” Chardris reprimanded, “You’d let a single 
defeat get you down so easily! A single change of events turn you into an uninspired, apathetic 
slug!? If you can’t rise up to the challenge yourself, then you deserve to be a pawn, and that’s all 
you’ll ever be! If you can’t take control of your own life then people will always use you—that’s 
the kind of person you’re carving yourself out to be!!” 
 “You don’t understand!!” Brandis yanked out an arrow and fired it at the elf with 
lightning speed. Chardris quickly raised up his hand and blasted the arrow down out of the sky 
with a firebolt. He counterattacked, sending another spell hurtling towards Brandis. Dodging out 
of the way, the half-elf glared back at Chardris. 
 “I understand perfectly.” Chardris told him, charging up another spell, “I understand how 
you feel. I knew when Ne-Gok-Sa forced my hand to end my own teacher. If my own apprentice 
hadn’t pushed me to fight and do the deed myself, I may have never recovered from it. Ulginesh 
would’ve ended me himself. I did it because even though I loved him like my own father, I had 
to for the greater good. I had to push through it, fight my way to the real monster, even if I had to 
do it wading though the blood of my friends. I won’t let you back down from Othkurik, I won’t 
let him use everything we’ve worked so hard to accomplish against you.” 
 “Leave it be!” Brandis snapped, “You try to force my hand and I won’t hesitate to beat 
you down. I’m through.” 
 “I won’t! I refuse to let you do this to yourself. You don’t have a choice!” Chardris fired 
off another firebolt at him, taking the lead of the group. 
 “Fine—have it your way!” Brandis sprung out of the way, aiming another arrow and 
returning fire at the elf. Tandros intercepted the bolt, simply taking the blow without flinching. 
 “Brandis, don’t do this.” He warned. 
 “You too, then!!” Brandis lowered his weapon and rushed up to the fighter. Arkmer 
stepped in the way, taking a swing for the half-elf as he dashed up. Brandis jumped out of the 



way, kicking the elf down and swinging his bow at Tandros. The warrior grabbed the bow and 
held it tightly, taking his sword in his other hand and holding it forward intimidatingly.  
 Brandis dropped the bow and struck the fighter in the stomach. Tandros flinched, looking 
surprised at the half-elf’s strength, and backed off. Brandis whipped out Sharwin’s dagger and 
stabbed him several times without hesitation. Tandros backed off, spitting out blood and looking 
down at the punctures in his armor, Ana rushing over to his side and beginning to heal him. 
Brandis turned and lunged at Chardris, a crossbow bolt striking him first and knocking him back, 
not penetrating his flesh.  
 Mogrimm spat on the ground and took another bolt out, snapping off the tip before 
loading it up in his crossbow and aiming again. Brandis rose back to his feet, Chardris 
unhesitatingly blasting him back down with another spell. Brandis sprung back up and lunged for 
him, dodging a second blast. Chardris backed up, avoiding several stabs and kicks from the half-
elf. Brandis lunged forward and slammed into the elf, knocking him down and punching him 
several times. 
 “Chardris!” Emiroon summoned the elf over to him, Jorhdawn blasting Brandis away as 
soon as her teacher was gone. Brandis reeled back, burned and injured. He grabbed his bow and 
aimed at her, Emiroon summoning her out of the way too. 
 Arkmer dashed up, punching at Brandis rapidly. Brandis lowered his weapon and backed 
off, lunging back and kicking the elf away from him. He aimed at Arkmer only to get knocked 
back by Mogrimm again. Brandis grunted and aimed at the dwarf, firing an arrow into his armor.  
 “Oof!” Mogrimm backed off, clenching the bolt and grunting with pain. Brandis dashed 
up to the dwarf, evading fire spells as he ran, and kicked him back. Mogrimm stumbled, starting 
to slip his crossbow over his shoulder to switch to a better weapon. Brandis elbowed the dwarf in 
the chin, turning and kicking the crossbow into the air. He turned and grabbed the weapon, 
aiming and firing it off. The bolt struck Jorhdawn, knocking her over and out of the fight.  
 Brandis turned and slammed the weapon down on top of Mogrimm, the dwarf blocking 
with his hammer. Arkmer struck Brandis’ back, stunning him and grabbing him. Mogrimm 
knocked the half-elf back, twirling his hammer in his hand. Brandis grabbed Arkmer and threw 
him down, grabbing Sharwin’s dagger and slashing down at the elf before kicking him in the 
face, K.O.ing him quickly. Mogrimm struck Brandis with his hammer, knocking him over.  
 Tandros, fully recovered now, raced up and struck Brandis up into the air from behind. 
Chardris blasted him back down with another fireball. The half-elf hit the ground hard. 
 He clenched his teeth and leapt back on his feet, grabbing his head and shouting at the top 
of his lungs. His skin seared into a pitch-black color and his hair grew out and turned white. A 
sword and shield formed in his hands, his energy rapidly restoring and his wounds regenerating. 
He lunged forward, blasting into Mogrimm. The dwarf backed off, Brandis slamming into him 
and beginning to slice and dice him up. Though the dwarf was tough and his armor made the cuts 
thin, Brandis unrelentingly assaulted him, beating him down with his sword and shield until the 
dwarf fell over and didn’t rise, breathing heavily. 
 Brandis turned on Tandros, the fighter backing up and assuming a defensive position. 
The half-elf rushed forward, slamming into him and breaking his guard. Tandros reeled back, 
Brandis following him quickly and beginning to cut him up with insane speed and power. 
Tandros finally relented, falling to one knee and clutching his wounds. Ana raced over, holding 
forth her staff and sending a burst of bright magic flying towards Brandis. The spell struck 
Brandis but neither did damage or made him flinch in any way. Ana’s face turned pale and she 
backed off a bit.  



 Brandis dove after her, knocking her up in the air with his shield and slamming her back 
down on the ground with a powerful blow. The mage hit the earth hard and clutched her body, 
groaning with pain. Tandros struggled back to his feet, grabbing his sword and slashing at 
Brandis. The blade struck the half-elf but simply clanged up against his jet-black skin.  
 “Grr!” Tandros whirled around and swung back the other way, Brandis ducking down 
and rushing in for the kill. He knocked the fighter back, continuing to combo him with multiple 
blows with his weapons. Finally the warrior crumpled down, Brandis standing upright and 
reverting back to his normal form. He turned and faced Emiroon and Chardris, the only ones left 
standing. 
 Chardris aimed his staff and tried to blast Brandis back, the half-elf rushing around the 
spell and up to the two of them. Emiroon stepped in his way, holding his sword and staff tightly 
and getting ready. Brandis raced up to the elf, slashing at him with Sharwin’s knife. Emiroon 
blocked the dagger with his sword, knocking Brandis back with staff. Chardris fired off another 
magic missile towards the half-elf. Brandis maneuvered out of the way again, jumping back at 
Emiroon with renewed effort. Emiroon again blocked Brandis’ attack and swung at him with his 
staff of summoning. Brandis ducked down and grabbed the staff, pulling on it and yanking 
Emiroon over.  
 “Woah!” Emiroon stumbled forward, Brandis head-butting him and slicing him across as 
reeled back. Emiroon fell over and quickly sat up, Brandis kicking him back down before 
lunging at Chardris.  
 Chardris grimaced and swung his staff at the incoming half-elf. Brandis ducked down, 
quickly sidestepping as Chardris blasted the ground in front of him. Brandis whirled around 
behind the elf, kicking him back.  
 Turning, Chardris faced his opponent again. Brandis dashed up to him, punching him 
back and kicking him in the stomach. The elf keeled over, Brandis uppercutting him as he did so. 
 “Argh!” Chardris stumbled back, Brandis lunging in and pummeling him down to the 
ground until he stopped resisting and just laid there, too pained to fight anymore. Brandis stood 
up, looking around at everyone. He dusted himself off and walked over, picking up his bow 
again and starting to walk off into the distance once more. 
 “I said leave me be.” He told them all, looking over his shoulder, “I’m done being used.” 
 “We’re not using you!” Chardris insisted, struggling to get up, “We’re not trying to 
control you!” 
 Brandis glanced over at the elf.  
 “Nobody is here because they want to use you, boy!” Mogrimm coughed, “We’re here to 
help you! Because you need help!” 
 “Help?” Brandis inquired. 
 “We didn’t all come all this way just to recruit one man, one without a jewel!” Chardris 
continued, “We came all this way to help you—because you’re our friend. We’re in this together.” 
 “But…” Brandis gazed down at Sharwin’s dagger, looking at it sadly, “Sharwin…” 
 “I’m not going to claim that I know what happened in there.” Chardris admitted, “But if 
you want your life to have meaning, then you have to fight for the things you love. The things 
you want to keep. Do you want Master Woo and Ulginesh’s sacrifice to be for nothing?” 
 “No,”  
 “Do you want Othkurik to use your jewel? Are you okay with him winning this war?” 
 “No!”  
 “Then don’t give up, boy!” Mogrimm lectured. 



 “Don’t give up!” Emiroon panted. 
 “Never give up!” Ana insisted. 
 “And never back down!” Tandros added. 
 Brandis stared at the ground, looking down at his hands. He bit his lip and closed his eyes. 
Chardris looked over, looking concerned still as he waited for a response.  
 “What do you think, Brandis? What do you want to do?” 
 What do I want?  
 Brandis opened his eyes again, a new fire burning in them. 
 “I want to stop Othkurik!” He announced, “I want to make him pay for everything he’s 
done to me and the people of this country! I want to finish what I started—that’s my decision, 
and no one else’s!!”  
 “Then we’ll follow you to that end!” Chardris decided, “All of us (of course we all need 
healed first, Brandis you menace)!” 
 Brandis turned and walked back over, helping the elf up to his feet. The two shook hands 
and nodded at each other, seeing each other in a new light of respect. 
 “I’m sorry for all of this,” The half-elf apologized, “I swear I’ll never doubt any of you 
again. It was unfair of me.” 
 “No—I’m sorry.” Chardris corrected, “This country really has dragged you into the 
entirety of its plight. And we need your help one last time.”   
 “It’ll be my pleasure.” Brandis turned towards the Southeast, twirling his dagger in his 
hand and then holding it tightly.  
 Othkurik… Pelloth… He thought, You may have let me live, and you may have spared 
Sharwin’s hometown… but I swear now that I will never rest until you’re thwarted. My choice is 
to fight you to the end, whichever end that might be. Mark my words… 
 The group was back in business. Othkurik was going down. 
  

42 
 “Brandis!?” Syvarris looked at the half-elf in disbelief, “We thought you were dead!” 
 The group stood in front of the elf commander at the Sohenberg square, the center still as 
busy as ever with worn soldiers. 
 “There were some complications,” Brandis explained, “Othkurik has all of the jewels 
now. We need to finish him now or not at all.” 
 “All three? Then he has won!” The elf complained. 
 “Not yet he hasn’t.” Chardris disagreed, “He is still in the same position as before. We 
have a second chance before he completes the process.” 
 “Wait, what process?” Syvarris asked. 
 “He’s going to put them all together before he attacks.” Brandis clarified, “When he does, 
he’ll be immensely powerful. But since he hasn’t attacked, he must not have done it yet. It might 
take awhile. We can still stop him.” 
 “You’re going in after him? You want us to do another show of force? He won’t fall for it 
twice, you know.” 
 “Not a show of force this time.” Brandis corrected, “Hit him with everything you’ve got! 
We’ll sneak in through the caves again.” 
 “You know the caves that aren’t already guarded are filled with monsters, right?” 
Syvarris gave the half-elf a doubtful glance. 



 “We can take ‘em.” Mogrimm assured the elf, “You leave it to us—there won’t be any 
surprises this time around. We’re gonna finish him off for good.” 
 “You realize you’re asking me to wage total war with everything I have just so can try a 
plan at which you’ve failed once before, right? Your butchered infiltration cost us much and 
gained us nothing. Now you want everything I have, wagered on your success this time?” 
 “…Right.”  
 Syvarris closed his eyes and sighed, looking like he couldn’t believe what he was about 
to say, “Well, it’s not like I have any other choice. You are Brandis Skyhunter, jewel or not. I’ve 
certainly been wrong before. We’ll do it.” 
 “I can’t thank you enough.” Brandis bowed. 
 “Thank me when it’s over,” Syvarris turned, beginning to walk over to address the troops, 
“When that accursed dragon is done for, you can thank me. I’ll give them a real run for their 
money—it’s up to you to do the rest.” 
 “It’s a plan then.” Brandis agreed, turning to his friends.  
 “You better stock up on glyphs and potions before you go,” Syvarris warned. 
 “Way ahead of you there.” Tandros assured him, “We loaded up for this already. It will 
be Drow City, after all. And the dragon.” 
 Ana read off all of the goodies everyone brought, “I’ve got three Sturla potions with me, 
a healer glyph, a purple potion… Tandros has an Astrid glyph and an Ivor glyph, as well as a 
yellow potion. Mogrimm here has two Proftaka glyphs, pit traps, a yellow potion, a glyph of 
Jalgard…” 
 “I’ve got a red potion myself,” Chardris continued, “Emiroon has a Valda glyph and a 
Kelda glyph, Jorhdawn’s got an Astrid and a red potion, and Arkmer has move, attack, and 
defense glyphs.” 
 Arkmer pulled back his jacket, revealing all the sparkly trinkets beneath, “Just try an’ 
take me!” 
 “I’ve got a purple potion, an Ivor glyph, and a Sturla potion myself,” Brandis bragged, 
“Think that’s enough?” 
 “Not nearly.” Syvarris replied sarcastically, “How’d you afford all that?” 
 “I cashed in some goodies,” Mogrimm answered, “And we got some rich friends in our 
group. Treating this like a one-way trip, where gold is useless.” 
 “I see. Then I hope you make it worthwhile.” The elf commander nodded at them all, 
“Good luck, Brandis. I’m betting everything I have on you and your friends here. Don’t fail.” 
 “I assure you we won’t.” Brandis replied with grim determination.  
 The half-elf bowed again, turning and leading his friends out. Syvarris climbed up to the 
balcony (which was now accessible from the outside) and began calling out to the soldiers below, 
his voice getting harder and harder to hear as Brandis walked farther away, “Okay, listen up! 
We’ve got work to do! We’re not finished with Othkurik just yet! Rally up and prepare to move 
out! We’re going into straight into battle, but not before cupcake time…” 
 Brandis led the way, his friends right behind him, and set out, going straight for Mount 
Bejottin and not stopping for nothin’, man. The group maneuvered back around the Desert 
Mountains and headed South toward Drow City, laying low in the shadowy valley and heading 
for the first non-conspicuous unguarded cave they could find. It was much darker than the one 
Sharwin had lead Brandis into—more watery and damp too. 
 “Bah!” Mogrimm grunted, “Caves…” 



 “It shouldn’t be too far,” Tandros assured him, slowly creeping down into the tunnel and 
beginning to wade forward through the knee-deep water, “Ana, give us some light.” 
 “Sure thing.” Ana held forth her staff, a ball of pure light forming above it and floating 
close to her, lighting up the darkness significantly. Chardris lent his hand, holding up a flame in 
his palm, Jorhdawn doing the same.  
 “Much better.” Arkmer began following right behind Tandros, the group creeping 
through the dank corridor. It was quiet for much of the trek, only occasional monsters peeping up 
here and there, never causing much trouble.  
 Brandis looked around at the familiar Mount Bejottin territory, “You know, you guys 
didn’t have to come in here with me.” 
 “Of course not!” Mogrimm barked, “I’m just an adventurer, travelling here and there and 
never staying in one place for long. But I won’t deny that there are people who treasure their 
homeland more than anything, and I’ll gladly lend my hand to help them keep it free.” 
 “We’re with you on this one.” Chardris assured the half-elf, “We’re in this together, all of 
us. No reason to try and go on alone.” 
 “You’re right.” Brandis admitted, “I’m glad all of you are with me.” 
 They kept on going; finally emerging into a large, open area. Light spilt in on the other 
side, a small climb up leading to the city above. Much of the room was swamped with dark water, 
hiding whatever lay beneath.  
 “About time!” Emiroon breathed a sigh of relief, “There’s Drow City! A way in!” 
 “Shh!” Mogrimm growled, his eyes darting around the room, “There’s something here.” 
 Sure enough, there was movement in the water. After a few seconds one of the swells in 
the still pool burst up out of the water, a hydra slithering up and onto the path to the city above. It 
snarled at them, snapping its heads in the air menacingly. 
 “Joyous joy.” Brandis drew an arrow, “Not another one of these things.” 
 Another splash to their immediate right yielded a second hydra, lunging forward and 
forcing everyone away from the tunnel they had emerged from. They were now stuck between 
two of the monsters. Better yet, a third hydra pulled itself out of the waters, slinking up to the 
first beast and looking hungrily over at the half-elf and his friends. 
 “Looks like we got our work cut out for us,” Tandros grumbled, drawing his broadsword. 
 “Everyone stay close to Ana.” Brandis commanded, “We’ll fight our way through slowly.” 
 “Whatever you do, do it fast!” Arkmer hurriedly advised, “Here they come!!” 
 The hydra behind them lunged forward, slithering up quickly and starting to bite rapidly. 
 Ana held up her staff, a shield appearing in front of Arkmer and blocking the first head 
from connecting, the elf beating back the second head with his staff, fending it off. The third 
head grabbed the elf and flung him into the air, preparing to bite down on him. 
 Tandros stepped in the way and cut the head off in a clean swipe, simply absorbing a bite 
from the fourth head without flinching. Ana healed the bite and turned her attention back to the 
eight heads facing the other way. 
 The other hydras rushed up, slithering towards Mogrimm and Brandis. Brandis aimed an 
arrow and fired it off into the beast but the hydra simply took the shaft to the head and went on 
as if it was child’s play. A pair of firebolts whizzed past the half-elf’s head and struck the pair of 
beasts, causing a large explosion. After a few seconds the hydras pushed through the smoke, 
unhindered by the magic save for a single destroyed head, burned to bits. Mogrimm stepped 
forward. 



 He stooped down on the ground and set down one of the Proftaka glyphs he had bought. 
The glyph sat on the ground for a second before expanding rapidly, swelling up to a hexagon 
several feet wide before changing color to look like the ground it was placed on. The closest 
hydra slithered onto the trap, a flash of light blinding everyone for a split second. When the light 
faded, both hydras were trapped in a wreckage of stone, as if an explosion had gone off 
underneath both of them, leaving the monsters immobilized.  
 “Now!” Mogrimm rose to his feet and raced over, raising his weapons into the air and 
leaping into the fray. The dwarf smacked one hydra head aside and sliced the other one down, 
absorbing a blow to the stomach and continuing to beat the monsters down. The remaining six 
functioning heads turned towards the dwarf, recovering quickly from the glyph’s trap. Brandis 
quickly fired off an arrow straight through one of the monster’s craniums, responding quickly to 
another with expert precision. Mogrimm continued fighting his way through the sea of serpent 
heads, dealing and absorbing blows with a toughness one could only expect from a powerful 
dwarf warrior. 
 “Mogrimm, get back!” Emiroon shouted at him, stepping forward and slashing down at 
the beasts in front of him. The dwarf nodded quickly and bounded out of the tangled mass of 
snake-like appendages just before another high-explosive spell hurtled into their midst. The 
hydras hissed and roared, writhing around on the ground, quite burnt to a crisp. 
 Jorhdawn tossed another fireball up in the air, catching it in her hand before lobbing it at 
the monsters, causing another deafening explosion. Mogrimm laughed, watching the fireworks 
show. 
 “Atta girl!” He roared, “Keep ‘em coming!” 
 The hydras reared back up, only four heads among them now, and barged back into battle. 
They rushed up to the group with surprising speed, trampling Mogrimm down and snapping at 
Jorhdawn. She shrieked and leapt back, another head swiping down and biting her ankle before 
yanking her back over. Brandis quickly raced over, batting one head aside with his bow before 
slashing down on the other’s neck with his dagger.  
 The limb didn’t sever all the way, the head releasing Jorhdawn and turning on him, biting 
his side harshly and clamping down. Brandis grunted with pain, feeling blood well up and 
beginning to drench his side. He wrenched out his knife and slashed down a second time, cutting 
the head clean off. Jorhdawn breathed a sigh of relief. 
 “Thank you.” She panted, hurrying back up onto her feet and beginning to cast another 
spell as quickly as she could.  
 “Yes.” Brandis replied, backing off and slashing at another oncoming hydra head. 
Mogrimm stepped in the way, slicing the neck clean in two with a short, but sharp sword. He 
turned and battered the hydras back, simply tanking their remaining heads’ attacks and pushing 
them back. 
 “Heads up!” Chardris alerted them, looking over his shoulder, “Incoming!!” 
 The third hydra to the rear flung Tandros over its shoulder (metaphorically speaking), 
rushing forward and beginning to hail down bites on Ana and Chardris. Brandis sucked up the 
pain in his side and ran over to help, jumping up at the colossal beast and beginning to hack and 
slash it down with his dagger.  
 The heads hissed, relenting on their assault and turning to face the half-elf. Brandis 
gulped and backed up. Suddenly diving for him, the first head lunged at him, mouth gaping and 
teeth showing. Brandis stabbed the snake through the head with his knife, wrenching the blade 



out and turning to face the other. He sidestepped the neck as it lunged for him, grabbing it in his 
arm and stabbing it down through the top of its skull.  
 “Brandis, move!” Tandros raced back up to the side, raising his broadsword. Brandis 
pulled out his weapon and jumped back, the fighter bringing down the blade and slicing the two 
heads clean off in a single swing. The hydra straightened up, wobbling a bit before collapsing 
onto the ground, dead. 
 Brandis nodded his thanks towards the warrior before turning to assist Mogrimm once 
again. The dwarf had cut down one head, finishing off the second hydra and still tangling with 
the final aquatic beast. Brandis drew an arrow and hastily fired it off into the monster’s chest, 
drawing its attention. Mogrimm rolled off of it, whirling around behind it quickly. The hydra 
roared and began to slither towards the archer, Jorhdawn interrupting its charge with another 
burst of fire.  
 Reeling back, the monster rose back up, shaking its head around and looking about, 
dazed. Mogrimm leapt into the air behind it and cut it down with a quick blow to the back of the 
head. The monster crumpled down and stopped moving, dead as could be. Mogrimm wiped off 
his weapons, breathing a sigh of relief.  
 “What a fight.” Brandis huffed, limping over to Ana so she could heal him. 
 “Hold up, guys.” Emiroon alerted them, “Hear that?” 
 It was quiet at first, but the sound of slithering and splashing was beginning to fill the 
room once more. Additional viper-like bodies lurked about in the dark waters, beginning to stir 
and surface. 
 “Jeez.” Arkmer complained, “There’s way too many. We’ll never make it to the city at 
this rate…” 
 “If ya wanna git to the city, then go! Everybody—Move it!!” Mogrimm barked, pointing 
toward the light at the end of the room, “Now!!” 
 “Right! C’mon!” Chardris led the way, running past the quickly surfacing swarms of 
hydras and vipers. Mogrimm led the rear, turning and facing the rising hordes of serpents and 
snakes. The dwarf made sure everyone had made it past him before kneeling down and setting 
down his second trap glyph, drawing his crossbow and beginning to load up another bolt. 
Brandis stopped and looked over his shoulder at the dwarf. 
 “Mogrimm, what are you doing—c’mon!!” 
 “You won’t outrun vipers, boy.” The dwarf rumbled, “I’ll keep ‘em at bay fer ya.” 
 “What about you?” Brandis asked, concerned. 
 “Don’t you worry ‘bout me. I’ll scrape it out with these suckers—you scrape it out with 
Othkurik. You’ve got a date with that coward. Now git out of here!” 
 “All right. Make it out alive, okay?” 
 The dwarf chuckled, “Got it—it takes more than some snakes to do me in.” 
 Brandis nodded and ran on ahead, following the light up to the city above. The cavern led 
upward, the rocky tunnels suddenly stopping and cold stone bricks replacing them. Light shone 
down from above, the gray sky meeting the gray city before him. It was a surprisingly open town, 
the bland roads and courtyards leading on ahead, buildings lining the sides, seemingly empty. 
Brandis gazed about the vacant town, marveling at the quiet while everyone caught up to him. It 
was eerily quiet. 
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 Out of the blue, a loud explosion sounded off in the distance, the town rumbling a bit. 
Brandis ducked down and backed off into the shadows, staying off the road. A squad of drow 
raced past them, hurrying over to a high wall over in the far distance. The sounds of battle 
quietly roared off in the background.  
 More drow ran past the hidden half-elf, beginning to gather as they bunched together to 
get to the wall.  
 “Hurry it up!” One of the drow chainfighters barked to the advancing squads, “The 
enemy is almost on top of us! The outer wall does not fall, understand!? Lord Pelloth is counting 
on you! Othkurik is nearly finished!” 
 After a few seconds the enemies had passed through, racing onto their battle posts. 
Brandis peeked out into the open, looking around to see if the way was clear before sneaking out 
and hurrying down the street. Tandros caught up to him, the others right behind him. 
 “Right on top of them, huh? They have no idea.” The fighter speculated. 
 “Let’s take advantage of Syvarris’ and the other leaders’ distraction.” Chardris advised, 
“These streets are deserted. There’s bound to be fewer guards like this.” 
 “Don’t they know that we can just kind of sneak in through the tunnels?” Arkmer 
inquired, “Are they dumb or something?” 
 “They couldn’t possibly cover all of the tunnels throughout the mountain. Besides, they 
don’t think Brandis is still a threat.” Ana explained. 
 “But we should lay low anyway, right?” The elf shrugged. 
 “Don’t worry,” Emiroon assured him, “As long as they’re not looking too far down, 
there’s no way they’ll see you.” 
 “That’s low.” Arkmer grumbled. 
 “Just like yourself!”  
 “I’m gonna kill you, you know that right?”  
 “Shh!” Chardris ducked down, pointing over down the street. Three drow lingered about 
in the road, talking to each other. Chardris silently raised his arm up towards them and 
summoned a ball of fire, ready to attack. Brandis nodded and aimed his bow as well. 
 The two fired together, the magic and the arrow taking down two of the dark elves 
instantly. The other looked around, trying to see the enemy. 
 “Huh? Intruders!!” He was finished off quickly by another arrow from Tandros, dropping 
down to the ground, quite dead. 
 “Keep moving.” The fighter advised, lowering his bow and hastily moving on ahead. 
Brandis nodded and followed him. The road winded onward, mostly vacant save for any 
occasional squads of drow. The city was actually quite large, probably rivaling Sohenberg in size, 
though easily much larger due to all of the cave networks that surrounded it. It was like a city 
and a bunker combined, with no art or color breaking up the dull gray setting.  
 It was a long walk. Brandis figured that what he was looking for was in the back of the 
city, closer towards the caverns tunneling higher up into the mountain. He moved through the 
streets, getting past the residential areas toward some of the more complicated, fortified sections.  
 Soon enough the districts changed dramatically, the buildings becoming more complex in 
structure and design, bridges and overhangs covering up much of the sky above them. The road 
became narrower, more tightened and cramped. Brandis figured that he must be close toward the 
end of the city, the largest structure in the drow capital looming off in the not-so-far distance, 
where all of the important tunnels were located.  



 Suddenly a ghastly blade swooped through the air and sliced across Brandis’ face, almost 
decapitating the half-elf if it weren’t for his quick reaction time. Brandis ducked down with 
lightning speed and leapt back, a phantom knight floating out of one of the buildings and 
hovering out in front of him. Brandis raised his bow quickly, only to have another cloaked ghost 
appear from out of the floor in front of him. 
 “Erk!” Brandis dropped the weapon and stabbed the shade upward with his dagger 
quickly. Chardris blasted the other knight back, the specter moving out of the way and into the 
wall.  
 Two additional shades lunged out of the stone buildings to the flank, trying to seize 
Chardris and Arkmer. Arkmer kicked the assailant back and pummeled it down and out. Chardris 
stumbled back, Ana stepping in the way and casting a light spell on the ghost, disintegrating it 
with the holy magic. 
 The hidden ghastly knight from before dashed back into the fray, swinging for Ana with 
its spectral blade. Tandros stepped in the way, blocking the transparent weapon with his arm, 
simply taking the blow. He slammed down his sword on top of the knight, causing the apparition 
to burst apart and fade away. 
 “Ghosts.” He grunted, putting his sword away and flicking some of the blood off his arm. 
 “Hmm, I wonder…” Brandis glanced around before continuing onward. 
 The path wound onward, with only a few more supernatural appearances stalling the 
group’s progression. Finally they made their way up to the main building in the back of the city. 
It was a large structure, looking not too different from the government building at Romenus, only 
bigger. The buildings lined the structure, making a large box around an open courtyard. It looked 
much like a forum of sorts, only empty. Brandis carefully crept out into the open, walking over 
towards the building at the far end. He made it about two-thirds of the way before several squads 
of ghosts drifted up from the floor, surrounding the half-elf and his friends.  
 Brandis muttered a curse under his breath and looked around at all the phantoms and 
shades encircling them. A shrill laugh filled the air, echoing around the courtyard for several 
seconds, soon followed by a familiar voice. 
 “Still trying, are you? Youth IS wasted on the young! If only I shared your spirits—I’d 
put them to use on something worthwhile. What is it with you kids and having such a death 
wish? I could have told you that being a ghost ain’t all that!”  
 The King of the Shades appeared at the top of the building, looking down scornfully at 
Brandis and the others. Brandis looked back up at the ghost, still determined. 
 “I’m here to stop Othkurik—and that’s more than worthwhile.” He spat. 
 The Emperor Shade shrugged, “Blah do bleh. All that says to me is that now I’m 
supposed to dispose of you! Still such a pain… didn’t your girlfriend dying knock the wind out 
of yer sails? I already told you I’m not such a big fan of all this fighting.” 
 “King Shade.” Brandis warned, cutting to the point, “Othkurik’s only using you to charge 
his jewels. He wanted the other Guardians to perish. You managed to escape death because you 
fled before. For your own good, don’t try to fight us.” 
 “Hah!” The Guardian replied coyly, “But that jewel of yours isn’t even on your person! 
So I’m not being fed to anybody, am I? How’d you explain that?” 
 “Othkurik and Pelloth aren’t going to share anything with someone who only denied 
them a sliver more of power, Shade.” The half-elf forewarned, “Don’t keep following their 
orders—you can help us!” 
 The King Shade gazed down at him with a suddenly cold and serious expression. 



 “You can’t teach an old dog new tricks, kid.” He rationalized dryly, “And you don’t need 
to tell me that. I’m too tired of you mortals’ games and plots. Let’s not spice up this already 
complex tale with a new plot twist, shall we? It’s my turn up to bat, and I’m gonna knock you 
out of the park.” 
 “So be it.” Brandis narrowed his eyes, beginning to draw an arrow. 
 The Emperor Shade snapped his fingers, pointing to his minions, “Deal with the half-elf’s 
bosom-buddies—the little archer that could is all mine.” 
 Brandis strung his bow, aiming up at the ghostly Guardian up on the roof. The shade 
grinned down at him, then vanished instantly into thin air. Brandis’ eyes widened, and he took a 
step back, the King Shade reappearing in the blink of an eye right in front of him. The ghastly 
king leaned in close, whispering sinisterly. 
 “Let’s go for a spin, shall we?” He threw his ghostly shrouds around the half-elf, 
suddenly surrounding him in darkness. The ground disappeared under Brandis’ feet and he fell, 
nothingness surrounding him. 
 “AHAHAHAHAAA!!!” The King Shade’s laugh resounded through the void. 
 Brandis landed on a small floating chunk of stone, shaped rather hexagonally. There was 
nothing around, only the infinite darkness surrounding the tiny landmass. The Emperor Shade 
faded into view, standing on the other side of the platform. He brandished a ghastly blade from 
his cloak, holding it in both hands and clinking the tip of the sword onto the ground. Brandis 
slowly raised his bow, stringing an arrow and preparing to fight it out with the Guardian. The 
ghost chortled. 
 “Let’s see what you’re made of, half-elf,” He lifted his weapon up into the air, “I am the 
Emperor Shade, one of the Eight Guardians of Lord Othkurik. Let’s duke it out, whaddaya say?” 
 “Fine. Have it your way.” Brandis took aim, careful to keep his weapon pointed at the 
ghoul from such a close distance. 
 “My way? You’re the one on the warpath, aren’t you!?” The Guardian rushed forward, 
ducking down and avoiding the arrow flying his way. He swooped upward and slashed Brandis 
quickly.  
 Brandis lunged out of the way, avoiding a second slash and parrying a third with his 
dagger. Quickly breaking engagement, the half-elf dodged back and threw the knife at the Shade. 
The ghost blocked the ballistic weapon with his blade, beginning to float over. 
 “Woah, now… Let’s not go nuts here.” He laughed, rushing forward and taking flight. 
Brandis waited for him to get close, sidestepping a stab from the Guardian and jabbing the ghost 
in the torso, knocking him back.  
 The specter reeled backwards, recollecting himself in midair. Brandis didn’t give him any 
time, hurtling himself up against the ghoul and knocking him away a second time. He quickly 
aimed an arrow and sent it sailing across the platform, sinking into the shade. 
 “Gah!” The King Shade dropped his weapon, hovering around in the air limply, exposed 
and defenseless. Brandis used the success to redouble his efforts, rushing up to the idle Guardian. 
He swiped his dagger off the ground and ran up, beginning to combo the ghost with incredible 
speed and aggressiveness. The Shade was clearly not an adept combat expert, and Brandis 
pummeled and slashed him near to pieces. 
 “Enough!” The Emperor Shade burst apart, separating into small wisps of ghoulish 
energy. The ghostly fragments circled around Brandis, floating about ominously. The half-elf 
spat and tried to take a shot at one of the wisps, but the projectile only whizzed through it and 
kept going. Alighting on the ground surrounding the half-elf, the pieces of the Shade reformed 



into a trio of ghosts, all looking exactly the same as the Guardian. The Emperor’s voice called 
out from the nothingness around Brandis. 
 “I like you, half-elf. I think I’ll possess you.” He taunted mockingly, “Devour his soul! 
I’ll see ya—wouldn’t want to be ya!” 
 The shades rushed forward, lunging for Brandis. Thinking quickly, the half-elf ducked 
down and dodged the lunging arms of the nearest foe, rising back to his feet and flinging the 
enemy over his shoulder. He turned and smacked another spectral assailant back with his bow, 
stringing it quickly and finishing off the ghoul he had thrown.  
 “Like I haven’t heard that one before.” He muttered (of course, speaking outside the 
realm of this story’s coverage alone). 
 Making a horrible whooshing noise, the last of the ghosts wrapped its arms around him, 
opening up its mouth wide and beginning to inhale noisily. Brandis winced and struggled to 
dispatch the clingy apparition. He could feel his innermost being getting sucked out of his body 
slowly, his soul ebbing away ever so slightly. 
 “Grrrr! Don’t even think about it!” Brandis struggled and finally seized his knife, 
stabbing the spirit and disrupting its attack. The shade floated off aways, lumbering about in the 
air a bit. Brandis could feel his soul sinking back into his body and righting itself. He blinked a 
few times, snapping back and bringing up his bow, finishing off the shade.  
 “Come on!” The King of the Shade’s voice sounded off again, “You guys suck! And not 
in the good way—suck up his soul!”  
 Brandis turned and kicked back the last foe (or rather the first foe, who had recovered by 
now), twirling an arrow in his hand before stringing it and loosing the bolt into the stunned 
enemy, destroying the spirit. 
 “Aaaaaaaagggghh!!!!” All of the spectral energy reassembled back into the Emperor 
Shade, floating down exhausted and dazed. Brandis didn’t let up, turning on the Guardian and 
continuing to beat him down relentlessly. Flinching repeatedly, the ghoulish king flung back, 
wincing and shouting with each blow.  
 “Argh! Have a taste of your own medicine!” The shade suddenly jerked back up, 
realigning himself and then floating back, holding up an arm. A transparent wall appeared 
between the half-elf and the Guardian, projecting a reflection of Brandis like a ghostly mirror. 
Slowly Brandis’ reflection stepped out of the mirror, the wall fading as it did so. The Emperor 
Shade floated back, slowly vanishing again. 
 “How about a bit of one versus one?” The Guardian jeered, “See how you like it?” 
 The mirror-Brandis rushed forward, lunging for the real one with its bow. Brandis 
blocked the projection’s weapon with his own, kicking it back and countering with an arrow. The 
fake sidestepped and drew out its dagger, diving back into combat. Brandis whipped out his 
knife and blocked, sliding the short blade up and slashing the phony half-elf across the chest.  
 The mirror-Brandis backed up, silently stabbing back and slicing the real Brandis across 
the face. Brandis stumbled backward, wiping some blood from his nicked cheek. He hastily 
blocked another jab and stabbed the fake in the stomach, kicking it back and smacking it across 
the face with his bow.  
 The projection reeled back and drew its bow. Brandis hastily fired an arrow off into its 
chest and then another, getting the upper hand. Falling to one knee, the fake grasped one of the 
arrows and yanked it out. Brandis raced over and retrieved his knife again, rushing up to the foe 
and aiming the dagger for its vitals.  



 Suddenly springing up, the mirror-Brandis struck the half-elf with its bow, drawing its 
dagger and stabbing him in the stomach.  
 “Argh!” Brandis grit his teeth and stabbed the fake too, the pair of archers falling over 
together. Struggling to stay on top, Brandis wrenched out his weapon and slammed the blade 
down on top of the imitation, causing it to burst apart into more wispy apparitions.  
 “Aaaaaaaagggghh!!!! You kidding me, man!?” The King Shade reappeared in front of 
Brandis, looking wounded and stunned from the defeat. Brandis struggled to get himself together, 
rising up onto his feet and grabbing his bow. 
 “C’mere, squirt! Let me introduce you to the dead life!” The Shade seized his sword 
again and rushed forward, raising the ghostly blade high in the air. Brandis held up his knife, 
blocking the ghoul’s slice and leaping back up to his feet. The Shade turned, whirling his blade 
around and slashing for Brandis’ side, strafing around him. Blocking one attack after another, 
Brandis retaliated back, stabbing at the Guardian with his knife.  
 The Shade flew backwards, staying out of the half-elf’s reach. Brandis quickly swapped 
his dagger with his bow, firing a shot at the ghost. The King Shade swerved out of the flight path, 
Brandis immediately lining up another shot and firing. This bolt flew true, sinking into the shade. 
Brandis instantly drew another arrow and fired, repeating the process again, sinking yet another 
projectile into the Guardian. 
 “Ack! Ohh…” The King of the Shades floated back, dropping his sword and hovering 
there, stunned. Brandis raced up, leaping into the air and smashing his bow down on top of the 
injured ghost, slamming the spirit down into the platform and causing its wispy ghoulish energy 
to disperse. The shade’s voice filled the air, the nothingness beginning to tear apart back into the 
real world. 
 “No! Oh well… I had a good run… and then I had another one… third time’s the charm, 
hopefully, eh, Brandis? I’m too old for this nonsense…”  
 The dispersing wisps of the Guardian tore though the collapsing void, Brandis’ body 
falling back down to his own dimension. Brandis dropped down onto the courtyard, his shoes 
tapping onto the pavement. The Emperor Shade reappeared several feet away, breathing heavily 
and slumping down.  
 “Brandis!” Chardris called, looking over. The others had defeated the Guardian’s minions 
in the half-elf’s absence. The elf raced over, “Were did you go?” 
 “Don’t worry. I got him.” Brandis reassured him, nodding over toward the defeated ghost. 
 “You kids have it so easy these days.” The shade coughed, “And what’re you gonna 
spend that ease on? Separating yourselves from Othkurik? Please… give me a break.” 
 The ghostly Guardian slowly began to fade away, for good this time, “You give me a call 
when you have a real threat to grapple with. Better hope you still have that foolish youthful 
optimism then, heh heh… Othkurik’s deep in the tunnels ahead; the big one in the middle… go 
get ‘em, killer… I’ll see ya on the other side, Brandis Skyhunter… and I’ll make sure to tell your 
lady friend that you’re sorry…” 
 He faded away, completely gone now. The seventh Guardian of Othkurik was dead. 
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 Brandis breathed a heavy sigh of relief and returned his attention to his friends. Ana 
hurried over to his side, beginning to heal his wounds. Tandros stepped forward and pointed to 
the big building. 
 “The tunnels are in there?” He clarified, looking over his shoulder at Brandis. 



 “Yeah.” Brandis coughed, “That’s where Othkurik is. I think he knows we’re here—he 
sent the Shade after us.” 
 “Then let’s not waste any time.” Chardris walked over, nodding towards the building. 
 “Right.” Ana agreed. The group gathered up and began walking over into the structure. It 
was a fairly simple building, a single large room completely empty. The back wall was built 
directly into the mountain, a rocky cliff face with several caverns opening up into it. There was 
one particular cave opening in the center that was most conspicuous compared to the others. 
Brandis approached the larger tunnel. 
 “This must be it.” He determined, “He’s in here.” 
 The half-elf began leading the way into the imposing passageway, leaving the Drow City 
on the map behind and travelling into the city’s true heart—the mass of caves linked to it like a 
spider’s web. It was dark inside, but Brandis’ friends lit the way for him, moving on through the 
deep, dark tunnels. 
 The lonely road wound onward and onward, endlessly going deeper into the mountain. 
The path was riddled with monsters, drow and more of the dragon’s minions. Luckily, between 
Brandis and his six allies (is it six? …Yeah, it’s six) no foe was beyond defeat. Brandis 
continued to lead onward, making sure to keep his quiver full for the coming battle. There was 
no shortage of drow, and it did keep resources exhausted. Tandros was forced to use up his Ivor 
glyph, as well as Jorhdawn her Astrid glyph.  
 Brandis glanced over his shoulder as he walked, “I hope Mogrimm made it okay.” 
 “No need to worry about him,” Chardris assured him, “He can take care of himself. What 
we need to focus on right now is seeing this through.” 
 “…And speak of the devil,” Arkmer nodded towards the end of the hall, “Doesn’t that 
look important, eh?” 
 There was a large door built into the end of the cave. It was heavily guarded, though. 
Multiple squads of drow and a few other monsters stood in the way, keeping careful watch over 
the entrance. Several of the drow had already spotted the approaching group and were calling out 
to their allies. Tandros stepped forward, drawing his sword. 
 “So this is their last line of defense before Othkurik?” He asked, taking the lead and 
twirling his broadsword, “Let’s rock and roll, then.” 
 “Sounds good to me.” Brandis agreed, drawing an arrow and preparing for battle. 
 Jorhdawn made the first move. She summoned a ball of flame and hurled it at the closest 
squad of incoming enemies. The magic projectile hit the ground around the dark elves as they 
ran and burst into a massive blaze soon after, consuming several of the foes at once. Tandros 
raced in, dashing through the seared rubble and singed corpses and hurling himself into the next 
wave of drow. Arkmer cracked his knuckles and his neck, glancing over at Jorhdawn. 
 “Trying to show off, huh?” He challenged, “Well, if this is a contest, then…” 
 He raced after Tandros, twirling his staff in his hand before smacking it up against the 
first drow he came upon. Tandros cut down two drow with one swing, looking over his shoulder 
at the elf. Arkmer leapt over the fighter, kicking down another enemy and pummeling one back 
away from him. Brandis aimed and shot down an incoming drow, quickly lining up another shot 
and taking down an advancing troll in a single arrow.  
 I may not have that jewel with me now, the half-elf thought to himself as the beast 
slammed down onto the ground, dead, but I’ve never felt more at the top of my game than I feel 
here, fighting to give Othkurik one last fling. I’ve never felt stronger! 



 He took aim again, shooting down another drow. A chainfighter dashed into the fray, 
whipping Tandros and Arkmer back with his weapon before leaping at Brandis. Responding 
quickly, the half-elf strung another bolt and fired off into the dark elf.  
 Vanishing into the air, the drow evaded the projectile, reappearing next to Brandis and 
lunging out. A firebolt blasted through the air, striking the chainfighter down before he could 
attack, Chardris nodding at Brandis before striding on ahead, already charging another spell.  
 Additional drow began pouring into the room, drawing their weapons and rushing into 
the fray. Tandros leapt away from their advancing forces, Emiroon summoning Arkmer back to 
him.  
 “Shield Tandros,” Jorhdawn warned Ana, beginning to cast another spell. Ana nodded 
and held up her staff, a barrier forming around Tandros, protecting the fighter.  
 “Wait for it,” Chardris advised, hurrying over to cover, readying some magic of his own.  
 Tandros assumed a defensive position, the drow rushing in and crowding around him. 
The shield surrounding the warrior blocked several of the stabs and slashes, Tandros defending 
himself to the best of his abilities. Jorhdawn continued charging the spell in her hand, pouring 
more and more energy into it. Chardris waited a few seconds before giving the signal. 
 “Now!” 
 Jorhdawn stepped forward and hurled the explosive straight for Tandros. It collided with 
his shield, exploding on contact and blasting all of the adjacent foes away. Brandis quickly began 
picking off the survivors from a safe distance, Chardris getting up from behind his cover and 
assisting the half-elf. Ana raced over to Tandros’ side and began healing him as quickly as she 
could.  
 Several of the surviving drow rose to their feet and dashed over to the two, trying to 
assault the mage as she healed the injured warrior. Arkmer jumped back into the fray, fending 
them back. Emiroon followed him, cutting down one of the dark elves quickly and giving Ana 
some space to work with. 
 “Take that!” Arkmer laughed, “We’re unstoppable!” 
 “Yeah, I’d wager we’re pretty good.” Emiroon agreed a bit less adamantly. 
 Two additional ogres stomped forward, only to be blasted down by Chardris and 
Jorhdawn, Brandis polishing them off with precisely aimed shots. The half-elf strode over, 
wrenching out the arrows and looking around at the now silent room. He nodded to the others, 
everyone regrouping around the doorway leading onward. 
 “That’s it, right?” Tandros double-checked.  
 “I assume so,” Brandis confirmed, “Ready to go?” 
 “I guess so,” The fighter rubbed the back of his head, “We can’t waste any more time. I 
suppose this is it, then?” 
 “It is,” Chardris began walking over, “Let’s show that dragon that not everyone in this 
country are his pawns.” 
 “Let me assure you,” Brandis took the lead, going over and beginning to open up the door, 
“That this isn’t part of his script.” 
 He opened up the doors and walked on in, everyone following him closely. The room 
opened up before them, a large circular area with most of the sides cloaked in shadows. It was a 
domelike room, a large, open tunnel at the far end ramping all the way up to the surface, 
allowing light to pour in and fill the center of the chamber. At the far end of the room was a big, 
triangular structure. It was of the same stuff as the rest of the buildings and roads of Drow City, a 
dull gray color only broken by the gleam of three gems on each of its ends. The structure also 



had a balcony-like overhang jutting out from its center, the red and blue jewels on the far ends of 
it. Brandis’ green jewel was mounted on the very top of the structure, a faint source of energy 
seeping out of it and meeting with the other two jewels. Othkurik stood on the overhang, his red 
eyes glued to the gems obsessively. Pelloth stood down below, watching the process as well. The 
drow priest looked over his shoulder as the group entered, narrowing his eyes and looking very 
displeased. 
 “I figured that the Shade King wouldn’t be able to keep you away, even without your 
powers. Useless Guardian.” He called out to Brandis, “It is of little consequence—what are you 
doing here, Brandis?” 
 “I’m here to get my jewel back,” Brandis replied, “And stop you both. It’s over.” 
 “Very much on the contrary, it’s only just beginning.” Pelloth denied, “It’s only over for 
you. You’ve no more reason to be here—leave at once. Lord Othkurik is busy constructing our 
future; do not disturb him.” 
 “I’m not helping him build that future, nor do I want it,” Brandis spat back, “We want to 
build our own future, not help you with your evil plans.” 
 Pelloth only laughed, “Tell me, Brandis—what future would that be, exactly? What do 
you have left in this world? Your home? Your father? Your friend? There is nothing for you 
here; it was all spent assisting Lord Othkurik build our empire. You have nothing left to fight for.” 
 Brandis bit his lip.  
 Othkurik spoke out, “Everything you’ve ever had I gave to you, half-elf. Your wants, 
your goals, and your friends… I constructed a false destiny for you so that I would fulfill my 
own. You owe it all to me—you knew and had nothing before I put my foot in the door of your 
life; now you dare enter my lair to challenge me? You fight for things that aren’t even real. 
Those things will never lead a country, and they’ll never amount to anything more than they are 
now—a fantasy.” 
 “My empire is more than real.” Pelloth added, “It will reign on this earth for a thousand 
years. You wouldn’t dare try to stand in Lord Othkurik’s way and ruin it all for nothing.” 
 “I am fighting for something real—my friends here, and everyone else out there fighting 
against you. The entire country of Ensterek is fighting against you!” 
 “It will not matter once my jewels are combined.” Othkurik rumbled, “Every living, 
breathing thing below me will bend a knee to a true dragon. My power will dwarf any armies 
lesser animals might form.” 
 Brandis turned his attention back to Pelloth, “How do you even know Othkurik won’t use 
you like he’s used everyone else!?” 
 “I am a Guardian of Othkurik. It is my sacred duty to follow my dragon to whatever end,” 
Pelloth answered unwaveringly, “Othkurik will give me my empire and I will give him followers 
to whatever end he desires. We will rule together, and he will be with my heirs for generations to 
come. We could never achieve our goals alone.”  
 “God, you’re dense.” Arkmer spat on the ground, looking back at Brandis, “Let’s just 
beat them up and take the jewels back; they’re not going to give them up.”  
 “How dare you even think of standing up to me,” Othkurik scolded condescendingly, 
“Your use to us has withered. I had the decency to allow you to live before, because I don’t 
regard you as a threat. Get out of here, or I’ll do to you what I did to Sharwin.” 
 “I’m not leaving until you’re toast.” Brandis replied. 
 “Grrr…” Othkurik growled, beginning to prowl around on the balcony, “Pelloth. Deal 
with them.” 



 Pelloth stepped forward, “Yes, Lord Othkurik.” 
 The drow stepped forth, toward the center of the room. He drew his staff and held it in his 
hand, holding his arms out perpendicular to his body. The Guardian narrowed his eyes at Brandis, 
glaring at the half-elf. 
 “You will not interfere with my empire.” He stated emotionlessly, “I am Pelloth, one of 
the Eight Guardians of Lord Othkurik. You’re the last collection of fools left to deal with. I’ll 
celebrate Othkurik’s graduation to a true dragon and the birth of my kingdom by treating myself 
to slaughtering you. To the end of this world and the beginning of the new.” 
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 Brandis held up his bow, stringing an arrow and aiming for the Guardian. Everyone 
readied their weapons, preparing to fight. Pelloth frowned, staying put as the group took aim for 
him. 
 “With what arrogance do you challenge me? This is our final hour until the new dawn 
breaks! Fought through centuries of darkness our new light emerges! Othkurik is tomorrow; all 
life bows to him and his power! I am the herald to his glory, leading us into a utopia the likes of 
which you could never comprehend! How dare you stand against us, you ignorant pigs!” 
 Brandis loosed an arrow, the bolt sailing clean through Pelloth. The Guardian burst into 
shadows and reassembled several feet to the left, the drow circling around, glaring over at the 
group. 
 “Heretic!” He shouted, holding forth his staff, “You are unworthy of what I am trying to 
bring everyone! My empire will use your corpses as its foundation! Perish!” 
 A burst of dark energy fired off of his weapon, sailing through the air and exploding in 
front of the half-elf, sending him reeling back. Tandros rushed in between him and Pelloth, 
slashing at the drow priest with his broadsword. Pelloth once again burst into darkness, 
reforming in the same spot and smacking the fighter back with his staff. 
 “Oof!” Tandros stumbled back and spat out some blood, “He’s stronger than he looks.” 
 “Well, see him dodge this.” Chardris held forth his staff, sending multiple firebolts 
careening across the room and towards Pelloth. The drow gave the magic projectiles a glance 
before vanishing again, reappearing on the other side of the room, sending a counterattack sailing 
towards Chardris. The elf leapt out of the way, astonished at the drow’s resilience. Pelloth 
lowered his staff. 
 “You won’t beat me so easily on my own turf,” He reminded them, “You were lucky in 
the jungles. Sharwin was the only real reason you stood a chance at all. That won’t be a problem 
anymore.” 
 He disappeared again, reappearing several feet away as Jorhdawn sent a volley of flames 
hailing down on top of his position. The Guardian seemed unfazed, glancing over at Brandis as 
he recovered, “And I also understand that you only defeated most of the Guardians because you 
used your dark form on them. Try it on me—I dare you. You’ll only end up like your friend.” 
 Arkmer dashed up to him, punching and kicking at him with surprising speed. Pelloth 
effortlessly weaved in and out of each jab, looking bored with the attacking elf. 
 “You’re no threat without your jewel. You’re laughable, really. How are you going to 
beat Lord Othkurik like this?” 
 Arkmer redoubled his assault, rushing back in and elbowing the Guardian in the stomach 
with surprising speed. Pelloth stumbled back, winded. Arkmer did not relent so easily, spinning 



around before uppercutting the drow into the air. Chardris held up his staff, sending a fireball 
shrieking forward and colliding with Pelloth in midair.  
 “Argh!” Pelloth was spiked down to the ground, skidding across the floor and up against 
the shadows lining the walls. 
 “Don’t start boasting yet,” Arkmer warned, “We aren’t done with you.” 
 “How dare you!” Pelloth leapt back to his feet and waved his staff in the air, forming 
another sphere of dark magic and sending it sailing towards the elf. Emiroon ran along the flank, 
summoning Arkmer out of the way and dashing up to the Guardian. Pelloth stepped back, 
sinking into the shadows and disappearing from view. Several drow appeared, jumping forth 
from the darkness and beginning to home in on everyone.  
 Arkmer batted one away from him, forcing it back easily, “C’mon, you pansy—we’ve 
seen enough of this already!” 
 “Lolth’s Wrath!” Pelloth shouted from the shadows, a small spark of magic flying out 
and connecting with the drow, causing it to detonate on contact. Arkmer and Emiroon were sent 
flying back, wounded badly from the explosion. 
 “Stay away from them!” Brandis shouted, quickly taking one down from a safe distance 
and aiming for another. Chardris nodded and blasted one down, Jorhdawn aiming for a 
chainfighter.  
 “Eek!” Jorhdawn shouted, the chainfighter interrupting her spell and wrapping its weapon 
around her. Instead of pulling her to it, however, it lunged for her, tackling the elf and promptly 
bursting apart from another of Pelloth’s spells. 
 “Enough of this BS!” Arkmer spat leaping back into the air, “C’mere, you coward!” 
 He lunged into the shadows, tackling Pelloth and knocking him over, “Gotcha!” 
 Othkurik reared up, watching the battle from his safe distance. He spread his wings and 
took flight, lunging down from his spot and swooping into the shadows, slamming up against 
Arkmer and sending him flying back out into the middle of the room, severely injured. The 
dragon swerved around and alighted back up on his perch, turning and continuing to survey the 
battle from there. 
 “Hold on!” Ana hurried over to the elf’s side and began healing him to the best of her 
abilities. Tandros ran after her, cutting down the last of the drow warriors and keeping his eyes 
on the shadows, looking for Pelloth. The Guardian reemerged from the darkness, reappearing in 
the center of the room in a mass of shadows.  
 “Stay still.” Pelloth held out his staff, sending another spell reeling towards Ana as she 
healed Arkmer. Stepping in the way, Tandros absorbed the blow, flinching back a bit before 
charging at the drow leader. He rushed up and swung down his blade on top of Pelloth as hard as 
he could, the swing missing as the Guardian swerved out of the way. Again dispersing into 
shadows, Pelloth reassembled behind the warrior and knocked him away rather easily.  
 “You pose no threat to me.” The drow taunted, easily maneuvering out of the way of an 
arrow and another fire spell. Chardris grimaced, glancing over at Brandis. 
 “He’s too hard to hit,” The elf admitted, “We need a change of plans.” 
 “I’m way ahead of you.” Brandis put away his bow and pulled out his dagger, rushing up 
towards Pelloth and getting ready to stab him. Pelloth gave him an unconcerned glance before 
aiming his staff in the half-elf’s direction, firing off another dark spell. Brandis ducked down, 
evading and rushing up to a point-blank distance, slicing at the drow priest. Pelloth disappeared 
again, simply moving away from the half-elf.  



 “Now!” Jorhdawn held her staff up in the air, fire streaming from it and raining down on 
top of Pelloth. He vanished into darkness and moved back to the opposite end of the room. 
Brandis carefully watched the drow move and then rushed in on his position, throwing his knife 
as he ran. Pelloth reappeared into the weapon’s flight path, the blade sinking into him and 
making him flinch.  
 “Got you now!” Brandis dove for him, wrenching out the dagger and punching the 
Guardian in the face. He kicked him in the stomach and stabbed the knife back into his chest, 
knocking him into the air a second time. Jorhdawn quickly created another fireball in her hand 
and lobbed it Pelloth, the flames bursting on impact and knocking him back down. 
 “Oof!” Pelloth slammed on the ground, Brandis leaping back and Tandros taking his 
place. The fighter grasped his sword tightly and brought it down, cutting Pelloth across and then 
vertically, sending him skidding back. Tandros held up his blade, looking at the black blood 
staining it. 
 “Less than I’d thought.” He noted, looking over at the Guardian sinking back into the 
shadows surrounding the room.  
 “He’s a tough cookie, all right.” Brandis wiped off his dagger, “This is going to take a 
long time, I can tell.” 
 Pelloth hid back in the darkness, near impossible to see in the pitch black. Four more 
drow leapt into battle, bursting onto the scene out of nowhere, darkness enveloping their bodies 
and lapping off of them into the air.  
 “Die.” Pelloth’s voice rang out coldly, a bright flash of magic emitting from the darkness. 
A spherical gray ball of magic floated out, a rune on the front of it foreign to Brandis. It began 
slowly homing in on Ana and Arkmer. 
 “Hey! Move it, sister!” Emiroon shouted, quickly summoning Arkmer to his side and 
motioning for Ana to get away from the drow and the spell. The mage quickly got to her feet and 
hurried over toward him, a drow chainfighter interrupting her halfway. It whipped its chain out, 
wrapping it around her and yanking her over to it.  
 “Ana!” Tandros raced over, a firebolt careening past his head and blasting the drow down 
before it could do any more harm. Brandis began heading over as well, being forced to stop 
along the way and fend off his own foes. Two drow stood in his way, the first slashing at him 
with its sword and keeping him back. The weapon’s longer reach compared to Brandis’ knife 
kept him at bay.  
 “Crap…” Brandis stepped back, letting the faster of the two dark elves move in after him. 
The drow did just that, stabbing for him while advancing quickly. Brandis ducked down and 
around, seizing the enemy’s wrist and stabbing him through, hastily dropping the foe and lunging 
out for the second. The next drow vanished, reassembling next to Brandis and stabbing his side. 
 “Argh!” Brandis lurched to the side, the drow yanking the weapon out and stepping 
forward, trying to punch the half-elf with its shield. Another firebolt shrieked through the air and 
blasted the drow down before it could do any more harm. Chardris held down his arm, turning 
his attention to the last of the dark elves. 
 “Thanks.” Brandis clutched his side. He could feel the blade’s poison beginning to flow 
through him, causing further damage on the inside. Brandis fumbled for his potion, quickly 
gulping down as much of the stuff as it took for the wound to heal up and the pain subside. 
Tandros slashed down the last of the foes, turning his attention to Ana. 



 “Back off!” Chardris shouted alarmingly. Tandros glanced over his shoulder, quickly 
shoving Ana away as the rune spell rushed for him and exploded. Smoke went everywhere, 
Tandros falling over and struggling back to his feet, wounded badly.  
 “You are annoying. Perish.” Pelloth stepped back into the light, flinging another cluster 
of dark magic towards the injured warrior. Ana held out her staff, shielding Tandros from the 
spell. Pelloth scowled at her, beginning to cast another curse. Brandis didn’t give him time, the 
fully recovered half-elf lunging for the Guardian, slashing and swinging for him with his dagger. 
Pelloth sidestepped, dodging manually rather than dispersing into shadows.  
 Suddenly Pelloth stepped forward, reaching out and grabbing Brandis’ face. He pushed 
Brandis back before bringing his staff down on the archer. Brandis reeled back from the blow, 
sliding across the ground. His head throbbed from the injury, and it took a second for him to get 
back to his feet. Chardris rushed to his side, helping him back up and returning fire at the 
Guardian, Jorhdawn assisting his attacks as well. 
 Pelloth disappeared and reappeared, only getting mildly grazed by the flurry of flaming 
projectiles. He dusted himself off and frowned at the elves. 
 “I grow tired of you lot.” He glowered at them, another aura of darkness beginning to 
form around him. The shadows wrapped around the Guardian, suddenly seizing his body and 
dispersing, tearing him into four parts before reforming into four drow soldiers. His voice called 
out from somewhere, its location impossible to track as the dark warriors began striding towards 
Brandis and his friends. 
 “I’m coming for you… try and find me… your dulled senses cannot uncover my mask, 
you light-bred weaklings. I’ll smash your skulls.” 
 Chardris backed off aiming for one and shooting it down ablaze quickly. The target 
simply burst into nothing, like a popping balloon. The three remaining drow rushed forward, 
charging for the group swiftly and allowing for little time to react. Brandis swapped his dagger 
for his bow, trying to shoot down an oncoming attacker, the drow evading the bolt and 
continuing its assault.  
 “Stay away!” Jorhdawn shouted, holding forth both hands and sending a wave of fire 
flying for the remaining enemies. Two of the drow were stuck and killed, also popping and 
yielding nothing. The fourth drow leapt into the air, its skin and weapons peeling off and 
revealing the Guardian underneath, his staff cloaked in dark energy. 
 “Wrong answer!” Pelloth yelled, bringing down his charged weapon on top of Jorhdawn. 
Emiroon quickly stepped back and summoned her back in the blink of an eye, sighing with relief 
at the close save. Pelloth did not waver, leaping to the side with surprising athleticism and 
swinging the staff for Chardris instead. 
 Chardris stepped back and fired a flaming shot back at the Guardian. Pelloth ducked 
down, avoiding the missile before lunging back up and slamming his shadow-clad staff down on 
Chardris.  
 The elf buckled down, the darkness clinging to the weapon bursting downward and 
redoubling the blow. Pelloth stepped back and aimed another spell for Brandis, the half-elf 
rushing to Chardris’ side and slashing back at the drow. The blade sliced clean through him, 
darkness spraying out instead of blood. Brandis leapt back, watching the doppelganger melt 
down into the ground and slide back into the shadows. 
 “AH-HAHAHAHAHA!!!” Pelloth’s laugh rang out through the room, the Guardian sliding 
out of the darkness on the opposite end of the room. He strode across to the other side, holding 
out his weapon and summoning another rune-sphere, sending it floating over towards Brandis 



and Chardris. Brandis grimaced, trying to help Chardris up so they could get back away from the 
incoming ball of magic.  
 “Chardris!” Jorhdawn ran over, looking down at her teacher concerned. He was 
obviously very injured from Pelloth’s enhanced attack, unconscious and clearly unable to move 
as it was. Jorhdawn looked over at Brandis, “I’ll move him—you get back or you’ll get hurt.” 
 “Don’t panic; I’ll move him.” Emiroon held up his staff and sword, both beginning to 
glow brightly, “Deal with Pelloth!” 
 Brandis rose to his feet, moving away from the rune-sphere and firing an arrow at the 
Guardian. Pelloth stopped walking, letting the bolt sink into him. The projectile punched through 
him, the drow splitting into four soldiers once again. Beginning to run towards the group without 
even raising their weapons, the drow warriors made a dash for Brandis and Jorhdawn. Reacting 
as fast as he could, Brandis aimed at the nearest foe and fired an arrow at it. The dark elf burst 
into darkness and reformed, continuing to race towards the half-elf. 
 Give me a break! Brandis bit his lip, drawing another arrow, If only I still had that Glyph 
of Augers, this would be so much easier… 
 Two of the drow dashed up, getting uncomfortably close. Luckily, a restored Tandros 
stepped in the way, slashing both of them down and out. The fighter looked over his shoulder at 
Brandis and Jorhdawn, making sure they were okay before turning back to the drow. He reached 
out as one approached, grabbing it by the arm and flinging it away, the drow exploding shortly 
after. 
 Brandis tried to trace Pelloth’s spell as it sailed into the next incoming dark elf. It was 
impossible to see the Guardian when he was hiding in the darkness, so Brandis needed 
something that would give him away. It was too dangerous to dive in there after him, or else the 
half-elf risked Othkurik dive-bombing him as he did Arkmer.  
 “Lolth’s Wrath!” A glimmer of sparkling magic sailed out from the wall of shadows 
towards the drow by Tandros, another spell shield forming around the fighter and absorbing most 
of the damage. Ana moved around past Tandros, annulling his shield and rushing to Emiroon’s 
side, beginning to heal Chardris as fast as she could.  Brandis narrowed his eyes and took careful 
aim, positioning his shot to where he had seen the magic initiate.  
 “Too slow!” Pelloth leapt out from the shadows behind the half-elf, bringing his 
darkness-charged weapon down on him.  
 “Argh!” Brandis was knocked to the ground. He could feel the staff’s abyssal energy 
reverberating into him, pounding him down with twice the strength of the Guardian. It was an 
electric feeling that riveted through his entire being before slamming him down on the ground a 
second time, as if the staff had struck him again. Everything went black. 
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 “…Brandis! Brandis!” Ana’s voice rang in Brandis’ ears, slowly awakening him.  
 “Ugh…” The half-elf sat up and rubbed the back of his head, “That scumbag…” 
 “He knocked you out cold,” The mage explained, “I’ve had to use up my potions on you 
and Chardris now. I’ve only Sturlas left.”  
 “Sorry, I’ll get back in there.” Brandis looked over. It seemed that Chardris was indeed 
back on his feet, assisting Tandros and Arkmer in keeping Pelloth away. Brandis grimaced and 
hopped back on his feet, swiping his bow and beginning to head back over. Pelloth glanced over 
as he dodged Tandros’ slow-moving swings. 



 “Do you ever grow weary, half-elf? Do you never tire of this nonsense?” He dodged 
another swing and caught Tandros’ arm, pummeling him in the stomach with his staff before 
pushing him back against Arkmer. The Guardian stood back, vanishing to avoid another rain of 
fire from the other elves. He reappeared in the same spot, looking over at them, “You two are the 
most trouble.” 
 The drow leader dispersed into black mist, floating over and reassembling around 
Chardris and Jorhdawn. Chardris looked carefully at the moving shadows as they raced over and 
reformed, quickly blasting down the drow it created.  
 “Look out!!” Brandis shouted, the other shadow reforming behind Jorhdawn into a 
chainfighter. It lunged out quickly, lashing its weapon out not at her but at Chardris, grabbing the 
elf and drawing him over before exploding next to them both.  
 Laughing, Pelloth stepped out from the shadows at the back of the room, holding out his 
arms again and aiming his staff for Jorhdawn. Emiroon was quick to summon her close to his 
side before bolting into the Guardian’s path, knocking the staff down with his sword and slashing 
for the drow. Pelloth backed off a bit, blasting the elf back with another spell before advancing 
back on him, raising his scepter into the air. Brandis rushed up to him, smacking him across the 
face with his bow and grabbing his dagger quickly.  
 “Gah!” Pelloth reeled from the unexpected blow, spitting out blood and reaching out for 
the half-elf, already charging a counterattack spell. Brandis didn’t give him time, slicing up 
upward and into the air, kicking him back before landing. Switching back to his bow, the archer 
strung several arrows and launched them into the Guardian’s chest, the bolts finally striking true. 
Brandis continued to fire away until Pelloth finally vanished again, reassembling on the other 
end of the chamber.  
 “How dare you, you—” The Guardian reprimanded, Arkmer cutting him off. The elf 
rushed up to the drow’s position, punching him down and blasting him back with a burst of 
bright magic. Pelloth careened back, rising to his feet only to have Tandros slash him down and 
into the shadows, the Guardian’s body cleaving in two and reforming into more drow.  
 “Not more of this tomfoolery.” Tandros grunted, slashing down two of the phony dark 
elves in a single swing, causing them to burst into darkness. The other two drow began slowly 
circling around the warrior, a firebolt flying through the air and crashing into one.  
 “Argh!” Pelloth skidded back, the drow’s appearance changing to his as it reeled back. 
The last drow dispersed into nothing, the real Guardian exposed. Not wasting time, Arkmer 
dashed up to Pelloth, beginning to combo him with a multitude of punches and kicks. Jorhdawn 
held up her staff and launched a series of flames into the air and crashing down on top of the 
drow priest, blasting him further back. Leaping to the other side, Tandros pummeled the 
Guardian back towards Arkmer, the elf knocking him into the air. Brandis lined up another shot 
carefully and shot him back down to earth. 
 Pelloth hit the ground, his body transforming into darkness and rushing away from all his 
assailants before reforming. The Guardian rose back to his feet, glaring over at them all and 
beginning to darken with a pitch-black aura that wrapped around his body, making him even 
more difficult to see against the dim backdrop. 
 “Your interference has ended my patience.” He spat, “You just cannot be contented with 
Lord Othkurik’s glorious designs—you have to try and ruin everything we’ve worked so hard to 
build. You ignorant scum! I will kill you all!!” 
 “Can it!” Arkmer dove for him, swinging his staff around and trying to bring it down on 
top of the Guardian, “I’m getting real sick of your uppity remarks!” 



 Pelloth ducked down, lunged forward and punched Arkmer in the stomach, flinging him 
back before leaping backwards and sinking back into the shadows. Several drow soldiers 
summoned in the middle of the room, the first dashing over to Arkmer and cutting him down 
before Pelloth made it detonate. Another drow dashed for the other elves, ducking in and out of 
the darkness to evade Chardris’ attacks before exploding on top of him. A final drow dove for 
Brandis, the half-elf hurriedly ducking down and flinging the dark elf over his shoulder before 
Pelloth made it burst. The Guardian’s voice rang out from the abyssal shadows, clusters of magic 
sailing out and rapidly connecting with each drow before causing them to explode. 
 “Lolth’s Wrath! Lolth’s Wrath! Lolth’s Wrath! Hyaaa!!” 
 Pelloth leapt out from the shadows, slamming his weapon down on Jorhdawn from 
behind and knocking her down, black magic leaping from his staff and pulsing into her. The 
Guardian rose to his feet, pointing his scepter down at the elf and finishing her off with another 
spell before turning to Brandis.  
 “Why, you!” Brandis yelled, quickly aiming for him and firing away. Pelloth sidestepped 
quickly, maneuvering easily in and out of each shot. Gritting his teeth, Brandis traded his bow 
for his knife and ran up to the drow priest, jabbing and stabbing at him. The Guardian only 
grinned and continued to effortlessly dodge each of the half-elf’s attacks, reaching out and 
seizing his arm. The drow leaned in close. 
 “I am charged with the sacred duty of overseeing the destruction of this current world.” 
He whispered to Brandis, smiling devilishly, seemingly unhindered by any of his wounds, “It is a 
heavy burden, forcibly uprooting all the comforted life forms that have grown used to the current 
state of affairs. Many, like you, are unwilling to change and we have to use you without your 
knowing. But in your case I gladly took pleasure in making use of your ‘heroic destiny’. What 
fun I had, toying with you and your eladrin friend! You are but playthings to me!” 
 He released Brandis’ arm, splitting into four drow again as a firebolt whizzed through 
him. Chardris speedily walked over to Brandis, ushering the half-elf back and blasting one of the 
dark elves down.  
 “Don’t listen to him,” The elf warned, “He’s a lying, cowardly fraud.” He shot another of 
the advancing drow down.  
 “Wrong guesses!” One of the drow shed its skin, revealing Pelloth underneath. The 
Guardian leapt for Chardris and struck him back with a fully charged blow from his scepter, the 
energy rebounding and arcing into the elf, lethally knocking him out of the fight. Pelloth rose to 
his feet, quickly summoning another runic spell and sending it reeling for Arkmer and Tandros 
before leaping back into the darkness, laughing maniacally.  
 “Blast it all!” Emiroon cursed, racing over and kneeling down, looking at Chardris, “How 
do we get him when he’s got a million tricks up his sleeve!?” 
 A multitude of dark spells sailed out from the shadows, forcing everyone to dodge or 
duck down. Arkmer dove down out of the way, the runic sphere suddenly homing in and 
crashing into him, detonating on contact and sending him reeling back. Pelloth laughed again and 
spoke, his voice not giving his position away as it echoed throughout the chamber. 
 “Come and get me! I dare you, you unworthy worms!” 
 “Just let me administer the revive potions!” Ana snapped at Emiroon and Tandros, 
beginning to hurry over to Jorhdawn. Brandis nodded and readied another arrow, keeping his 
wits about him. Ana rushed to Jorhdawn’s side, kneeling down and hastily opening a Sturla 
potion. 



 “Oh, no you don’t! I won’t let you bring any of them back!!” Pelloth jumped out from an 
unexpected angle, slamming his staff down on the mage. Ana quickly shielded herself, light 
blocking the darkness of Pelloth’s attack. The Guardian’s scepter clanged against the barrier, the 
dark magic wreathed around his staff arcing off and piercing through the shield and knocking 
Ana back, albeit not as seriously as it did the others.  
 “You’re as good as dead!” The drow shouted, advancing on Ana. Tandros lunged in the 
way, slashing at Pelloth and trying to fend him off. The sword cut cleanly through the Guardian, 
transforming into another drow as Pelloth jumped back, unharmed.  
 “Lolth’s Wrath!” The severed drow exploded, Tandros skidding back. Pelloth laughed 
and dove back into the shadows, flinging another spell at the fighter. Tandros brushed himself 
off, unfazed. He glanced over his shoulder at Ana before looking over at Brandis. 
 “This’ll never end, Brandis!” He shouted. 
 “I know, but what can we do!?” Brandis pointed out, “We can’t try to take Othkurik 
down with Pelloth all up in our faces—we have to deal with him!” 
 “We’ll never get him with him hiding in those shadows!” Tandros objected. 
 “It’s suicide to go in there.” 
 “That doesn’t mean we can’t do it.” 
 Brandis looked over at the fighter. He was returning the look, a serious expression on his 
face. Brandis sighed, Tandros nodding over in Ana’s direction.  
 “Just keep her alive, okay?” He asked. 
 “Alright.”  
 Another squad of drow appeared, two of them lunging for Tandros. The warrior swung 
his sword across, slashing them down easily. The third lunged for him, holding out its arms and 
not even bothering to get a slash in. Tandros lowered his weapon, letting the dark elf grab onto 
him. 
 “Lolth’s Wrath!” Another sparkle of magic sailed out from the shadows, causing the 
drow to burst. Tandros dashed out of the eruption of dark magic, his injuries not slowing him 
down as he leapt into the darkness. Othkurik’s eyes gleamed, the dragon climbing up to the end 
of the balcony and spreading his wings, just waiting for his chance to pounce. 
 “Tandros!!” Ana shouted.  
 “Arrgh!” There was a pounding sound and a sharp slashing noise and Pelloth was flung 
out into the open, quickly struggling to get up. Othkurik reared up and leapt from his perch, 
buffeting one of Brandis’ arrows away as the half-elf tried to distract him. The dragon leapt into 
the shadows, sailing low and slamming into Tandros. The dragon swooped back into the air and 
lunged down a second time. 
 “Tandros!!” Ana yelled again, getting to her feet. 
 “No time!” Arkmer grunted, “Get Pelloth while he’s out!” 
 Brandis and Emiroon rushed up to the stunned Guardian. Emiroon slashed him across and 
punched him back with his staff, Brandis maneuvering around and repeatedly stabbing and 
kicking him back. Ana watched Othkurik fly up and fling Tandros’ body back out into the open 
before landing back on his balcony. She turned and held out her staff, the gem on the end 
glowing and radiating with light. A beam of white energy shot out from it and struck Pelloth as 
he flinched forward, sending him reeling back into Brandis. 
 “Take this!!” Brandis elbowed his spine, stabbing his back repeatedly and throwing him 
forward, Emiroon slashing his stomach across as the drow sailed past him. 



 “Oof! Argh! Agh!” Pelloth shouted at each blow, finally falling to his knees and 
vanishing into darkness, reappearing several feet away. 
 “The nerve!” The Guardian shouted, holding out his arms, “How dare you, you wry—
sick animals! You’d kill me!? ME!? Die! Die! Die, die, die!! You most of all, Brandis! You 
wretched freak! I’ll tear you apart! Take this!!”  
 He summoned three rune-spheres, sending them all flying towards Brandis. Brandis 
ducked down and rushed forward, weaving in and out of two and jumping over the third, 
sustaining only minor damage. Pelloth’s eyes flared with rage, the drow holding forth his arms 
and summoning a small army of drow, sending one squad after the other racing in after the half-
elf.  
 “Lolth’s Wrath! Lolth’s Wrath! Lolth’s Wrath, Lolth’s Wrath! Lolth’s Wrath! LOLTH’S 
WRATH!! DIE, YOU USELESS HALF-ELF! YOU’RE ALREADY DEAD INSIDE—DIE!!” 
 Brandis held up his bow, shooting down one after the other, jumping over each corpse as 
it fell and detonated. A multitude of explosions rang off behind Brandis, looking quite cool in 
slow motion, I wouldn’t doubt.  
 Still sustaining more damage as he dove for the Guardian, Brandis switched to his dagger, 
stabbing upward for the drow priest’s torso. Pelloth caught the knife, swinging his staff down for 
Brandis, the weapon instantly charging up with dark magic. Brandis let go of the dagger, 
swerving out of the way of Pelloth’s scepter and trying to trip the Guardian. 
 “Stop!!” Pelloth dodged back, floating away from Brandis before splitting into three drow, 
each drawing a weapon and rushing for him. Brandis grabbed his bow, quickly aiming and 
shooting down one of the enemies, the bolt punching through Pelloth’s disguise and sending him 
skidding back. The Guardian screamed with rage, reaching up and snapping the shaft in his hand 
before splitting into four drow and trying the same trick.  
 Unfazed, Brandis turned and fired into another seemingly random foe, the projectile 
sinking into the drow and knocking it down, its skin unraveling around the Guardian. Pelloth 
screamed again, snapping the arrow and gritting his teeth, black blood seeping down his jaw. 
 The Guardian rose to his feet, splitting into five dark elves. The warriors rushed for 
Brandis, all of them closing in on his position rapidly. Pelloth’s angered voice called out from 
above. 
 “GUESS WRONG ALREADY!!!” He bellowed. 
 “Sorry,” Brandis turned, aiming for another drow. The dark elf suddenly stopped dead in 
its tracks and began backing off quickly.  
 “…I already used up all my back luck on ninjas.” Brandis pulled back the bowstring and 
fired, the arrow knocking Pelloth to the ground. The Guardian barreled back, struggling to his 
feet and firing off a series of spells at the half-elf. Brandis rushed up, swiping his dagger off the 
ground and dashing to Pelloth.  
 Pelloth shouted again, his staff welling up with black magic. He swung for Brandis, the 
half-elf dodging down and evading the attack. Brandis lunged back up, Pelloth dodging his stab 
and grabbing his arm. The Guardian slammed his knee into Brandis’ stomach, then smashed his 
scepter down on the half-elf’s elbow, snapping his arm. The drow leader took Brandis’ knife, 
kicking the half-elf back and looking at the blade. 
 “Sharwin’s dagger? That’s cute.” Pelloth scowled at Brandis, clenching the blade so 
tightly he might have bent the steel a bit (‘cause he’s so strong). Brandis struggled to his feet, 
wincing from the immense pain searing through his now useless (again) arm. Pelloth held out his 
staff, again confident of his victory, and sent another cluster of magic his way. Brandis ducked 



down, Pelloth rushing in towards him while he was preoccupied. The Guardian dashed up to him, 
stabbing out with Sharwin’s dagger for him.  
 Brandis grabbed his bow in his other hand, rolling out of the way and jumping back up. 
He reached out with his bow, turning. The weapon caught around Pelloth’s wrist, Brandis 
yanking it over and seizing the weapon. Moving with Pelloth’s momentum, the half-elf turned 
inward, taking the Guardian’s arm with him and plunged the weapon into the side of Pelloth’s 
chest. Pelloth gasped as the weapon punched between his ribs, suddenly silent. Brandis wrenched 
the blade out with his usable hand, backing away a step or two. 
 “I used your own strength against you.” He informed the drow leader, “How’s that feel?” 
 He turned and slashed the Guardian across the chest, the blow sending him flying back 
and crashing against the floor, only a few feet from Othkurik’s structure.  
 “…And that was for Sharwin,” Brandis finished. 
 Pelloth struggled back to his feet, clutching his wounds. Amazingly still alive, he turned 
to Brandis, sputtering and bleeding heavily. 
 “Why!?” He spattered, “Why did you have to ruin me!? You have nothing! Nothing left 
to live for! I had the rest of my life to look forward to! My empire that would have lasted a 
thousand years! I worked my whole life to see it blossom! And now, you—yoouuu… killed me, 
on the eve of its creation! You have nothing left to live for—why did you have to ruin me!? Now, 
there’s nothing left for either of us! Couldn’t one of us have won this? Huh!? You spiteful worm! 
I am dead because of you, and you’ll get nothing from it! I hope you’re happy, at least getting to 
ruin me before Othkurik smites you! I’ll never see my empire… never… Lord Othkurik… just 
give me some time to rest… we’ll rule this country together… give me some time…” 
 He limped off into the shadows, leaving behind a trail of blood. Brandis heard his 
footsteps echo for a few steps, and then heard the sound of him collapsing onto the ground. 
 The eighth Guardian of Othkurik was dead. 
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 “You killed him.” Othkurik leaned over the balcony peering down at the half-elf, “I am 
surprised you could do it without my jewel.” 
 The energy linking the three jewels glowed brighter, white lightning sparking as the 
tethers intensified and joined together. The trio of gems slowly disintegrated away, a single stone 
forming in the center right before the dragon. A white jewel appeared, all the energy seeping into 
it at once, making it shine. Othkurik leaned out and took it in his claws, looking down at it with 
glee. 
 “Oh, well.” He concluded, “I suppose it does not matter much. There was never going to 
be an empire, anyway. Only a dragon, a true god of a beast. With this, I will be the end to all, this 
country’s everything!” 
 He leaned up and roared very loudly, his voice echoing out the door and ringing 
throughout the tunnels. 
 “Attention, soldiers of Othkurik! Your beloved leader, Pelloth, has been slain by Brandis 
Skyhunter at the jewel room. He has forever stained your future with his lowly assassination! 
Kill him and his allies at once!” 
 “Oh, crap.” Arkmer glanced back at the door. 
 Ana finished healing and reviving the others, now completely out of potions. She raced 
over to Brandis’ side, beginning to heal him. Othkurik laughed and spread his wings, taking 
flight. 



 “Good riddance, half-elf,” He jeered, “My foundation is complete—I must lay the first 
stone of my kingdom. No one else in this country is a concern of mine.” 
 The black dragon flew up, quickly escaping out of the tunnel leading out to the surface. 
Brandis grimaced, letting Ana finish healing him up before turning to his resurrected and 
restored allies. 
 “What do we do?” Jorhdawn asked, sounding understandably alarmed. 
 “What else? We go after him!” Emiroon pointed, “We can climb out that way.” 
 “We won’t outrun the drow.” Chardris objected, casting a concerned glance over at the 
door, “They’ll catch us climbing.” 
 “No they won’t” Tandros walked back over, still a bit winded, “You go on. I’ll hold them 
off.”  
 “That’s suicide.” Arkmer pointed out, “You can’t hold your own against them all.” 
 “That’s right,” Ana turned and faced the elf, “Which is why I’ll stay here with him. We’ll 
keep them off your back.” 
 “You sure?” Brandis asked. 
 “We’re positive.” Tandros confirmed, “Right now what’s important is that you finish 
Othkurik off. See this done—we’ll cover you. Got that?” 
 Brandis heard drow rapidly approaching from the tunnels, “Well, all right. I’ll see you 
guys later, then.” He stepped forward, moving on ahead and beginning to climb his way out of 
the tunnel. Chardris nodded his approval at Tandros and Ana before following the half-elf out, 
his crew right behind him. Tandros looked back at Ana and nodded, drawing his sword and 
looking towards the door, prepping for battle. 
 Clamoring rapidly, the half-elf climbed out of the tunnel. Daylight shone down into his 
eyes, blinding him for a second. Chardris and the others caught up to him, gazing out at the 
landscape lying out before them. The countryside was barren and void of life, Othkurik’s tiny 
silhouette sailing out and swirling around in the air around Mount Bejottin before flying down 
along the swamplands and towards the volcanic wastelands to the East. Brandis narrowed his 
eyes and watched the dragon soar through the air.  
 “He’s going for the wastelands.” The half-elf noted, tracking Othkurik’s every movement 
carefully.  
 “Whatever for?” Emiroon inquired, looking confused. 
 “It doesn’t matter.” Chardris concluded, “We’re going after him, Brandis?” 
 “Absolutely.” Brandis assured him, “Let’s move it—he’s not getting away.”  
 He began rushing down the side of the mountain, not having time to worry about his 
wounds and hurrying along as fast as his feet would take him. Chardris and the other elves 
hastily raced after him and hurriedly accompanied him down. 
 
 Fortunately for Brandis and his friends, the mountain wasn’t too bad compared to the 
Glacier Mountain and the trek across the narrow stretch of land to the volcanic wasteland was 
short. Othkurik sailed around in the sky above, always a long enough distance ahead of the group 
to be far out of range. Before long Brandis took his first step onto the hot red terrain, the ground 
causing his shoe to sizzle and hiss a bit. It was hot. Catching up to the half-elf, Arkmer coughed 
and fanned himself off exhaustedly. 
 “This desert of flames, of all places.” He complained. 
 “Now, I’ve always been rather partial to fire.” Chardris commented drolly. 



 “Ha, ha.” Arkmer glanced over at the darkening skies, “Othkurik landed up ahead. Let’s 
get him and go home. It’s already been a tough morning—I’m sick of these hooligans.” 
 “We’ve got to see this through,” Brandis began striding forward, lifting his bow, “Or else 
everything else will have been for naught.” 
 “Then let’s go.” Chardris followed closely behind. 
 The group began heading on through, moving through plains of obsidian and red-hot 
stone. Smoke rose in the distance, the only real change in the terrain being a small mountain in 
the distance, curving around to the sides on the horizon. Brandis confidently strode onward, his 
fatigue and exhaustion from the heat not hindering his resolve.  
 “Company,” Emiroon alerted everyone else, pointing on ahead. A small group of 
humanoid obsidian clusters were forming dead ahead of the group. Brandis lowered his bow, 
figuring that arrows wouldn’t work so well. One of the molten men lumbered forward slowly, 
reaching down and scooping up some of the heated earth. It rose up to its feet and lobbed a 
chunk of the boiling hot soil at Brandis. 
 Ducking down, Brandis dodged the projectile before jumping back up and slicing the 
obsidian soldier’s arm clean off, his dagger shattering its glasslike appendage. Stepping back, 
Brandis kicked the foe away and threw his knife into its face, its head splintering from the 
weapon and causing it to crumple down. 
 Another rock guard hobbled over towards him, Arkmer leaping in the way and smashing 
the foe down quite easily. Brandis swapped to his bow, aiming and firing an arrow into the third 
enemy. The bolt sunk into the molten monster, causing it to flinch back a bit before an explosive 
spell sailed over and detonated on top of it, causing the enemy to shatter.  
 Brandis breathed a heavy sigh and plodded forward, continuing on ahead. The heated 
path wound onward, more and more lava men rising to challenge the half-elf and his friends. 
Luckily, no enemies could really stand up to Brandis and make a real dent at all. The road paved 
onward, Brandis finally making it closer to the small rise in the landscape. It was more of a small 
cliff-face rising up and around than a hillside, a majority of the smoke in the distance towering 
up behind it, a small sea of lava resting behind the rise. Othkurik sat on top of the cliff, leaning 
off of the edge and glaring down at Brandis as he approached. 
 “Still after me?” The black dragon inquired, turning his snow-white jewel in his hands. 
 “I’m not stopping until you’re through.” Brandis challenged, aiming his bow at Othkurik. 
 He only laughed, “Do you not understand? I have the jewels. It’s too late. I’m not the 
dragon I was before. I’ve become so much more. I am a real dragon, and I’m not afraid of you 
anymore.” 
 He spread his wings, leaping down and landing on the ground several meters away from 
Brandis, flapping his wings and holding his jewel tight. As the dragon looked up, his eyes 
flashed from blood red to a bright white color. He leaned down on all fours, the jewel 
disappearing from Brandis’ sight, and began crawling forward, grinding his teeth. 
 “You will not defeat me this time,” He growled, circling around a bit before rearing back 
up, “I have the amplified power of all the foes you’ve killed at my full disposal. Your power is 
nothing compared to mine.” 
 “Come at me then.” Brandis dared. Othkurik ducked back down, flaring his wings up and 
then holding them low over his body, prowling like a lion about to pounce. Brandis fired off a 
shot, Othkurik buffeting the arrow with his wings and lunging for the half-elf, slashing at him 
with deadly force. 



 Brandis sprung back, evading the dragon, and Arkmer took his place. The elf brought his 
staff down on the beast, jumping up and kicking his head away.  
 “Grah!” Othkurik ducked down and backed off, snapping at Arkmer. Emiroon simply 
summoned him back, allowing Chardris and Jorhdawn a clear line of sight to blast the dragon 
with their spells. Othkurik roared loudly, reeling back ablaze. Brandis dashed up, stabbing the 
dragon’s exposed belly twice with his dagger before aiming rapidly and firing off three arrows at 
once, each shaft puncturing the beast’s scales and sinking into his flesh. 
 “No!” Othkurik lunged back, counterattacking surprisingly quickly. He turned and 
slammed his tail into Brandis, sending the half-elf flying and landing close to the others. The 
dragon leaned out, his mouth foaming with acid, and spat a series of sizzling projectiles from his 
maw. Brandis swiftly tried to dodge, a splatter of the stuff slamming into his side and beginning 
to burn him, Jorhdawn and Chardris also getting battered back by the venomous spit. Othkurik 
unrelentingly leapt into the air, spreading his wings and soaring down towards the elves, batting 
Chardris and his apprentice down with his wings before snapping at Emiroon.  
 Arkmer dashed up to the black dragon from behind, “Hey! I’m still here!” 
 He lunged for Othkurik, striking the dragon down to earth with a quick ranged spell 
before leaping at him. Othkurik hit the ground and turned, countering the elf back with his wings. 
The dragon spun, slashing at everyone adjacent to him, finally stopping and facing Brandis.  
 “Break under my new power!” Othkurik shouted, roaring at the half-elf. The white jewel 
floated out, hovering seemingly by itself, and began to glow brightly. The red, green, blue jewels 
spread out from behind the white gem, spinning around before circling back into it and glowing 
brighter still.  
 Brandis took advantage of the jewels’ charge time, hopping to his feet and leaping out of 
the way, a massive beam of energy firing off from the jewel and shrieking out across the 
landscape before cutting off abruptly. Othkurik withdrew the jewel, Emiroon bravely rushing his 
side and slashing him across the wing. Barreling over, the dragon snapped at him, slashing with 
his claws fiercely. Brandis raced around the other side, drawing an arrow and firing it into the 
dragon’s hide. 
 “Arrrrghhh!!!” Othkurik bellowed, turning and firing off another cluster of boiling acid at 
Brandis, the half-elf jumping and sliding out of each shot. Another pair of fireballs struck the 
distracted dragon in the face, one knocking him down and the other detonating and creating a 
huge explosion. Othkurik roared loudly, his deep echoing screams resonating through the air as 
the smoke floated up.  
 “Good work.” Chardris complimented, looking over at Jorhdawn. 
 “Thank you.” She nodded, keeping her eyes glued to the smokescreen hiding the dragon.  
 “Graaah!” Othkurik shot out from the dust like a cannonball, bringing both of his arms 
down on the two elves and forcing them back. He turned and lunged for Brandis, his snow-white 
eyes shining amidst the red dust and fire.  
 Brandis rolled forward, barreling under the ballistic dragon and slashing him across the 
belly as he dodged. Othkurik slammed onto the ground, turning his head and beginning to charge 
his jewels again. Brandis fired an arrow off quickly, the shaft sinking into the dragon’s face and 
making him flinch, causing the beam firing off from his jewel to miss.  
 Othkurik withdrew his jewel and looked back at Brandis, reaching up and breaking the 
arrow from his head. Brandis was already up in his face, slashing him across the eyes and then 
pummeling his head down and slashing his neck. Othkurik reared up, screaming, Brandis 
slashing down across the dragon’s chest and kicking him back.  



 “Arrrrghhh!” Othkurik skidded backwards, slamming into the molten wall in the back of 
the area. He rose to his feet, more caustic vomit welling up in his throat. He was cut off by an 
arrow and three spells shrieking through the air and crashing up against him, knocking him down. 
The dragon writhed around on the ground, wrenching himself back up and spitting the acidic 
payload onto the ground.  
 “You’re done.” Brandis strung another bolt, aiming at the dragon. Othkurik spat out some 
blood on top of the acid on the ground, his eyes returning to their normal red color as he glared 
up at Brandis. 
 “What is this nonsense!?” The dragon complained, spreading his wings and looking up 
into the sky, holding up the jewel in the palm of his hand, “The strengthened blood of 
uncountable soldiers is at my disposal! It is not enough! Make me a true dragon!! I will rule this 
nation! I will be this nation! It is my birthright!! GIVE IT TO ME!!!” 
 The jewel burst into white light, enveloping the dragon and lifting him into the air. The 
ground began shaking violently, Brandis and the elves falling over. Lava burst up into the sky in 
the distance like a geyser. Othkurik sailed up into the air at an incredible rate, the sphere of 
glowing light around him expanding and beginning to look like a star in the cloudy sky. Brandis 
sat up, looking at the dragon soaring up further and further away. 
 KABOOM!!! A massive explosion shook the earth once again, more lava and molten 
earth erupting up high into the air. A massive tower of stone rocketed out of the ground in front 
of Brandis and his friends, rising up skyward, pieces of stone and brick falling off of the 
escalating structure.  
 “What on earth!?” Brandis scrambled to his feet, rushing back away from the gigantic 
castle screaming up into the air, quickly catching up to the sparkle in the sky that was Othkurik. 
Molten rubble landed around Brandis’ feet, the archer quickly putting lots of distance between 
him and the rising tower. Chardris raced over, helping the other elves get back as the structure 
branched up ever higher, heaving lava and brimstone off of it in its wake. 
 “What is that?!” The elf shouted, looking up at the huge castle. 
 “I don’t know!” Brandis replied, “I thought there wasn’t anything out here!” 
 “There isn’t!” Emiroon argued. 
 “WELL, APPARENTLY NOT!!” Arkmer yelled, “That castle’s almost as tall as the 
Glacier Mountain!” 
 Indeed, the tower stretched up into the air, a huge base soaking up much of the lava 
behind it. It shot up into the sky, narrowing about halfway and spiking up into the air like a 
massive stone tree trunk. Othkurik’s shining form floated down to the area near the top of the 
structure, his voice calling out with a massive roar, still audible from all the way up at the top. 
 “ENTER MY LAIR!” He shouted, “BASK IN MY PRESENCE! BEHOLD A TRUE 
DRAGON!!!” 
 Several pillars shot up out of the ground around Brandis, the ground breaking up and 
giving way to more stone bricks underneath, forging a path to the giant castle ahead. The half-elf 
scrambled to his feet and looked up to the top of the tower, taking out his bow and stringing an 
arrow. 
 “Woah, hey.” Arkmer stepped in his way, “You’re not thinking about trying to get up 
there, are you? That castle’s taller than Mount Bejottin!” 
 “I’m not letting that stop me.” Brandis countered. 
 “What! No way, man!” 



 “Way!” The half-elf began running along the newly formed road, racing toward the front 
of the castle. 
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 “Brandis, wait!” Chardris hurried up to his side.  
 Brandis stopped and glanced over, “What?” 
 “If you’re that hell-bent on going in there, then the very least we can do is help you see 
this through. Let’s take him down together.” 
 “Okay. Thanks for sticking it out with me all this way.” 
 “You’re the one who stuck it out with all of us,” Emiroon corrected, “Helping everyone 
in this country out even with nothing left to gain.” 
 “We owe it to you, Brandis.” Jorhdawn added, “And we owe Othkurik the justice he 
deserves to get.” 
 “Heck, what’re friends for?” Arkmer shrugged, “We came all this way. Let’s do this.” 
 “Thank you, guys.” Brandis turned back, looking up at the tower. It had finally reached 
its zenith, the bricks and battlements to its lower sides moving and spreading, fanning out further 
and wider. Hundreds of loose bricks peeled off of it as it moved, a bright light still shining at the 
very top. Three stars radiated out around the light, each the same color as one of Othkurik’s 
jewels, spinning around the shining rays and ebbing and flowing to and from it in the sky.  
 “Up there.” Brandis gazed up at the lights, “There’s got to be a way.” 
 “A castle that moves that much can’t have passageways too complex. There must be an 
easy way to the top.” Chardris determined.  
 “Then let’s go.” Brandis began racing across the path to the fortress, leaping from one 
hexagonal road piece to the next. The tower shooting up in the air had hazardously forced him to 
back off quite a ways, and the half-elf had to make quite the sprint to get near it again. Several of 
the pillars around him had sunk back down into the ground, other pieces of the road shooting up 
into the air, forming walls to Brandis’ left and right.  
 “BEHOLD MY CASTLE!” Othkurik’s voice echoed out from above, the newly forming 
pillars forming a narrow passageway zigzagging up towards the front of the fortress. Brandis 
continued racing along, weaving in and out of some of the pillars as they shot up around him 
trying to fling him into the air. One of the hexagons under Brandis’ feet jutted upward, hurling 
him up.  
 Gritting his teeth, Brandis leapt from the rising pillar and landed on the walls forming 
around them all, running along them as they rose up higher, trying to fling him off. 
 “STOP!” Othkurik shouted, six of the pillars around Brandis shooting up and surrounding 
him. Brandis jumped up, kicking off of the columns in front of him and back, leaping out of the 
circle. Othkurik howled again from the top of his tower, the lights shining above him glowing 
ever brighter and beginning to rain down showers of colorful meteors.  
 Already on a roll, Brandis continued dashing along, the comets crashing all around him, 
exploding in beautiful bursts of blue, red, and green. The half-elf ducked down, quickly getting 
too close to the fortress to worry about attacks from above and running up to the very front. 
There was an entrance to the tower, an open half-dome dipping inside of it. There was a large 
raised platform, along with several doors to the side, the walls adorned with large statues of 
hideous dragons. Several pillars and battlements ducked down from the ceiling like stone 
stalactites. Decorative patterns covered the floor and walls, though everything seemed to be 



made from a single material. The back wall had “J-3-6” inscribed on it in very large, bold letters, 
pillars lining and bending around it like tubes. 
 “Wait up, there!” Chardris caught up to him, breathing heavily. 
 Steam hissed above their heads in several spots. A light zooming sound whistled out 
above them and a single platform sailed down to the ground in front of everyone, stopping 
perfectly still in a split second despite its speed. It had another dragon statue on it, this one more 
steely colored, like one of DeathWalker’s machines. It had silver, iron scales and a deep blue 
belly, a blood-red tongue sliding out from its open maw. 
 “YOU DARE TO STEP INTO MY LAIR?! THIS GROUND WAS NOT MEANT FOR 
LESSER CREATURES TO TREAD ON—PERISH!!” Othkurik’s voice roared overhead. More 
steam sprayed from the sides, the silver dragon’s eyes lighting up and burning brightly. 
Additional battlements rose up to the sides of its stand, fire beginning to flare up inside the 
dragon’s maw. More of the floor rose up around the grounded platform, sliding over it and 
clicking it down in place. 
 “Watch out!” Chardris called, quickly casting a fire spell and firing it at the dragon. The 
firebolt crashed up against the steel monster, the blazes licking off of it and lapping up into the 
air. Rumbling in place, the dragon turned and faced the elf, sending a line of fire rolling towards 
the group.  
 Brandis ducked down, rolling back up to his flank, the fires searing past him and creating 
a wall of flame between him and the others. Turning his attention to the dragon at the end of the 
room, the half-elf aimed an arrow and fired quickly. The bolt sunk into the mechanical beast’s 
eye, the monster not flinching as it turned and charged up another fire in its jaws. Brandis rushed 
forward, a drow unexpectedly stepping in his way.  
 “What the?” Brandis stopped, blocking the dark elf’s attack and drawing his knife. He 
could see more of the drow stepping into the room through the doors to the side. Stepping back 
and kicking the firstmost foe down, Brandis leapt into combat with two more just walking in. He 
slashed down at the first, the foe parrying with its shield and retaliating. Brandis ducked down 
and tripped both of the drow, stabbing down at the first and finishing it off quickly. He turned to 
the other one and stabbed downward, the drow vanishing and reappearing further away. 
 “Arrgh!” Brandis was flung back by another wave of fire, the dragon sticking its head out 
and welling up more fire in its throat. Reeling back, scorched, Brandis slapped at his burning 
sides a bit before returning to his feet. He glanced from the silver dragon to the other drow, 
drawing his bow and aiming for the dark elf while the machine was still charging. The drow 
rushed forward, Brandis shooting one down and jumping back form the other one defensively.  
 “DIE.” Othkurik spoke from above again, the castle rumbling and moving more. Several 
pieces of the floor shook a bit before shooting upward, trying to lift and impale Brandis and the 
elves into the ceiling. Brandis leapt back as the tile he stood on moved about, the drow stepping 
on it as it jutted up into the air, the pillars on the ceiling moving down and crushing the dark elf 
into a pancake.  
 A piece of the wall shot out behind Brandis, slamming into his back and flinging him 
across the room, hitting the ground hard. Sprawled out across the floor, Brandis struggled back to 
his feet, the dragon turning and facing him, fire dripping from its mouth. Emiroon raced to his 
side, helping him get up and move away from the incoming fire line. Arkmer dashed around the 
flank, blasting the dragon multiple times with magic before leaping up next to it, weaving in and 
out of stabbing pillars. He clenched his fist and pounded its iron skull, unwaveringly beginning 
to pummel it down despite its armor-like skin. 



 “ENOUGH!” Othkurik shouted, the battlements lining the dragon dipping down and 
shooting out at the elf like pins, knocking him away. The dragon statue’s eyes lit up more, its 
legs beginning to move and snap off of its base. It climbed down and began prowling towards the 
group, molten saliva pouring from between its steel teeth.  
 “Give me a break,” Arkmer sat up and spat blood out, wiping off his mouth, “I’ve got 
drow and dragons all around me and I’ve got to fight the floor and walls, too? Come on…” 
 “Just focus on one thing at a time!” Jorhdawn advised, throwing another explosive at the 
advancing dragon, the mechanical beast quite unhindered by the blast. Brandis used the 
smokescreen to dash up to the monster, evading drow and the unpredictable floor and ceiling. He 
jammed his dagger into the dragon’s other eye, wrenching the weapon out and stabbing its side, 
trying to pry the blade between its iron scales.  
 Spitting fire out, the dragon reared up, Chardris blasting it back with another spell. 
Brandis raced up, preparing to keep on it relentlessly. Unfortunately for him, several of the 
pillars on the ceiling shot down and blocked his advance, the dragon recovering and breathing 
out more fire between the columns.  
 Brandis slammed up to the side of one, using it as a shield against the inferno. He 
switched to his bow, stringing an arrow and waiting for the fire breathing to stop. Chardris 
slowly advanced closer behind him, covering the half-elf from the drow. Finally the pillars rose 
back up again, the floor beneath Brandis shrieking upward to the ceiling above. 
 Thinking quickly, the half-elf leapt from the rising pillar under him and kicked off 
against it, flying towards the mechanical dragon. He fired an arrow into it, kicking it down and 
shooting it again in the belly. Drawing his knife as the monster flinched back, Brandis slashed it 
across and stabbed forward into its fiery mouth. 
 “GRAHHH!” The dragon roared and burst apart into several pieces, clanging on the 
ground with a hard, ringing clank. Clicking back, the platform rose back into the air an inch or so, 
a large passageway opening up above it. A voice spoke out from above: 
 “Guardian key destroyed. Elevator access unlocked.” 
 Brandis nodded towards the free-floating stage, signaling to everyone else. 
 “It’s a lift!” He shouted, “Get on it! Hurry!”  
 “Right! Let’s move!” Chardris called out to the others, rushing to Brandis’ side and 
getting on the platform. The others quickly hopped on as well, keeping the remaining drow away. 
 After a few seconds, the lift rocketed into the air, careening upward through the tunnel. It 
pushed everyone down from the force of the platform rising so quickly. Brandis looked up, 
squinting, the air quickly growing thinner and colder. The tunnel stretched on upward, perfectly 
fitting the platform. As they rose, the battlements lining the lift’s sides dipped down and 
disappeared, more steam hissing and the pressure relieving on everyone. Brandis rose back to his 
feet, the force lessening significantly. Light shone from above, the end of the elevator nearing 
extremely quickly. More of the blocks making up the tower moved around above them, allowing 
the lift to reach the summit. In less than a minute, the platform reached all the way to the top, 
suddenly stopping as it reached its destination without flinging everyone in the air from the 
speed. 
 It was a single, flat area, only a small wall rising up any higher above them. The rest of 
the area was open, only a line of battlements blocking off the edges—a near-endless drop in any 
direction back down to earth. The entirety of Ensterek could be seen from that far up, the 
beautiful view blocked by a sea of clouds wreathed around the fortress.  



 There were several extremely tall columns of stone lining the room, a single large throne 
at the far end by the wall leading further upward. Several needle-like spires of stone pointed 
outward from it and the floor, all centering on the seat in the middle. Upon it stood Othkurik, 
looking drastically different.  
 The black dragon was much larger, his body more grown out and serpentine. His arms 
and legs were about the same size as before, however, looking quite tiny on him. His horns had 
grown out and curled around, his wings grown out a bit, the webbing on them a bright flaming 
orange color. His green had turned gray, and his black blacker, standing on his throne and 
looking condescendingly down at Brandis. 
 “BASK IN THE SUBLIMITY OF MY NEW FORM! I AM OTHKURIK NO MORE! I 
AM A TRUE DRAGON—I AM ORTHINUK! KNEEL BEFORE ME!” He hissed, flaring up 
his wings and flashing his teeth, speaking in a deep and demanding voice completely different 
from his own, “I AM THE GREATEST ANIMAL ON THIS EARTH—WHAT OFFERINGS 
DO YOU BRING ME?” 
 “I’m not giving you a thing.” Brandis yelled, stringing an arrow and pointing it at the 
dragon, “The only thing you’re getting is the justice you deserve!” 
 “I AM A DRAGON! I DESERVE MY KINGDOM!” Orthinuk roared, “YOU TREAD 
IN MY DOMAIN, HOSTILE TOWARDS YOUR KING. YOU OFFER ME YOUR BLOOD, 
THEN? I ACCEPT!”  
 He made a horrible screeching noise, flapping his wings and coiling about, his white 
jewel floating out and spinning fast around his snake-like body. Cracks began to form in the air 
around the platform, an invisible barrier shattering like glass. Instantly the harsh winds and cold 
air from the elevation rushed in and around the platform like a tempest. Brandis grit his teeth and 
held fast as the temperature dropped and the air thinned, fighting to concentrate and fight the 
dragon without passing out. The half-elf recollected himself, aiming an arrow and firing it into 
the dragon, Orthinuk simply beating his wings and knocking the projectile down—the beast 
completely unaffected by the shifting atmosphere.  
 “FEEL THE STRENGTH OF A FULLY-GROWN DRAGON! THE COMBINED 
MIGHT OF ALL YOUR SLAIN FOES FLOWS THROUGH MY BLOOD. I CALL TO THEIR 
ABSORBED STRENGTH NOW! FALTER, HALF-ELF!” Orthinuk held out his arms, snapping 
at the air and drooling deadly acid. There was a flash of light and a bright blue shield charm 
landed on the ground in front of him, identical to the one Empress Kiova had summoned back in 
Empiritet. A light blue barrier formed over Orthinuk, blocking two fireballs instantly. 
 “Huh?” Chardris lowered his arm, looking confused. 
 “Get that charm!” Brandis pointed, stringing another arrow, “It’s protecting him!” 
 “Is it, now?” Arkmer cracked his knuckles, sprinting forward and beginning to assault the 
shield, the charm cracking and denting from the elf’s blows. 
 “EXPIRE…” Orthinuk opened his mouth up wide, hunching over and trying to chomp 
down on Arkmer, the elf jumping back and just barely avoiding being eaten. The dragon leaned 
back up, opening up his mouth again and spraying acid at all of them. 
 “Woah! Watch it!” Chardris shouted to everyone, narrowly dodging the spray. The stuff 
splashed down on the ground behind him, instantly melting into the floor. Getting hit would 
definitely be lethal. 
 Brandis rapidly aimed for the shield charm, dispatching it with a single arrow before 
quickly aiming another shot at Orthinuk. The dragon merely stood there, glaring at Brandis and 
slowly exhaling more of the sickly green breath in the cold air. Not hesitating for a second, the 



half-elf sent the bolt flying through the air and sinking into Orthinuk’s belly, the shaft punching 
through his snakelike skin. 
 “GRAHHH!!!” Orthinuk keeled over, rearing back up and roaring, looking as if he hadn’t 
expected the arrow to harm him at all. Recollecting himself, the dragon held forth his arm and 
summoned a rune sphere, sending the ball of dark magic floating over towards his foes. He then 
slammed his feet down on the ground in front of him, sending lightning arcing everywhere. The 
dragon leapt up into the air, disappearing from sight and leaving a single spark of electricity 
floating after everyone else slowly.  
 “Stay back!” Brandis warned, backing off away from the advancing magic and keeping 
his eyes in the sky, trying to find the hidden dragon. The arcane bolt split in two. 
 The rune sphere changed targets, floating over to Emiroon instead. The elf backed off, 
circling around the magic to avoid being cornered. Splitting again, the arcane bolts behind the 
rune sphere divided into four. All of the lightning bolts jumped suddenly, leaping into Emiroon 
as he circled, paralyzing the elf. Following up, the rune sphere also jumped to life, speeding 
towards him and detonating.  
 Roaring with rage, Orthinuk fell down from the sky and crashed down on top of Emiroon, 
sending everyone flying. The dragon turned, facing Brandis and opening up his mouth, spraying 
bullets from his maw like a machine gun. 
 “Ack!” Brandis caught himself on the ground and rolled over to the side, avoiding the 
rain of lead. Orthinuk closed his mouth and then opened up again, this time firing an explosive 
canister at the half-elf. 
 Brandis clenched his teeth, bounding around the explosive and going for Orthinuk, the 
explosion going off behind him. Orthinuk began to slowly back off, maneuvering his overly 
sized body on his tiny legs, breathing more acid at Brandis as he charged.  
 Jorhdawn interrupted the dragon with an explosive spell from his flank, the monster 
keeling over and roaring. Brandis dashed up and began slicing him across his belly with his 
dagger, the dragon’s flesh easily tearing with each slice.  
 Orthinuk roared again, his screams echoing throughout the air. He leaned over and sent a 
spark from his eyes and into Brandis’. Brandis coughed and backed up, starting to get a serious 
headache.  
 OBEY… Orthinuk’s voice called out in his head, the half-elf starting to lose himself.  
 “Ugh…” Brandis’ arms began moving for him, Arkmer racing up and smashing him on 
the head with his staff quickly. 
 “Ow!” Brandis reached up and rubbed his head, feeling better—kind of. 
 “Oh, can it!” Arkmer bragged, “I just saved your life.”  
 “STOP!” Orthinuk reached down and slashed at Arkmer, the elf jumping back and 
evading the clumsy attack. The dragon leaned back up and closed his eyes, two waves of magic 
streaming out and flying for Chardris and Jorhdawn. They quickly sank into the elves’ heads, the 
two elves jolting a bit and turning and facing Brandis and Arkmer. 
 “He can mind link, too?” Arkmer complained. 
 “Just focus on Orthinuk!” Brandis commanded, “Break his concentration and we won’t 
have to hurt Chardris and Jorhdawn (hypothetically, you could have done that with me, Arkmer; 
just saying)!” 
 A firebolt whizzed past Brandis’ head, an explosive spell homing in right behind it. 
Brandis dodged to the side, quickly aiming and shooting an arrow into Orthinuk’s torso. Arkmer 



raced up and began to rapidly smash the dragon’s serpent-like body, relentlessly punishing him 
while he was still. 
 “ARRGHH!!” Orthinuk finally broke his concentration, stepping back and releasing his 
control on the elves. Brandis shot him in the neck with a second bolt, swiftly aiming another shot 
and shooting him again. Orthinuk stumbled back and fell down against the throne in the back, 
breathing more acid to keep them all back. 
 “Don’t think you’re safe just yet!” Chardris shouted, turning on him and shooting him 
from a safe distance. Jorhdawn circled back around, blasting Orthinuk from the other side. 
 “GRAAHH!” Orthinuk writhed about in the flames, lurching back onto his seat and 
summoning a second shield charm. The dragon spread his wings and lunged forward, leaping 
over the defensive hex and landing in front of Brandis and the others. He held up one arm, bright 
red letters glowing along his limb.  
 “Watch it!” Arkmer shouted, shoving Brandis aside and preparing to block the attack. 
Orthinuk brought down his fist, the elf vanishing and reappearing over by Emiroon.  
 “WHAT?” Orthinuk’s arm smashed the ground, obliterating the bricks under his fist. 
 “Gotcha.” Emiroon coughed, leaning on his staff and breathing heavily.  
 Orthinuk turned his attention to Brandis, leaning forward and trying to seize the half-elf. 
Brandis leapt back, barely evading the dragon’s ice-cold touch. Redoubling his efforts, Orthinuk 
reached out and grabbed Brandis by the leg, Brandis’ blood beginning to flow into his hand and 
heal his wounds. 
 “Brandis!” Chardris yelled, firing a series of firebolts at Orthinuk, the magic projectiles 
dispersing harmlessly whilst the dragon’s defensive charm still stood. The dragon dropped 
Brandis and glared over at the elf. 
 “HOW DARE YOU—” He shouted, Jorhdawn cutting him off with a second cluster of 
magic blasts. Orthinuk collapsed and looked back to his shield charm. Arkmer stood over by its 
remains, grinning and giving the dragon a thumbs-up. Brandis leapt back up on his feet and 
quickly aimed his bow, firing a handful of arrows into the recovering monster. The bolts struck 
Orthinuk, the dragon stumbling back and crashing against his throne. 
 “ARRRRRGGGGGGGHHHHHHHH!!!!!” He roared, slumping down. 
 From behind the dragon Brandis’ green jewel spun around, circling out in front of him 
and shaking a bit in the air before shattering into countless pieces. The shards of the shattered 
stone flew out into the air and faded away into nothing.  
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 “NEED… MORE… MORE!!!” Orthinuk sat back up, holding out his white jewel. The 
gem began glowing brightly, again illuminating the dragon and making him very difficult to look 
at directly. Again the tower began shaking violently, everyone falling over from the tremors. 
 “Crap… more of this?” Arkmer cursed, looking around frantically.  
 Far below them, the sides of the castle shifted and expanded more. The sides lifted up a 
bit, energy beginning to charge up. Steam hissed everywhere, creating a dense mist on the 
ground below. Orthinuk’s voice spoke from within the light concealing him. 
 “YOU FOOLS… DO YOU NOT WANT TO LIVE? YOU FIGHT ME IN VAIN, 
STRUGGLING AGAINST THE NATURAL ORDER OF THINGS? YOU SHALL ALL 
PERISH FOR YOUR TREACHERY—ALL OF YOU!!!” He shouted loudly, the shaking only 
getting worse.  



 Suddenly, the floor lurched upward, the entire fortress lifting up into the air. A massive 
blast of energy sounded off below, two pillars of fire erupting from beneath the castle and lifting 
it up into the air rather quickly. Lava burst into the air like geysers below them, a hurricane of 
fire swelling up around the castle’s base and propelling it upward. As the tower leaned forward, 
the floor turned, remaining horizontal so everyone wouldn’t fall off. Again blasting forward, the 
energy propelling the tower redoubled, the castle beginning to fly Westward.  
 Several pipes emerged from the floor by Orthinuk’s throne and attached to the seat, what 
appeared to be controls opening out from the chair. The pillars around the area dipped back 
down into the floor, a triad of new columns emerging from the ground in a triangle formation. 
These stretched much higher into the sky, each with another hideous dragon statue adorning the 
top. 
 Slowly cruising through the sky, the tower began moving towards Sohenberg, inching 
downward as it sailed. Hundreds of bricks and battlements tore off of it as it moved, the wind 
beginning to beat against Brandis’ face and making it difficult to move forward. Orthinuk spoke 
out again as the harsh gales weaved in and out through the battleground, the dragon seemingly 
unhindered by the intense tempests. 
 “I AM A GOD COMPARED TO YOU. CEASE YOUR POINTLESS STRUGGLE 
AND LET ME EASE YOUR PASSING. I AM YOU A THOUSAND-FOLD. FACE YOUR 
OVERDUE DEMISE.” The light surrounding him abruptly parted, revealing the dragon looking 
fully healed. His wings, horns, and belly had turned a bright gold color, his eyes and throbbing 
veins along his body turning a golden hue as well. His golden scales and glowing red eyes shone 
through the torrent of wind battering at everyone’s vision.  
 “What’s going on!?” Emiroon shouted, looking a little dazed at the castle’s sudden 
transformation. 
 “He’s headed for Sohenberg!” Brandis yelled, squinting and shielding his eyes, “It looks 
like he’s controlling the whole thing! We’ve got to stop him or he’ll kill everyone!”  
 “They’d evacuate, right?!” Arkmer asked alarmingly. 
 “This thing could probably cross the country in ten minutes!” Chardris shouted, “It’s now 
or never! Attack Othkurik!!” 
 “Right! This ends now!” Brandis agreed, taking aim for the dragon and stepping forward 
against the rushing winds.  
 “DECEASE…” Orthinuk held out his arms, his wings flaring up and out, more acid 
beginning to foam from his jaws. 
 Brandis lined up a shot and fired at Orthinuk, the arrow sailing through the air and 
striking the dragon in the belly. The bolt clanged up against his golden scales, bouncing off 
harmlessly as if it had struck a wall.  
 “Grr…” Brandis grumbled, putting away his bow and switching to his dagger. Chardris 
stepped forward, charging up a spell and aiming for Orthinuk.  
 “Try this then!” The elf put forth his own effort, blasting Orthinuk head-on and wreathing 
the dragon in flames. Standing in place, Orthinuk emerged from the blaze, completely 
unhindered. 
 “YOU CANNOT STOP ME,” Orthinuk discouraged, clasping the searing flames to his 
chest and lathering them all over his torso, “YOU FACE NOT A NORMAL SOLDIER OR A 
GUARDIAN, BUT A TRUE DRAGON! MY BLOOD IS AS GOLD—MY CROWN IS THIS 
LAND. BOW TO ME…” 



 “Crap…” Chardris backed off a bit. Orthinuk opened up his mouth, firing off three bursts 
of acid at the group. The caustic spit travelled further and faster than before, Brandis narrowly 
dodging the deadly venom and hiding behind one of the pillars. Orthinuk quickly spat out 
additional acidic barrages, forcing everyone back and behind cover.  
 Brandis pressed closely to the column between him and Orthinuk, the other elves 
clustering behind the other two pillars. The dragon continued breathing a seemingly endless 
supply of acid breath from his comfortable spot. 
 “What do we do!? He’s like a brick wall!” Arkmer shouted, pressed back against 
Jorhdawn as the two hid from the caustic salvos.  
 “YOU LACK THE MEANS TO DEFEAT ME!” Orthinuk bellowed, the acid beginning 
to slowly eat through the pillars shielding everyone. The dragon statues slowly turned on top of 
the columns, facing everyone below and beginning to bombard them with fireballs.  
 “Ack!” Chardris ducked down as one of the flames whizzed past him, “Hmm, what to do.” 
 “What, indeed.” Emiroon mused. 
 “Now ain’t the time for thoughtful pondering!” Arkmer snapped, “Do something!” 
 Brandis peeked out from behind his cover, only to have to pull back before more acid 
splashed up against the side of the pillar. He hid back, pressing close to the column as more 
streams of fire blew down from above. Acid made a searing sound on the other side of his cover, 
hissing loudly. 
 “I got it!” Brandis’ face lit up. He turned to Chardris, “Blast the base of this pillar! Bring 
it down!”  
 “There’s not enough room for five behind these two!” The elf warned. 
 “I’ll manage! Just help me!” The half-elf replied, backing up and kicking the pillar with 
all his might. The old stone cracked a tiny bit, quite surprisingly. 
 Hmm, and I thought my superhuman strength was from the jewel, Brandis thought as he 
continued striking the stone column, Guess I’m full of surprises. 
 Chardris began casting a spell, aiming and blasting the pillar from the side. The flames 
struck the pillar and burst, chipping away at it. Brandis continued furiously pummeling the back, 
the flames and acid eating away at its sides. Finally Brandis pulled back his bloody knuckles and 
leapt up into the air, kicking at the corroded base as hard as he could. The pillar crumbled over 
its own weight, the ancient bricks breaking and grinding down under themselves, the entire 
column beginning to fall over. The dragon statue fell with it, spitting fire up into the air as it 
went. The pillar collapsed onto Orthinuk with a horrible crash, smacking the dragon on the head 
and knocking him down, wounding him. 
 “GRAAAAHHHH!!!” He roared, leaning back up and flinging the debris away from him, 
the shattered pieces flying off of the platform and falling down to the earth below. The dragon 
turned, furiously glaring at Brandis and gnashing his teeth. 
 Brandis backed up, Orthinuk opening up his mouth and breathing more acid out in his 
direction. The half-elf leapt back and dashed around to the other side, dodging in and out of the 
bursts of corrosive spit. Orthinuk roared again and spread his wings, leaning forward at Brandis. 
 “IGNORANT GADFLY!!” He shouted, “AWAY!!” 
 He flapped his wings, sending a massive gale hurtling towards Brandis. The gust picked 
the half-elf right off his feet, going along with the already fierce winds, and sent him careening 
off of the platform and flying back along the top of the castle. Brandis hit the stone hard, 
bouncing off the tower and reeling all the way towards the end of the ship. Orthinuk’s voice 
bellowed out from afar as Brandis flew: 



 “GET FROM ME, PEST! FROM YOUR HIGH HORSE FALL, PAWN!” 
 “Grr!” Brandis grit his teeth, catching himself against one of the aloof battlements jutting 
out from the side and springing back with all the force he could muster. As always surprised with 
his own strength, the half-elf leapt back towards the platform Orthinuk sat at all the way on the 
other end. Hundreds of hexagonal pieces of the castle ripped off of the tower as it flew, a 
hailstorm of bricks and battlements flying in Brandis’ path. The castle ducked down as it 
descended, the half-elf dodging between the airborne debris as he neared it. 
 Drawing his bow again, Brandis jumped from a piece of the tower wall to another of the 
airborne tiles. He sprang from that, quickly aiming as he leapt. The small platform at the front of 
the castle roared on ahead, Orthinuk’s golden scales shining brightly. Brandis grit his teeth, 
jumping from one airborne slab to the next, moving faster and faster as he went.   
 Lining up for a shot, the half-elf jumped from one tile to another, quickly springing back 
towards Orthinuk, building up more and more force as he went. Drawing a handful of arrows, 
Brandis aimed and jumped back, targeting Orthinuk as he came fully into view, the wind harshly 
buffeting him as he flew against it. The half-elf leapt back onto the platform housing the dragon, 
springing into him with all the combined force of bounding back and kicking the beast in the 
face.  
 “ARRRGHHH!!!” Orthinuk reeled back, Brandis’ attack actually making him flinch this 
time, the half-elf kicking off of him and firing his bow into the dragon before landing on the 
ground. The arrows punched into the monster, the force slamming the dragon up against his 
throne and kicking up dust and loose shrapnel around him. Brandis landed stylishly on the 
ground, amazingly unharmed (albeit a little achy in the legs). 
 “Brandis!” Chardris shouted.  
 “Whew.” Brandis coughed a bit, staggering from the small venture before looking back 
and giving the elf a thumbs-up. 
 “You’re really something else,” Emiroon glanced over at Orthinuk, “Certainly Master 
Woo’s son, alright.” 
 “How am I supposed to top that?” Arkmer complained. 
 “GRAAAHHH!!!” Orthinuk lurched back up, beginning to bombard Brandis with acid 
again. Brandis leapt back, weaving in and out of the barrage of spit. The dragon statues turned 
and faced him, shooting him down.  
 “Ack!” Brandis rolled back, swatting the flames off of him. Orthinuk continued pelting 
him with acid breath, Emiroon racing over and yanking him back. Arkmer dashed over to 
Orthinuk’s side and harmlessly blasted his side with a spell, trying to be distracting. 
 “Chardris, Jorhdawn!” Emiroon called, “Now!” 
 Chardris and his apprentice both bombarded the second pillar with everything they had, 
blowing out its base and sending it crashing down on top of Orthinuk. The dragon buckled down, 
the column slamming down and shattering on top of him. Roaring with rage, he burst back out 
from the rubble, snapping at Arkmer and turning to the others. 
 “WHY DO YOU NOT DIE?” His eyes burned with anger, “I COULD SNAP YOU LIKE 
TWIGS! DOES IT SATISFY YOU TO IRK ME TO NO END!? WHY DO YOU DELAY THE 
INEVITABLE SO, JUST TO IRRITATE ME!? DIE!” 
 He leapt from his throne, the last pillar suddenly jerking down and sinking into the 
ground. Chardris and Jorhdawn split from their position, pelting the dragon with spells as they 
ran. Orthinuk stomped through, the flames lapping away at his skin harmlessly. He spat acid at 



the two elves, spreading his wings and sending them both flying back with a single beat. 
Emiroon rushed around to the side, quickly summoning them back to him in an instant.  
 “PERSISTANT THINGS…” Orthinuk cursed. 
 Arkmer dashed to his flank, leaping into the air and bringing his staff down on the 
dragon’s back. Orthinuk didn’t waver for a second, turning and smashing the elf down, cratering 
the bricks and smiting him in a single blow. 
 “Arkmer you idiot!” Emiroon shouted, backing away from Orthinuk as he turned and 
faced him. Chardris circled around the other way, trying to distract the dragon with more magic. 
 “I’ve got Sturla—I’ll get him!” Brandis shouted, racing around towards the downed elf 
and trying to get to him safely. Orthinuk turned over his shoulder, trying to pelt the half-elf with 
acid as he ran. Brandis jumped around, dodging each and every one of the deadly projectiles and 
jumping to Arkmer’s side. He quickly administered the potion, giving it to the elf as fast as he 
could and helping him up. 
 “Ugh… Wha…?” Arkmer rubbed his head. 
 “No time! Get up!” Brandis barked. 
 Orthinuk turned around, ignoring the other elves and trying to smash the two as they got 
up. Brandis yanked Arkmer back, drawing an arrow and firing it into the dragon. Again failing, 
the bolt simply bounced off his scales. Brandis spat and continued backing off. 
 “That’s not gonna work, Brandis!” Arkmer shouted, “He’s unstoppable like this!” 
 “Don’t worry.” Brandis assured him, aiming again, “I’m good at taking down the winged 
monsters, remember?” 
 “This is an exception!!” The elf reminded him. 
 “DIE!!” Orthinuk spread his wings and lunged down at Brandis again.  
 Brandis jumped back, firing an arrow into the dragon’s wing, the bolt actually puncturing 
it. Othkurik stepped back, roaring. Taking advantage of the opportunity, Brandis jumped to him 
and activated his dark form. His skin instantly blackened, his weapons vanishing and a sword 
and shield taking their place.  
 Brandis leapt for Orthinuk, slashing him across and forcing him back with his enhanced 
strength, beating him back the same way he did to the pillar. Orthinuk backed up, surprised at the 
half-elf’s sudden change. The dragon stumbled back, Brandis pummeling him with his shield. 
Finally the dragon slipped on the rubble and fell down on his throne, Brandis leaping up into the 
air and changing back to normal. He grabbed his bow and aimed quickly, firing an arrow into 
Othkurik’s chest and landing back on the ground. 
 “GRAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!” Orthinuk shrieked, the bolt punching through 
him and sending him crashing down onto his seat a second time. He keeled over and went limp, 
his skin slowly beginning to melt off and the pipes around his throne crumbling. Much of the 
tower began breaking apart, the ship jumping a bit and changing course as the dragon succumbed. 
From behind him, Orthinuk’s blue gem spun out and around before shattering in the same way 
the green one did before it.  
 “Woah!” Everyone stumbled from the turbulence. Chardris looked out at the distance as 
the ship maintained its height. 
 “It’s going past Sohenberg!” He shouted, “You did it, Brandis!” 
 “But it’s still going!” Jorhdawn yelled, alarmed. 
 “It’s going to keep moving in that direction!” Emiroon calculated, “Right into the Glacier 
Mountain! It’s too late to stop it!” 
 “Everyone brace for impact!!” Chardris commanded.  



 Everyone quickly found something to hold onto, the Glacier Mountain rapidly 
approaching, Orthinuk unable to stop the tower in his current state. Brandis ducked down, 
closing his eyes tight and preparing for the inevitable crash. The ship began to lean down to the 
right, the roar of the wind, the churn of the bricks, and the scream of the flames and light 
spewing out of the base of the fortress only getting louder and louder. It didn’t take long for the 
castle to fly straight into the equally huge mountain of ice.  
 There was a deafening crash, everyone and everything flinging forward and wrecking 
into the ice and snow. Shards of frost and chunks of the castle flew all over the place, the tower 
ramming the mountain at full speed and both of the massive structures giving way without too 
much resistance. Brandis lurched forward, obviously unable to hold on. Battlements and road 
pieces flew past him and slammed into the ice, the mass of the tower impaling the mountain 
below him and sending thousands of ice shards flying back like shrapnel. He was hurtled forth, 
snow and steel swarming around him, everything quickly going black as the whole thing took 
place in the blink of an eye. Only the terrible sound of the massive crash sounded off in the 
darkness. 
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 The cold wind blew harshly, the only noise around. Brandis slowly sat up, prying himself 
from the snow around him and rubbing his aching head. He was alone in a wasteland of snow 
and ice, steel and stone scattered around. The massive wreckage of Othkurik’s tower lay below, 
destroyed and strewn about in the remnants of the Glacier Mountain. Most of the mountain was 
also destroyed, though it seemed to have survived the impact more than the ship had, at least 
some of it still standing in contrast to the demolished fortress. Brandis staggered to his feet, 
beginning to walk forward. There was a small white clearing ahead of him, the sheet of snow 
only now beginning to cover the newly exposed ice beneath. Brandis had landed in a large bank 
of snow—he had been lucky not to have ben impaled on the wreckage of the ice. It was cold and 
the wind blew against him harshly, the flurries making it somewhat difficult to see. The setting 
sun could barely be seen through the weather, an orange color breaking up the dull white and 
gray all around the half-elf.  
 “Why do you exist? Is it to spite me?” An empty voice called out. A shadow slithered out 
from behind one of the pieces of wreckage. It was Othkurik, looking normal again. The leftover 
pieces of his fully-grown body slowly fell off of him like a shed skin and splattered on the 
ground, melting down into a pool of shadow around the dragon’s feet. He clenched his jewel in 
one hand, looking over at Brandis with a rather empty expression, as if he had lost his luster. 
 “I stripped you of your power, yet you still do the impossible…” Othkurik looked down 
at his snow-colored gem with disappointment, “I take in the enhanced strength of this country’s 
titans, and I still lose to you. Is this truly the strength the dragons of old forged and promised 
me? Is this all those legends can offer? This power I wield, the power that can raise mountains 
and destroy cities, is outdone by a few measly elves? Was all this sacrifice still insufficient? Do 
the dragons of old mock me—saying I am not worthy of them?”  
 “You’d use their power for evil,” Brandis countered, stepping forward and facing the 
dragon, “And you used me and all of my friends—even all of your allies—to usurp that power. 
You should have known we’d stand up against you. You think only of yourself; the dragons of 
old would never have given those to you out of respect—you had to take them.” 



 “You’d never understand,” Othkurik growled, beginning to circle around out in the open, 
“I am every bit as much of a dragon as they. I should be this country’s king, just as they were—
true dragons. I deserve it.” 
 “They weren’t kings because they were true dragons. They were kings because they were 
true leaders. Charos didn’t cling to his power so tightly that he’d sacrifice his friends. You’re not 
entitled to this country just because you’re a dragon, and you can’t ravage Ensterek just to 
control it.” 
 “Your idle lessons are ill-spent on me, half-elf.” Othkurik rumbled, “We are already here. 
I am ruined because of you; it is over.” 
 He clenched his jewel in his hands, looking up at Brandis, “But… at the very least… I 
can kill you for what you’ve done to me. You who have deprived me of what I’ve worked so 
hard for so long over. If this jewel can grant me any wish, let it be your death.” 
 The dragon sat up, his jewel again vanishing and the puddle of darkness around him 
swelling up and churning as if it were a part of his being. He rose up and assumed a battle stance, 
glaring at Brandis and grinding his claws at the ground. Brandis took a deep breath, drawing an 
arrow and raising his bow, pointing it at Othkurik. The two stood, several feet from each other, 
poised for one last struggle. The wind blew harshly and then stopped, silence taking its place. 
 Finally Brandis summoned the courage to open fire. He quickly aimed and took a shot at 
Othkurik, the dragon buffeting the projectile away with his wings and diving into the pool of 
shadows surrounding him, hiding underneath it. The puddle whirled a bit and began moving 
rapidly towards Brandis of its own will, sliding across the snow without even leaving tracks. 
Brandis leapt back defensively, only to have the flat dark blob outrun him and slide under his 
feet.  
 Othkurik burst out of it, leaping up into the air and taking Brandis with him. The dragon 
flew upward, swerving sharply back down to earth and slamming the half-elf into the ground 
before leaping back into the puddle of shadows. Brandis spat out blood and lurched back up, 
already plenty achy. He wrenched out another arrow and took aim at the black pool, his bow 
following it as it moved around the ground quickly. Finally Brandis pulled back and fired, the 
bolt flying into the shadows and sinking into it, the darkness gobbling it up like food.  
 “Come here!” Othkurik roared from the shadows, the pool moving rapidly for Brandis 
again. Brandis backed up, trying to keep as much distance between the two of them as he could. 
Quickly discovering again that pursuit for naught, the half-elf watched the puddle move beneath 
him and dodged out of the way at the last second. He had to yank his feet from the sticky 
substance, but he managed to pull through in time. Othkurik jumped out, slashing at Brandis 
again and facing him.  
 “Gotcha now!” Brandis rapidly aimed and fired an arrow into the dragon’s side, knocking 
him away from the safety of his shadowy sanctuary. Switching to his knife, Brandis leapt over 
the pool of darkness and tackled Othkurik head-on, slashing him across and stabbing his chest 
repeatedly. Othkurik roared and flung Brandis away, swiping at him with his tail furiously. The 
half-elf ducked down and avoided the attack, slashing the dragon’s tail as it swung over him 
before lunging back at the monster. Othkurik snorted and batted Brandis down, his aura of 
darkness rushing back over to his side and beginning to cloak him again. 
 Brandis rose back to his feet, dusting off his jacket and drawing another arrow. The 
darkness flooded towards him, branching out and trying to ensnare the half-elf. Brandis sprung 
out of the way, dodging the shadowy streaks and firing an arrow into the center mass of dark 
matter. The bolt punched into the soupy material, slowly sinking into it without much 



consequence. Landing on the other side of the blob, Brandis drew his dagger a second time and 
whirled around, plunging the blade into the pool of shadows. He felt flesh down below the layer 
of darkness, Othkurik still hiding underneath.  
 “Back!!” The dragon shouted, the shadows rippling like water before spiking out like 
needles at Brandis. The half-elf ducked down out of the way, yanking his blade out and plunging 
his arm into the gooey darkness and grabbing Othkurik by the horn. The dragon roared and 
lunged out, the shadows around him splitting apart entirely. He pounced to top of Brandis, biting 
down on him with a ferocity Brandis had not seen in him before. 
 “Argh!” Brandis felt the dragon’s dagger-like teeth sinking into his shoulder, Othkurik's 
fangs digging into the half-elf’s bones and crunching his flesh. The monster reared back up, 
shaking Brandis around and throwing him onto the ground, jumping for him a second time. 
Brandis hit the snow hard and reeled back, quickly grabbing one of his few remaining arrows 
and sitting up, aiming for the lunging foe. Thwack! The half-elf fired off, the bolt punching into 
Othkurik’s chest and knocking him down to the ground. Brandis yanked out his dagger and leapt 
onto the stunned beast, stabbing him repeatedly. 
 Othkurik roared and flung Brandis off, darkness beginning to well up around his feet 
again and pull him back to safety. Brandis grit his teeth, slamming onto the ground and throwing 
his knife at the dragon as he fell. The blade sunk into Othkurik, knocking him back away from 
his shadowy haven. Brandis leapt back onto his feet, arming his dark form and springing back 
into action without worry of his wounds. He slammed into Othkurik with his shield and began 
slicing the dragon into ribbons. The monster’s pool of darkness floated back over and began 
spiking out at Brandis as he fought, its shadowy spires completely ineffective against the half-
elf’s drow skin.  
 “Agh!” Othkurik flew back and slammed into one of the wrecked pillars scattered about 
the battlefield, Brandis returning to normal and falling to one knee. The dragon’s darkness split 
apart again and did not return, Othkurik looking up at Brandis enraged.  
 “Even if I must do it without this wretched jewel, I will kill you, you cockroach!” He 
sneered, his narrowed eyes beginning to turn into a bright white color again. Brandis struggled to 
his feet and returned the glare.  
 “And with every fiber of who I really am, I swear I will defeat you, Othkurik.” He 
countered, beginning to draw an arrow. Othkurik snorted and began to prowl forward, raising his 
wings and standing upright. Brandis strung an arrow and pointed it at the dragon, taking a deep 
breath. Othkurik breathed deeply, grinding his teeth.  
 Finally Brandis released the bowstring, firing straight for Othkurik. The dragon swerved 
out of the way, diving for Brandis and slashing at him fiercely. Brandis stumbled back, surprised 
with the monster’s sudden swiftness. Othkurik cut Brandis across and grabbed his side, flinging 
him back and pouncing a second time.  
 Brandis rolled back up and dodged the lunge, smacking Othkurik across the jaw with his 
bow and stabbing his side. Othkurik roared and bit at the half-elf, Brandis maneuvering around 
to the flank and stabbing the dragon’s neck. Kicking up his wings, Othkurik knocked the half-elf 
back and whirled around, smacking him to the ground and grabbing him. The dragon spread his 
wings and took flight, soaring up into the air and crashing Brandis back down to earth. Brandis 
hit the snow hard, Othkurik hitting him harder as he landed on top of the half-elf. 
 “Die.” Othkurik growled, opening up his mouth and biting down on Brandis. Brandis 
wrenched out his dagger and stabbed the dragon in the mouth.  



 “Arrrrghhh!” Othkurik reared back up, backing off and tearing the knife from him. He 
threw the weapon down and roared at Brandis, lunging for him again. Brandis dove out of the 
way, leaping up and kicking off of Othkurik and diving for the dagger. He grabbed it and whirled 
around, throwing it into Othkurik. Sinking into his flesh, the blade punctured the dragon’s chest, 
making him writhe and roar loudly.  
 Ignoring the pain pulsing through his body, Brandis dashed around to the dragon’s side 
and grabbed the handle of the weapon, pulling it out and slamming it against the monster’s jaw. 
Othkurik reeled back, Brandis rushing forward and kicking him in the belly. He grabbed all of 
his remaining arrows but one and crammed them onto his bow, taking it out and rapidly firing 
them into the dragon.  
 “Graahhh!” Othkurik stumbled back, roaring with pain. Brandis unrelentingly raced up to 
him and kicked him again, grabbing his horn and slamming him into Brandis’ knee. Othkurik 
spat out acid onto the ground, slashing back at the half-elf. The dragon’s claws hooked Brandis’ 
by his leg and flung him into the air, Othkurik leaning up and snapping at him.  
 “No you don’t!” Brandis caught Othkurik’s snout and flung himself over the dragon. He 
slashed both of his wings across and slid down his back, jumping over the beast’s swinging tail 
and landing away from him.  
 The dragon turned and slashed for him. Brandis ducked down and stabbed upward, his 
dagger sliding up Othkurik’s neck and jaw. Roaring, the dragon whirled around and swung at the 
half-elf with his tail, tripping him. Brandis hit the ground hard, looking back up to see Othkurik’s 
fangs leaning in close.  
 Panicking, Brandis grabbed the dragon’s jaws, holding them back with all his might. 
Othkurik pressed ever closer, his eyes gleaming and his wings flaring up. Brandis shouted and 
kicked the dragon’s neck, his boots prying against the beast’s knife wounds. Othkurik yielded 
and pulled back, roaring with the pain. He whirled around quickly, smacking the half-elf back 
with his tail. Brandis rolled back and recovered as fast as he could, punishing the dragon with an 
arrow whilst he recuperated. 
 Othkurik fell to the ground and rolled away from the half-elf, hoisting himself up and 
leaning against one of the dislodged steel beams stuck in the ice. The dragon breathed heavily, 
his body heaving up and down with each exasperated breath. Looking over his shoulder and 
wing, the beast cast a glance back at Brandis, glaring at him with a narrowed eye. 
 “From a young age I was told that I was better than other creatures,” He spoke softly, still 
breathing heavily,  “I was raised under the presumption that one day I would be great. My elder 
dragons promised me riches and armies and territories, as they had possessed. Your so-called 
righteous leaders told me this every day of my youth…” 
 Brandis bit his lip, breathing equally heavily and keeping his bow raised as he slowly 
advanced on the dragon.  
 Othkurik suddenly turned on him, wrenching the steel beam from the ice and hurling it at 
the half-elf with all his might. Brandis ducked down and narrowly evaded the missile, getting 
back to his feet just in time for Othkurik to lunge at him, swinging and slashing with his claws 
furiously. 
 “Even as they fought in that Great War against my homeland we were not bound by flags 
but by blood!” The dragon shouted as he fought, “They let your kind be butchered like livestock, 
cannon fodder for their conflict! They gave me the remnants of the clans of my land—Guardians 
to serve me! They told me it was just, that I deserved to be their lord!” 



 Brandis ducked down, dodging each slash with careful evasion. Othkurik reared up and 
finally landed a hit on the half-elf, striking him aside and pouncing down again. Brandis rolled 
out of the way and continued evading the berserk dragon.  
 “And now!” Othkurik screamed, his enraged glowing white eyes shining through his 
blood and breath, “Now that I am of age to claim what is rightfully mine! Those dragons turn in 
their graves, telling me that I don’t deserve it! That I don’t deserve to be one of them!”  
 He reached down, scraping up a chuck of ice and throwing it at Brandis.  
 “Oof!” The ice hit the half-elf head on, knocking him down. Othkurik ducked down and 
threw himself on top of the archer once again, reaching up and trying to pound him with his 
mighty claws.  
 “They LIED to me!” Othkurik struck the ground, Brandis rolling out of the way, narrowly 
evading each strike, “They raised me on the promise of this kingdom and they took it from me! 
Their spirits conjure ideals and armies against me, fighting against my righteous rule! Now that 
they are dead and gone they decide to fight for you lower creatures! They send YOU to fight me! 
Do they think YOU’RE more worthy than I?” 
 The dragon suddenly seized Brandis by the neck in his claws, his dagger-like talons 
digging into the half-elf’s skin as the beast started strangling him. Othkurik glared at him through 
intense, glazing eyes, still shouting in his rage. 
 “You lied to me!” The dragon shrieked, “You did this to me! You made me who I am! 
You said I would be king! You promised me! You promised me!! I’ll kill this lower animal, and 
anyone else you say is better than me!!! I’ll kill all your heirs and champions!!! I was your heir!! 
I am your heir!!!”  
 Brandis struggled under Othkurik’s grip, reaching down and grabbing his knife and 
plunging it into the dragon’s arm. Othkurik bellowed and let go, limping away a bit. Brandis 
struggled to his feet, grasping the dagger tightly and hurling it at the retreating monster. The 
blade pierced Othkurik’s back, the dragon shouting in pain and falling down to all fours. Brandis 
mustered all the energy he had left (it wasn’t much) and raced after his enemy. He grabbed the 
handle of the weapon, wrenching it out of Othkurik and slashed him across with the blade before 
kicking him away. The dragon reeled back and collapsed down into the snow, struggling to his 
feet.  
 Othkurik turned, growling. He slowly withdrew his white jewel, the gem glowing 
brightly in his bleeding hands.  
 “By the power invested into this jewel—the might of the dragons of old—I command you 
to die.” He rumbled, sneering at Brandis through bloody teeth, “Taste the wrath of your precious 
elder dragons! Feel the combined might of that almighty power!!! With everything that I am, 
perish!!!” 
 He dashed for Brandis, the jewel shining brightly and burning like the sun. The dragon 
vanished into thin air, darkness beginning to cloud around the half-elf, boxing him in the small 
snowy arena under a shadowy dome. The white jewel spun around in the air, Brandis looking 
this way and that. The red jewel floated down to his flank, the gem bursting and a huge red 
dragon taking its place. It flapped its wings and opened its mouth, spitting out a fireball at 
Brandis.  
 “Argh!” Brandis shielded himself, the blazing projectile slamming into him and knocking 
him back, singing him. The dragon faded, the blue gem quickly floating down and bursting next, 
a large white dragon fading into view. The beast opened up its maw, beginning to spray Brandis 
with ice shards. The frozen shrapnel pelted him ruthlessly, the relentless gale finally being too 



much for the half-elf, breaking his guard and knocking him down. The ice shards struck his chest, 
stabbing him like a rain of daggers. 
 Brandis struggled back to his feet, the dragon vanishing as he wrenched the ice shards 
from his bleeding torso. Immediately the green gem floated downward, breaking apart and 
revealing Charos beneath. The dragon leapt into the air and slammed down on top of Brandis, 
sending him flying back. Brandis skidded to a halt, clutching his chest and falling to one knee, 
Charos vanishing quickly. Othkurik spoke out from above. 
 “Now… DIE!!!!!” The dragon fell down from above, crashing down on top of Brandis 
and sending out a massive shockwave of light. Brandis flew back, shielding himself to the best of 
his abilities, the wave of light throwing him back and the dome of darkness slipping away. 
Brandis hit the ground hard, his eyes shut tight.  
 Everything was black, a still silence beginning to creep over the battlefield. Brandis 
throbbed all over, the beating of his heart redoubling. Black turned to gray and gray turned to 
white. Ever so slowly the half-elf opened his eyes, the searing pain racking his body beginning to 
fade. He lived. 
 Othkurik fell to the ground, his red jewel spinning around him and shattering just like the 
two before it. The dragon collapsed as well, breathing heavily and looking skyward as the blood-
red shards floated up and faded away. From his shaking hand he held out his white jewel, the 
gem cracking apart and breaking down in his bloody palm.  
 Brandis slowly staggered to his feet, coughing blood and clutching his heart as he turned 
and faced the defeated dragon. Othkurik glared at him, dropping the shattered remnants of the 
white jewel onto the ground. The gem blended into the snow, slowly disintegrating into nothing. 
He simply sat there, dripping with blood as Brandis slowly walked over and drew his final arrow. 
 “All of this…” Othkurik coughed, “…And still nothing. Truly you cannot die—how can 
you survive everything I throw at you, even as I push myself to the limit? I cannot carry on 
anymore. Me, a dragon, with all this power, loses to you. Some random half-elf who doesn’t 
even know who he is! I am Othkurik the black dragon! I am this country’s rightful king! All that 
power belonged to me and it was not enough to defeat one half-elf!!” 
 Brandis held up his bow and aimed at Othkurik. 
 “It doesn’t make ANY SENSE!!” Othkurik continued, “I am a god compared to you—how 
can you defeat me!? ME!? YOU!? What is this that can so easily undo the strength of dragons? 
What do you have that I do not? What is it that allows you to surpass me when I am so much 
more than you? WHO ARE YOU!?” 
 “I’m Brandis Skyhunter.” Brandis released the bowstring, firing the arrow straight into 
Othkurik head-on. The dragon straightened up and slowly fell over, time seemingly slowing 
down as he fell. The dragon limply hit the ground and lay there contorted and gruesome, nothing 
abstaining the realness of his death.  
 Othkurik the black dragon… was dead.  
 Brandis slowly lowered his bow and breathed a sigh of relief. He slumped down to his 
knees. The wind picked back up, blowing around harshly and kicking up frost from the 
bloodstained ground into the thin air.  
 I did it, the half-elf thought, I did what I set out to do. I feel like a great weight has been 
lifted from me. But… what do I do now? Now that Othkurik is gone, I almost feel like a little part 
of myself died with him. What purpose do I serve now? 
 He looked out at the setting sun, rising to his feet and beginning to stride down the 
mountain, trekking through the snow and the wreckage. It made for some devastating yet 



beautiful scenery, the half-elf carefully staggering his way down the mountain. After some time, 
he heard a familiar voice. 
 “Brandis!” It was Chardris. The elf limped into view, his companions right behind him. 
They all looked well enough from the crash (well, they all survived it, anyway—that’s good 
enough). Brandis hobbled over to them, as relieved to see them as they were to see him.  
 “I coulda sworn you had died!” Arkmer looked like he was talking to a ghost. 
 “Thank goodness it’s over…” Jorhdawn sighed, “All this and I’m still an apprentice. I 
guess I have a long way to go…” 
 “Eh, this is nothing.” Emiroon assured her. 
 “It is over, right, Brandis?” Chardris gave the half-elf a concerned glance. 
 “It is…” Brandis confirmed, “We did it.” 
 “So Othkurik finally kicks the bucket.” Arkmer kicked at the snow, “Took long enough, 
I’d say. Ulginesh would be proud.” 
 “Indeed.” Chardris agreed, “It’s a huge relief to know that it’s finally over and done with.” 
 The elf turned and began to lead the way downward, heading towards the slopes at the 
foot of the mountain and onward. Brandis watched the group of elves go, staring at the ground 
and biting his lip. 
 “Still,” He mused, “What do we do now?” 
 Chardris and the others stopped and faced him. 
 “What do you mean?” Chardris asked, “Let’s go home.” 
 “You coming, man?” Arkmer pestered, waving the half-elf over. Brandis’ eyes widened, 
and he stood there staring at them all, looking rather idiotic. 
 “Oh, right.” Brandis looked down at his dagger, “Yes, let’s go home.” 
 He followed the elves down, beginning the long trek back to Sohenberg. 
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* Side Story * 
 

This is an extra portion that adds to the overall story, as well as holding significant importance 
for the second ThunderStorm. However, it doesn’t strictly speaking have real impact on the plot 

of this tale. As such, it can be skipped over without consequence. 
 

 “Well, Brandis.” Syvarris admitted, “You couldn’t have done a better job. Ensterek is 
united, and its enemy is vanquished. The credit almost singlehandedly belongs to you.” 
 It had been a few days after Othkurik’s death. Brandis had taken up residence at Master 
Woo’s old house, Chardris and the others keeping him company. Their victory over the black 
dragon obvious, Syvarris had wanted to congratulate them and also thank them personally for all 
the hard work. The elf seemed to have something else on his mind though; Brandis knew that 
there was some other matter that was to be discussed. 
 “Thanks.” Brandis cut to the point, “There, uh, something else you wanted to speak to me 
about?” 
 Syvarris sighed, “Yes, I suppose there is. It’s not like you haven’t done enough already 
for us, and I did agree to keep your identity anonymous to most of the armies and the public (I 
understand you don’t want to be considered a celebrity or anything). However, I myself do know 
that you’re our best and brightest.” 
 Arkmer chuckled, “Oh, you got a job for us elites?”  
 “More or less—it’s nothing too special.” The elf commander confessed, “Our forces are 
quite exhausted from the siege on Drow City, so I don’t have many soldiers to spare. We are 
currently cleaning out the tunnels surrounding the city. We found your friends alive there.” 
 “Mogrimm, Tandros, and Ana?” Brandis asked, “That’s good news.”  
 “Specifically Othkurik’s room. There’s stuff in there I had no idea even existed.” 
 “You’re referring to the thing Othkurik used to fuse the jewels together.” Chardris 
guessed, crossing his arms. 
 “Yes.” Syvarris confirmed, “Many of the tunnels in there go on for miles, and I don’t 
know what sort of other things the dragon could have had hidden away. Between Othkurik’s 
allegiance to DeathWalker 10000 and his connections to the neighboring country of Crommica, 
I’d wager there could be more dangerous stuff hidden away in there.” 
 “I see.” Arkmer concluded, “You want us to go help your guys with clearing out these 
caves looking for anything potentially dangerous.” 
 “I could really use your help.” Syvarris nodded, “After I saw that monstrous castle flying 
towards here only just a few days ago, I didn’t want any more unexpected surprises popping up. 
It shouldn’t be too hard. Will you do it?” 
 “I guess so.” Brandis decided, “I do owe you back for helping me get into Drow City in 
the first place. Why not?” 
 “Thank you.” The elf commander bowed a bit, “I’d suggest you leave as soon as you are 
able. The earlier the task is done the better.” 
 Brandis looked down at himself. 
 “I’m able.” He concluded, “Let’s go.” 
  
 At this point, crossing the nation to Drow City was no big deal. Without the presence of 
organized enemy soldiers, travel was easy and no hassle. There were still the occasional monster 
or two, but Brandis had graduated past their level long ago. The idea of returning to Mount 



Bejottin wasn’t too appealing to him, being the setting for much of his loss and all. Even so, he 
couldn’t let his dislike of the place get to him too much. You know the drill by now—they go to 
the city. 
 Drow City looked very much the same as it had before, only now the deserted feeling 
sunk in much more. Somehow the empty streets having elven soldiers in them made the place 
feel even more void of life, probably because their presence indicated that the before unseen 
hordes of drow living there were now gone for good. Brandis strode up to the first elf he saw, 
walking over to the soldier and looking around gawking. 
 The elf saluted, “Here to help, sir?” 
 “Yeah. Where do we go?” Brandis inquired, “Where did Syvarris want us, anyway?” 
 “Honestly, whichever tunnels you find that aren’t already cleared out.” The soldier 
shrugged, “They’re all over the place—we’re working as fast as we can, but it’s still a bit of a 
mess to sort through.” 
 “We’ll do what we can, then.” Chardris stepped forward, “Let’s go, Brandis.” 
 “Okay.” The half-elf nodded, walking past the sentry and heading on through the city 
towards the tunnels in the back. It didn’t take too long to find some. Several cave mouths were 
strewn across one of the nearby walls, looking like pores on a sponge. A handful of the caverns 
had torches mounted on the walls, signaling their clearance. Brandis walked over to one of the 
others, peeking in and shrugging. 
 “This one?” He asked. 
 “Why not?” Chardris held up one arm, creating a flame in the palm of his hand and 
illuminating the tunnel. It stretched onward, a dull gray passageway void of any growth or light. 
Brandis began heading on down, keeping his eyes peeled for anything suspicious or dangerous-
looking.  
 They moved through the cave, walking in a seemingly endless cycle. Nothing popped up 
for quite some time. It quickly became boring.  
 “Man, this sucks.” Arkmer complained, “I somehow imagined this to be more exciting.” 
 “I find it surprisingly soothing.” Chardris glanced around, “I’ve had my fill of action for 
a while, I think.” 
 “I’m sure there’s something in one of these caves, Arkmer.” Jorhdawn assured him. 
 “Yeah, but compared to how much nothing is undoubtedly in all the others…” The elf 
groaned, rubbing his eyes and yawning. 
 “It is admittedly a little disappointing considering how long it took to get out here.” 
Brandis agreed. 
 “Funny; I thought you’d share the same opinion as Chardris on this sort of thing.” 
Emiroon seemed surprised by the half-elf’s bloodlust. 
 “Idunno—I’m just saying... Eh, guess I might be a little bit on the barbaric side now. I 
blame my upbringing.” Brandis shrugged.  
 “I’d say fighting’s in your blood.” Emiroon agreed. 
 Brandis nodded and peeked around the next corner, continuing onward. The group 
continued forward, carrying on for another long while. Finally something did pop up. Brandis 
walked into a huge open room. The half-elf cautiously entered and looked around. It was built 
from stone into the cave walls much like Drow City itself. The room was built in a decagon 
formation, branching out into ten separate hallways (including the one Brandis had entered from). 
Eight of the halls were caved in though, rubble completely blocking off the paths and preventing 



entrance of any sort. The tenth hall was open, however. Walking up to it, Brandis glanced around 
curiously. 
 “What do you suppose this place is?” He asked. 
 “Whatever it was,” Chardris caught up to him, “It’s practically gone now.” 
 “Caved in.” Arkmer tapped one of the rocks with his staff, “Comes with having more air 
than rock in a mountain. I hate this place.” 
 Brandis looked down the hall, “This way’s open—let’s have a look.” 
 It was a short passageway, soon abruptly stopping at a door. It was of a dull, heavy stone 
make, with a simple sword emblem engraved on it. Brandis gave it a glance before cautiously 
opening it up and moving on in. The door opened up, unlocked. Treading lightly, Brandis 
ventured in, looking about carefully.  
 It was an open area; mostly flat save for a few large spires of rock jutting up from the 
ground here and there. The ceiling was low and it was very dark. Brandis looked around, a little 
confused by its normalcy. Chardris and the others followed him in. The elf held up his arm and 
illuminated the entire room, revealing that the room’s description above still matched perfectly. 
There was nothing too special here.  
 “There’s nothing in here.” Arkmer complained, breaking the silence. 
 You are correct. The door behind them slammed shut, a dark figure standing behind it 
looking directly at the group. Brandis whirled around, raising his bow in a heartbeat and aiming 
it at the intruder (well, doing that would technically be pointing it at themselves… ahem). 
 “Huh?” Brandis hesitated. It was a drow, but it looked off. For starters, it had no face. Its 
body was wispy and transparent looking, its flesh seeping in and out like a mist. It was also 
deathly thin for a warrior, its muscles hardly material for doing battle. After a few seconds, the 
foe simply disappeared into thin air, its flesh melting away into the air and vanishing. Brandis 
narrowed his eyes, still sensing a presence in the room, and turned around.  
 Sure enough, another drow had appeared at the far end of the room. This one looking 
much more like a normal drow, it rose up to its full height and held up a sword and shield. It 
glared over lifelessly at Brandis with its blood red eyes and stood there, waiting silently. Brandis 
held up his bow, aiming at the foe. 
 The drow waited, standing still and making no efforts to stay out of Brandis’ line of sight. 
Something felt strange about this particular dark elf, and it was making him nervous. This was 
clearly no normal drow, even if there wasn’t any direct evidence for it. 
 Wanting to get the fight over with quickly, Brandis fired off a shot directly at the enemy. 
The drow ducked down to the side, evading the arrow without using the shadows at all, and 
rushed forth. It leapt up to Brandis with superhuman speed and sliced him across the chest before 
the half-elf could react.  
 “Argh!” Brandis stumbled back, duly noting the sword’s lack of poison and clenching the 
light cut. The drow unrelentingly continued its assault, whirling and slicing down with a second 
blow. 
 Arkmer rushed in the way and blocked the blade with his staff, trying to kick back the 
drow. Relenting, the dark elf stepped back only to have another unnatural looking drow spring 
up out of the ground and slash Arkmer back.  
 Chardris blasted the drow’s doppelganger and aimed for the real deal, the dark elf 
vanishing and teleporting next to him in a flash. Instantly there were two additional shadow 
warriors by his side and the three ran Chardris down, a twister of steel and shadows. Emiroon 
was quick to summon his ally out of the attack and by his side.  



 “Thanks.” Chardris coughed, his skin and clothes covered in cuts of all shapes and sizes.  
 “He’s fast. Be careful.” Emiroon warned, watching the drow carefully. The dark elf had 
ceased his assault as soon as his target had escaped, the other clones fading. It stood there, 
waiting in silence for the battle to resume.  
 Brandis restarted the fight, quickly firing off another shot at the drow. The foe simply 
dodged and hurtled itself back into the fray, splitting into three again and going straight for 
Brandis. The half-elf swapped weapons and blocked the drow’s blade with his dagger. He 
quickly turned and kicked back one of the fakes as it jumped on him. It burst into shadow, gone 
in a single blow.  
 The other of the dark warriors slammed into his side, Jorhdawn interrupting its attack 
with an explosive spell from behind. Flames smoldering across the ground, the real foe rose back 
to its feet, facing Jorhdawn and still saying not a word. It began walking towards the elf, 
interrupted this time by Chardris. The second of the fiery projectiles blasted into the drow, 
sending it skidding back, singed. 
 The drow slowly recovered and then instantly vanished and reappeared right in front of 
the elf. Chardris leapt away from the foe, pelting it with fire defensively. Unfortunately the drow 
easily maneuvered out of each shot’s path, apparently much more adept at dodging in the heat of 
battle. Two fakes appeared at the elf’s flank, the triad of shadowy warriors clustering around him 
and viciously assaulting him.  
 Again, Emiroon was quick to summon Chardris out of danger. The drow’s allies vanished 
and the dark elf unrelentingly leapt after him. It slammed its weapons into the ground, the earth 
crumbling before its strength and jutting up into the air.  
 “Ack!” Chardris and Emiroon were both flung back by the spires of rock. Instantly the 
drow turned and dashed up to Jorhdawn, evading one of her spells as it approached. Again a pair 
of shadowy doppelgangers were summoned around the drow, following behind it as it ran single-
file. The dark elf was upon her in an instant, slashing downward as his doubles swerved around 
to her side. 
 Lucky for her Arkmer was there. He leapt over Jorhdawn and knocked the drow away, 
causing the fakes to disintegrate. Brandis was quick to rush up to the foe while it was flinching. 
He smacked the drow across the head with his bow and switched to his dagger, slicing the foe 
across his side. Arkmer blasted the drow away with a quick spell, Jorhdawn lighting the enemy 
up as soon as it was further back. 
 This guy’s all offense. Brandis thought as he wiped off his knife and carefully watched 
the smoke clear, He’s not using his shield at all. 
 Again the drow rose back to its feet from the dust, still looking over at Brandis and the 
others silently. Brandis bit his lip, Guess he’s pretty resilient, too. 
 Bursting back into the battle like a torrent of wind, the drow zipped up to Brandis in the 
blink on an eye. It slashed him across, the half-elf blocking the blow only to be knocked to the 
side by another fake drow. The dark elf spun around to his side, the blades around Brandis dicing 
him like a blender (he doesn’t know what that is). Finally the drow dispatched its allies and leapt 
up into the air, slamming Brandis down onto the ground and then back up with a spike of rock 
jutting up from the earth. 
 “Oof!” Brandis hit the ceiling and slammed down onto the ground. His whole body ached 
and stung as the cuts covering him burned into his flesh. He was amazed to be alive after that 
display. But, well, dying didn’t ever seem to be his forte (Brandis always was pretty resilient, it 
seems). 



 The drow stepped past him, walking over towards the elves. As it strode three clones 
formed around it, walking in the same way yet circling around their source unnaturally. 
Jorhdawn grimaced, glancing over at Brandis before lobbing an explosive spell at the advancing 
drow. The dark elf leapt up into the air, vaulting over the flaming projectile and landing in front 
of her, racing in for the kill.  
 Arkmer again threw himself in the way, trying to keep the shadowy warrior away from 
Jorhdawn. The drow quickly stepped back, flinging the elf over its shoulder and summoning 
additional doubles around him. Bounding after Arkmer, the fakes swarmed around him and 
battered him down. Jorhdawn continued to back up, conjuring more flames in her hands and 
trying to pelt the drow. Not to be stopped, the foe maneuvered in and out of each fiery shot she 
threw at it. Finally able to attack unhindered, the drow pounced on her and began to assault the 
elf unrelentingly.  
 “Grr! Not like this!” Brandis struggled to his feet, “I didn’t come all this way to be bested 
by some mystery drow!” 
 The half-elf shakily aimed an arrow and fired, the drow simply evading the bolt and 
turning back to face him, abandoning Jorhdawn. It rushed forward, dashing up to Brandis in a 
burst of speed. Brandis quickly strung another bolt but the foe was simply just too fast. The drow 
leapt up into the air, a multitude of doubles appearing all around it.  
 A fireball sailed through the air and knocked the drow back down to the ground. Chardris 
clenched his fist, leaning on his staff and beginning to summon another firebolt. The elf opened 
up his hand, a bright sphere of fire burning in his palm, and fired off a second spell at the 
downed enemy.  
 The drow sprung back to its feet, lurching forward and dodging the blast. Seven 
doppelgangers appeared single-file behind it as it raced towards the elf. Brandis quickly aimed 
another shot and fired with all his might. The shaft punched through all of the fakes and struck 
the drow in the back, making it skid to a halt. Chardris was quick to knock it back with his staff, 
repelling the stalled assailant with more magic.  
 Springing back, the drow narrowed its eyes at them before jumping back into the fray. 
Eight clones formed in a circle around them, all rushing forward at once. Brandis summoned all 
the strength he had left, firing an arrow into one and knocking down another with his bow. 
Chardris shot down one of the foes and backed up closer to Brandis. 
 The remainder of the doppelgangers closed in, swords coming down in unison. Brandis 
ducked down and stabbed one with his dagger, turning and blocking a blade with his arm, 
grunting with pain from the blow. Chardris beat another back with his staff, two additional foes 
cutting him down at once. The elf crumpled to the ground, out of the fight. Brandis wrenched his 
arm back, stabbing the drow and kicking it away. He turned and rushed into the other fakes that 
had struck down his friend, slicing one down and throwing his dagger into the other. 
 Only the final, actual drow remaining, Brandis wrenched out his weapon from the slowly 
fading foe and faced his enemy. The drow rushed straight for him without hesitation. Brandis got 
ready and blocked the first of the dark elf’s attacks. Not stopping for a second, the drow 
continued viciously assaulting the half-elf with a flurry of sword swipes, the silver blade blurring 
and sparking with each encounter it met with Brandis’ dagger. The half-elf continued parrying 
each blow unwaveringly, the drow finally leaping up into the air and bringing down its blade 
with a force no dagger could block. Brandis ducked down and sprung back, kicking the drow 
away and throwing his knife into it. He quickly followed up, jumping after his weapon and 
grabbing it, slashing the dark elf several times before kicking it back down to earth.  



 The drow hit the ground hard, getting back up and falling to one knee. It silently seemed 
to breathe heavily, glaring over at Brandis while it rested. Brandis, finally feeling the weight of 
his injuries, slumped over a bit and began to breathe heavily also.  
 Finally the drow rose back to its feet and stood up straight. It looked over at Brandis, not 
looking so irritated now. A few seconds passed in silence. The drow turned suddenly and faced 
away from Brandis, looking aside before vanishing into shadow.  
 Brandis breathed a sigh of relief, simply glad to be done fighting. He turned and walked 
over to the others, helping them all up. Everyone was hurt pretty badly, but luckily no one was 
dead or anything. 
 “Did you get ‘em?” Chardris coughed, clenching his wound and grimacing from the pain. 
 “He’s gone.” Brandis assured the elf, helping him up. 
 “Who was that?” Emiroon asked, leaning on his staff and limping over—the least injured 
out of the group. 
 “No idea.” Chardris looked over at where the foe had been before disappearing, “But he 
was certainly strong. Could barely catch him, he was so fast.” 
 “I guess you got your wish, Arkmer.” Jorhdawn congratulated sarcastically, “I hope 
you’re happy.”  
 “It doesn’t matter.” Brandis told them, “Let’s just get out of here. I’d call this a good 
enough job well done—let’s go back.” 
 “Agreed.” Arkmer wheezed. 
 Everyone got together and headed towards the door, opening it back up and heading out 
towards the other room with the blocked off halls. Brandis followed, glancing over his shoulder 
at the now-empty room behind him. 
 Still… he thought, who was that? I got a familiar feeling from him, yet I’ve never seen 
him in my life. That mystery drow… Hmmm…  
 It would be something he’d have to figure out later. Still feeling uneasy about the strange 
attacker, the half-elf continued on back towards the cave’s exit. It was time to call it a day. That 
mystery would have to wait for another time. 
 

fin (for good!) 
 

 


